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“Those faces you see every day on the streets were not created 
entirely without hope: be kind to them: like you they 

have not escaped.”

~

Charles Bukowski, The People Look Like Flowers at Last

Dedicated to my Mom.
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FADE IN:

EXT. THE SKID - NIGHT

HIGH SHOT. Downtown Los Angeles. Gritty, rejected, desperate. 
Trash-covered streets, scattered tents, torn tarp, and 
makeshift homes made of just about anything you can think of.

SWOOP DOWN until we land on TWO GUYS -- one laying in a 
hammock strung up between a light pole and a fence, and the 
other laying in a sleeping bag. They’ve carved out their own 
little corner of The Skid, a small fire keeping them warm. We 
can see the downtown skyline in the background.

This is LUKE (in the hammock) and VACK (in the sleeping bag).

Luke, hard to put an age on him, white, scruffy but not 
dirty, somewhat handsome, deep blue eyes, but definitely 
rough around the edges, is laying back, staring up at the 
sky, hands behind his head.

And Vack, 50s, black, clean-shaven, bald-headed, tall and 
skinny with a potbelly, relaxed as can be, is curled up in 
his sleeping bag, staring deeply into the fire.

Both have quite the rough exterior, but the moment they start 
talking, we can tell they have a kind of bond that goes 
beyond their circumstances.

We chime in right in the middle of an undeniably important 
and serious debate --

LUKE
Are fuckin’ kidding me? 50s movies 
are lightyears better than 70s 
movies.

VACK
Of course, you like the happy-go-
lucky, Wonderful Life, naive shit.

LUKE
What’s wrong with that?

VACK
It’s the same bullshit -- you like 
Robert Zemeckis more than 
Tarantino.

LUKE
Don’t be all mad at me he lost the 
Oscar to Gump. I don’t make those 
decisions.
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VACK
You just ain’t realistic. 50s 
movies are shallow -- escapism at 
its finest.

LUKE
And you’re saying a cab driver 
saving a hooker and demon vomiting 
all over herself is real life?

VACK
Fuck yeah! At least symbolically.

LUKE
See, that right there is exactly 
where we differ.

VACK
Yeah, you like the naive shit, I 
like the real shit.

LUKE
No, no, no. You like the 
pessimistic shit, I like the 
optimistic shit.

VACK
That’s what I just said.

LUKE
Ah -- whatever.

Vack shuffles around in his sleeping bag, trying to get 
comfortable.

VACK
What are you gonna do with it?

CLOSE UP on an old shoebox in the hammock next to Luke. He 
moves one arm around it, protecting it.

LUKE
This right here is finally our free 
ticket to a better life.

VACK
Your free ticket, maybe.

LUKE
You’re coming with me.

VACK
I don’t wanna.
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LUKE
Why not?

Vack rolls over, facing away from the fire now, pulling his 
sleeping bag up more.

VACK
A better life ain’t for me.

Luke looks at Vack, then the shoebox, then back up into the 
sky.

VACK (CONT’D)
But good luck with all that.

Luke lays back, closing his eyes, getting comfortable.

We then hear a CLICK.

Luke quickly sits up and whips his head to see --

Two women step into the firelight from the dark -- DEE DEE 
and ANGELICA -- both pointing guns right at Luke, ready to 
pull the triggers.

Dee Dee, 40s, is black, super tall, muscular frame, broad 
shoulders, strong and intimidating. Angelica is the exact 
opposite, barely 20, white, short and petite, about half the 
size of Dee Dee, with a frame replicating that of a Barbie’s.

Vack shoots up from his sleeping bag.

Angelica whips her gun to him.

DEE DEE
Vack! Don’t even think about it.

Vack freezes. Angelica takes a step closer to him.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
(to Luke)

Heard you got somethin’.

Luke tightens his arm around the shoebox.

LUKE
You two walk all the way here in 
the dark? I thought you were scared 
of the dark, Dee.

DEE DEE
I do what I gotta do. But let’s not 
change the subject. You know 
exactly what I’m here for.
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LUKE
Don’t know what you’re talkin’ 
about.

Dee Dee moves closer to Luke.

VACK
Just give it to her.

DEE DEE
King Kurt already knows about it, 
dumbass. You really think we’re 
that stupid?

Luke is silent. Dee Dee moves to him and reaches for the 
shoebox. Luke yanks it away.

Dee Dee stiffens, using both hands to aggressively point the 
gun right in his face.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
Stop playin’! Your hard-ass head 
ain’t gonna save you this time. 
It’s comin’ with us -- the easy way 
or hard way.

VACK
(to Luke)

Don’t be stupid. It ain’t worth it.

Luke sighs, pissed, but slowly hands the shoebox over, giving 
Dee Dee the death stare. Dee Dee grabs it, grinning.

DEE DEE
Now, how about we make a visit to 
King Kurt?

ANGELICA
Can we make it easy, Dee? I don’t 
wanna fuck around with ‘em.

DEE DEE
Of course.

Right as Dee Dee finishes talking, she nods to Angelica, 
then, at the exact same time, they both pistol whip Luke and 
Vack, knocking them out.

SNAP TO:

BLACK

TITLE SEQUENCE:
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“Los Angeles Lurid”

FROM THE BLACK --

Enthusiastic applause erupts over an upbeat Jazz intro for a 
Late Night show.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Live from Hollywood!

As a symbol crashes --

SNAP TO:

EXT. THE SKID - DAY

Sunrise.

Various shots, different spots from the opening, showing the 
scope of The Skid. We observe the tumultuous few blocks where 
the crux of the homeless population lives.

But we also see a community. People sitting in plastic 
chairs, smoking, shooting the shit. Someone helping someone 
else (in a wheelchair) get across the street. And even one 
GUY walking around with a bag, handing out burritos.

As two PEOPLE start fighting over a burrito --

SNAP TO:

EXT. PERSHING SQUARE - DAY

Various shots of the city, starting with the beautiful 
skyline, but as we get into the nitty-gritty, it gives off a 
dubious/lonely vibe. Scattered pedestrians are scurrying 
along, a blinking street lamp highlights the rejected feeling 
always present, and a few teens on bikes peddle by.

As an old Chevy truck with pallets stacked in the back drives 
by --

SNAP TO:

EXT. WALK OF FAME - DAY

Various shots of the infamous stretch of what used to be the 
most glamorous place in LA. Now, it just feels desperate, 
reaching to be something more than it is.
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We observe the area where all the action happens, like 
bacteria under a microscope. Tourists are being bothered by 
horrendously costumed “Superheroes” trying to make a buck, 
homeless people are panhandling, and locals are out for a 
stroll to kill the boredom.

As a tourist hands a few bucks to a CHUBBY ELVIS, posing for 
a selfie --

SNAP TO:

EXT. RODEO DRIVE - DAY

Various shots of the most glamorous shopping strip in Los 
Angeles. It’s superior, pristine, undeniably beautiful, and 
sparkling clean. It's filled with confident people and fancy 
cars, the palpable club the bottom 99% dreams of being a part 
of.

But everyone looks cold, sunglasses on, no shooting the shit 
happening here, and mostly everyone is staring down at their 
phones.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Now relax! Get ready for the show! 
Heeerrre’s --

SNAP TO:

BLACK

Music stops. Silence.

TITLE:

“Chapter One: Luke”

FADE IN:

EXT. SIDEWALK/RODEO DRIVE - DAY

Later that morning. Busy. Tourists, shoppers, and people 
heading to work consume the sidewalks.

A beautiful but intimidating AGENT, 40s, woman, wearing all 
Armani, speed walks down the sidewalk, scrolling through her 
phone at the speed of light.

This is KAREN -- a top agent in Hollywood.
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LUKE (O.S.)
Yo! Wanna sketch?

Karen looks up to see Luke, sitting on a milkcrate, next to a 
poster that reads: “Will sketch you for a ride”

She ignores him.

LUKE (CONT’D)
I like your suit -- Armani?

She sharply waves her finger.

AGENT
Not interested.

Then she heads into the --

INT. CAFÉ/RODEO DRIVE - CONTINUOUS

-- where she scans for a beat. She spots a YOUNG MAN, 20s, 
timid, unobtrusive, sitting on an awkwardly sized two-seat 
couch, nervously scanning the shop.

Karen punctually approaches the Young Man, then stops and 
hovers over him, sizing him up.

KAREN
You Charles?

Charles turns to Karen, nervous, then puts his hand out for a 
shake.

CHARLES
Uh -- yes, that’s me. Thanks for 
meeting with me.

Karen ignores the handshake and dominantly takes a seat.

KAREN
(making small talk)

Can you believe the bums are 
starting to make their way out here 
now?

Charles awkwardly chuckles, visibly turned off by that 
comment. Karen gives him a quick testing stare.

CHARLES
Yeah, well, the homeless issue has 
only gotten worse since I’ve been 
out here. Wish there was something 
we could do --
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KAREN
The only "issue" is that they 
aren’t putting the money in the 
right places. Spending it on shit 
that's never gonna work. Housing? 
Really? They should be focusing on 
transportation.

CHARLES
You mean, like Metro?

KAREN
I mean, like San Francisco. 
Transporting all the bums the hell 
outta here to there. Something’s 
gotta be done, right?

CHARLES
I just try to not pay attention to 
the -- uh -- political stuff so 
much, honestly. Goes right over my 
head.

KAREN
Of course, you don’t. Young and 
stupid, right? That reminds me, 
let's see the resume.

CHARLES
(beat)

Resume?

KAREN
Yes. Resume.

CHARLES
I -- I didn’t bring a resume.

Karen glares at Charles for a beat.

KAREN
You didn’t bring a resume?

CHARLES
I mean -- I thought this was just 
an assistant position?

KAREN
Just an assistant position?

CHARLES
That’s what I was told.
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KAREN
What -- assistant means easy to 
you?

(waits)
Huh?

Charles is caught off guard. Karen studies Charles, looking 
him up and down.

KAREN (CONT’D)
How old are you again?

CHARLES
Twe --

KAREN
Figured.

CHARLES
What?

KAREN
Experience.

CHARLES
You mean --

KAREN
What experience do you have?

CHARLES
Like job-wise?

KAREN
What else would I be asking?

CHARLES
Right. Sorry. I -- uh -- worked for 
my pops back in Nebraska, then I 
worked at a Wetzel's Pretzels out 
here for a bit, then I --

KAREN
Wait.

Charles shuts up.

KAREN (CONT’D)
You’re from Nebraska?

CHARLES
Good ole Beaver City, Nebraska.

(beat)
You know it?
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KAREN
I didn't think human beings 
actually lived in Nebraska. What 
could you possibly have been doing 
for your pops in Nebraska?

CHARLES
I dealt with customers.

KAREN
There we go! Finally, something I 
can get behind. You were selling, 
right?

CHARLES
(defeated)

Customer service.

Karen sighs and checks her watch, uninterested, then sternly 
stares back at Charles.

Charles immediately realizes how quickly this is going 
straight downhill and as a last-ditch effort, says --

CHARLES (CONT’D)
I'm a really, really fast learner.

KAREN
Wow. The "fast learner" line. The 
most cliché thing you coulda said.

Karen’s watch beeps, an alarm. She quickly checks it and 
turns it off, antsy, then looks back up at Charles. Just as 
she’s about to speak --

CHARLES
(tone shift)

What do I need to do?

KAREN
For what?

CHARLES
For this job -- for any job.

KAREN
Well -- what’s your goal? 10 years 
from now.

CHARLES
I want to be an actor.

Karen squints at Charles.
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KAREN
You wanna be an actor but you’re 
desperate for an assistant job?

CHARLES
I mean -- it’s a way in, right?

KAREN
If you wanted to be an actor, you’d 
be acting.

CHARLES
Just give me a shot.

KAREN
You’re serious right now?

CHARLES
I’m desperate.

KAREN
(beat)

Listen, Charles --

Karen shuffles in her seat.

KAREN (CONT’D)
I can respect blunt honesty. But 
from someone like you? I really 
don’t think you’ll --

(looks Charles up and down 
again)

-- fit in at my agency.

CHARLES
But we haven't even talked for like 
three min --

KAREN
Three minutes is a generous amount 
of time for me to determine 
someone's competency, and you're 
not even competent enough to bring 
a resume to a job interview. More 
importantly -- I don't do 
desperate. This isn’t Nebraska.

That was a low blow. Charles looks around the room, only able 
to see all the fancy people in their fancy clothes in this 
moment.

He deflates, drops his head, closes his eyes, and rubs his 
face -- a nervous tic.
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Then, with a burst of shaky confidence, he looks straight 
into Karen's eyes and --

CHARLES
You want blunt honesty? Okay.

(beat)
You sit there on your high horse, 
worrying about the “bums” infesting 
this city when it’s people like you 
who’re the root of why this city’s 
the way it is. It’s your lack of 
giving a crap about anyone but 
yourself and your narcissistic 
clients that transformed LA from a 
city that creates dreams to a city 
that flushes them down the toilet. 
I can only imagine how horrible it 
must be working for someone like 
you, so ya know what? I guess I 
should thank you for not hiring me.

(beat)
Is that a competent enough answer 
for you?

SNAP BACK TO REALITY. If only Charles had the balls to say 
that.

Charles lifts his head and looks back at Karen, defeated.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Well -- I sincerely appreciate your 
time.

Karen shakes her head, visibly feeling sorry for Charles. She 
checks her watch, then gets up to leave.

KAREN
My two cents? You seem like a nice 
kid. Go back to Nebraska before you 
end up like that.

Karen points outside.

CLOSE UP of Luke, through the window, back to us, walking 
across the street, carrying his little poster.

And just like that, Karen turns and zips out.

EXT. CAFÉ/RODEO DRIVE - DAY

Charles slugs out of the Café, pathetically watching Karen 
pull away in her Tesla.
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EXT. RODEO DRIVE - DAY (LATER)

LONG SHOT of Charles from across the street.

A soft pulsating SOUNDTRACK plays with VARIOUS SHOTS of 
Charles walking through Rodeo Drive, lonely, isolated, 
admiring the rich atmosphere that he’s so disconnected from. 
He blankly observes all the seemingly perfect pedestrians 
strutting along.

EXT. BEVERLY GARDENS PARK - DAY (LATER)

Charles floats along, kicking dirt. He takes a seat in front 
of the Beverly Hills sign and hangs his head. He looks back 
at the sign for a moment.

Just as Charles pulls out his phone and types “Cheap plane 
tickets” into Google, he’s interrupted by a harmonious tune 
being whistled in the distance, fairytale-like, beautiful, 
catchy, but eerie at the same time.

It catches Charles’s attention and forces him to put his 
phone away.

Charles looks around, confused. It’s like he’s the only 
person who here’s this mysterious tune. The few people around 
him aren’t the culprits, and they’re too consumed with taking 
selfies to notice it themselves.

Charles gets up and walks down --

EXT. NORTH BEVERLY DRIVE - CONTINUOUS

-- where we follow him down the sidewalk while he searches 
for the source of the tune.

In the distance, Charles finally sees a ray of golden 
sunlight shining down on --

Luke’s hammock, hanging between two tall Mexican fan palms. 
It’s slightly swaying back and forth in perfect sync with the 
humming.

As Charles gets closer, Luke’s feet pop out of the side, 
tapping with the tune. He’s wearing all-black, worn-down 
sneakers.

Charles, even more intrigued now, makes a beeline straight to 
the hammock. The humming gets louder as he gets closer.

Then, the moment Charles finally reaches the hammock, the 
humming and feet-tapping abruptly stop.
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Silence.

Until Luke’s head pops out of the hammock, startling Charles.

CLOSE UP of Luke’s deep blue eyes staring directly into the 
camera with Charles's reflection hiding in the pupils.

Luke gracefully pulls himself out of the hammock, cat-like, 
moves to Charles, and intensely stares him in the eye.

LUKE
Are you one of the hypnotized ones?

Luke steps closer and grins, inviting, mysterious, curious.

Charles hesitates, not quite sure how he should react.

CHARLES
Hypnotized? What’s your definition?

LUKE
“Ain’t it just like the night to 
play tricks when you’re tryin’ to 
be so quiet?”

CHARLES
(beat)

Okay then -- I’ll take that as my 
queue to let you get back to your 
whistling session.

Charles turns away and tries to get the hell outta there.

LUKE
Hold on a minute.

Luke excitedly jumps back to his hammock and grabs a big 
sketch binder from inside, then he moves back to Charles.

He searches through the binder, rips out a piece of paper, 
then hands it to Charles.

Charles hesitantly takes it, studying it.

INSERT a SKETCH of Charles in the style of a Rorschach 
Inkblot.

CHARLES
Is this -- me?

LUKE
Mhm.

Charles studies the sketch more, confused but impressed.
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LUKE (CONT’D)
I noticed you earlier. Somethin’ 
about you.

CHARLES
This is actually really cool.

LUKE
You were walking around like a 
fuckin' zombie.

Charles looks up at Luke, curious.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You don’t belong here either, do 
ya?

Charles and Luke lock eyes for a beat, a quick moment of 
unspoken commonality between them, then Charles looks back 
down at the sketch, silent.

LUKE (CONT’D)
No need to say anything. This is 
what I do. Keep it. It’s yours.

CHARLES
Thank you?

Luke nods, grinning with a Mona Lisa-type grin. Charles folds 
the sketch. Awkward silence.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Well -- I gotta get going.

Charles turns to leave. Luke follows just behind him.

LUKE
You like it, don’t you?

CHARLES
The sketch?

LUKE
My hammock.

CHARLES
Oh -- sure?

LUKE
Where you goin' to?

CHARLES
My car.
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LUKE
(excitedly)

You have a car?!

CHARLES
Yeah.

Luke pauses, studying Charles.

LUKE
You know, you’re the only person 
interested enough in my hammock to 
check it out since I set it up this 
morning. How about you try her out?

CHARLES
Uh -- I’m fine.

LUKE
Oh, come on! I promise you, it’ll 
make your day better. And if anyone 
needs a better day, it’s you -- I 
mean, after getting your ass handed 
to you back at the café --

CHARLES
Wait -- that was you outside?

LUKE
Mhm. And I guarantee you, a cure to 
said ass-handedness, is letting it 
all go in my hammock.

CHARLES
You some kind of a hippie therapist 
or something?

LUKE
You can call me that. And as a 
hippie therapist, I subscribe you 
one session of Beverly Hills 
hammock hanging.

Charles debates, hesitant.

Luke winks, then he bows with perfect Ojigi form as he waves 
his hand toward the hammock.

CHARLES
(rolling eyes)

Fine. But only if you leave me 
alone after.

Charles stomps past Luke and moves to the hammock.
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LUKE
Best decision of your life!

EXT. NORTH BEVERLY DRIVE - DAY (LATER)

Charles is laying in the hammock, gently swaying back and 
forth, completely relaxed.

Luke is sitting on the ground next to the hammock, sketching 
in his book.

They’ve been sitting here for a little while, shooting the 
shit.

CHARLES
(honest realization)

You know -- I don't think I've ever 
been in a hammock.

LUKE
Of course, you haven’t. That's why 
you're one of the most uptight 
human beings to ever walk this 
planet.

Charles scoffs.

CHARLES
Can I ask you something personal?

LUKE
You can ask me anything.

CHARLES
Do you live in this thing?

LUKE
I don’t really "live" anywhere. At 
the moment.

CHARLES
But you sleep in it?

LUKE
Like a baby.

Charles lays back and closes his eyes.

LUKE (CONT’D)
(awfully singing)

"In the empty lot where the ladies 
play, blindman's bluff with the key 
chain."
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Charles gives Luke a blank stare. Luke is still consumed by 
the sketching.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You really can’t tell?

CHARLES
What?

LUKE
(shrugs)

I’m kinda insane.

CHARLES
I thought it would be polite not to 
mention it.

LUKE
I hate polite.

CHARLES
Fine. How about this? How did you 
end up sleeping in a hammock? And 
more importantly, why are you so 
okay with it?

(beat)
Not polite enough?

Luke finally stops sketching and hops up. He swiftly moves 
right next to the hammock, leans over, and stares straight 
down at Charles.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
What?

Luke tosses his sketchbook onto Charles’s chest, then starts 
walking away. He motions for Charles to follow.

LUKE
Let’s get ice cream.

Charles sits up in the hammock, confused.

LUKE (CONT’D)
(as he walks away)

I have a proposition for you.

EXT. VIA RODEO/RODEO DRIVE - DAY (LATER)

Charles and Luke are now at the famous uphill shopping 
avenue, Via Rodeo. They’re sitting on the metal bench that 
sits right in the middle of the avenue. Charles is eating an 
ice cream cone.
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Throughout the scene, Luke meticulously pulls out various 
items needed to roll a joint, and with immense attention to 
detail, he slowly rolls a perfectly sized, perfectly tight 
joint.

LUKE
So -- is that a yes or no?

CHARLES
Why should I believe you?

LUKE
Because I’m trustworthy.

CHARLES
Saying you're trustworthy isn’t the 
same thing as actually being 
trustworthy.

(re: joint)
I don’t think you’re allowed to do 
that here.

LUKE
I’ve already proved to you that I’m 
trustworthy.

(holding up handful of de-
stemmed weed)

Wanna hit?

CHARLES
No. And how?

LUKE
You got in my hammock and it’s 
undeniable that your shit day is 
now a drastically better shit day. 
I mean -- ice cream for God’s sake.

CHARLES
Hardly better.

LUKE
Hardly is enough to prove that I 
keep my word.

CHARLES
Yeah, but it’s not enough for me to 
give you a ride to The freaking 
Skid. You crazy?

LUKE
Haven’t we already established 
that?
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CHARLES
Right.

LUKE
And you're the one who just told me 
you're desperate for a job.

CHARLES
I am.

LUKE
So, what do ya have to lose then?

CHARLES
Oh, I don’t know -- the literal 
last ounce of dignity I have.

LUKE
You know what helps manifest 
dignity?

CHARLES
Let me guess -- getting a job.

LUKE
Bingo.

CHARLES
And what exactly is this job again?

LUKE
You won’t like it.

CHARLES
Just tell me.

Luke finishes rolling the joint. He lights it up and takes an 
epic first hit.

LUKE
(blowing smoke)

Soup serving.

CHARLES
(beat)

Soup serving?

LUKE
To people like me.

(coughing)
You sure you don’t want some?
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CHARLES
I’m sure. And you mean -- like a 
legit soup kitchen? Really?

LUKE
I said you’d hate it.

CHARLES
I thought people volunteered for 
that kinda thing.

LUKE
They do. Typically. But not this 
place. This place is like the 
fuckin' mafia of soup kitchens. You 
gotta know-know someone to get in. 
Nepotism worse than Hollywood. It’s 
the agreed-upon place for 
celebrities, agents, managers, 
directors -- all these types. They 
go for the press.

(takes another hit)
But it's worth it. Easy work, good 
pay, three-day work week. Perfect 
gig for someone like you.

CHARLES
Sounds too good to be true.

LUKE
It is.

(winks)
If you don’t know someone who can 
get you in.

Charles debates as he finally finishes his cone.

CHARLES
How about this --

Luke leans in, excited.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
-- I'll give you a ride to 
Hollywood.

LUKE
Oh, come on! 

CHARLES
That's like halfway!

LUKE
Not even --
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CHARLES
It's better than nothing. And it's 
where I'm heading right now, 
anyway. Beggars can't be choosers.

LUKE
Unless the beggar has the power to 
get the chooser a fuckin' job.

Luke playfully punches Charles’s shoulder. Charles is 
starting to loosen up a bit.

CHARLES
Why don’t you just take the bus? I 
know Metro sucks, but --

LUKE
(serious)

Long story.

CHARLES
I like stories.

Luke's tone subtly shifts.

LUKE
You really wanna know?

CHARLES
I mean -- now you're getting me all 
invested.

Luke pulls his legs up onto the bench and crosses them, 
getting into a classic storytelling position.

LUKE
How familiar are you with The Skid?

CHARLES
Never been, but I hear things.

LUKE
Have you heard the name “King 
Kurt?”

CHARLES
King Kurt? Don't think so.

LUKE
Alright. Buckle up, kiddo.

(clears throat)
(MORE)

22.



LUKE (CONT’D)

23.

King Kurt’s reputation is no less 
than the meanest mother fucker to 
ever walk the streets of The Skid.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE SKID - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

Where we left off from the opening scene.

HIGH SHOT, swooping down. We see Dee Dee and Angelica walking 
in front of two GOONS, two large men, who are carrying Luke 
and Vack over their shoulders.

LUKE (V.O.)
I used to call The Skid my home. 
And as a self-prescribed bum, I can 
tell you, it’s either where you 
are, where you’re running from, or 
where you’re running to.

EXT. KING KURT'S TENT - NIGHT

Luke and Vack in front of King Kurt’s huge tent made of blue 
tarp, on their knees, hands tied behind their back -- an 
execution scene.

Dee Dee and Angelica are standing on either side of the tent, 
facing Luke and Vack.

There’s also a well-trained JACK RUSSELL TERRIER sitting on a 
tall cabinet, right outside the tent, fixated on the two 
victims.

We never see King Kurt, only his overbearing, ominous shadow 
inside the tent, with what looks to be a cowboy hat on his 
head.

LUKE (V.O.)
King Kurt runs trade in The Skid. 
Not a single item comes in or out 
without him knowing about it. In 
his mind, all of it’s his. And it’s 
more than just a game to him. It’s 
his identity.

Dee Dee walks up to the tent and puts her head into a slit in 
the tarp.

DEE DEE
(to King Kurt)

We found it.

LUKE (CONT’D)
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King Kurt’s shadow slowly leans to her, then points to Vack.

Dee Dee points to Angelica and nods.

Angelica moves to Vack, yanks him up, then pushes him away, 
gun to his back.

Luke watches, angry but worried.

LUKE (V.O.)
The moment King Kurt got word I was 
trying to keep somethin' from him -- 
the type of somethin’ someone like 
him should never have, which is 
exactly the type of somethin’ 
someone like him wants -- I might 
as well have knifed him clean in 
the kidney.

King Kurt’s shadow slowly points to Luke.

EXT. DEE DEE’S CAR - NIGHT

Dee Dee hovers next to the car as one of the Large Men throws 
Luke, still tied up, into the trunk of her Charger, then 
slams the trunk shut.

INT. TRUNK/DEE DEE’S CHARGER - NIGHT (MOVING)

Luke bouncing up and down in the back of the trunk, barely 
able to see his face.

LUKE (V.O.)
My plan was to get outta The Skid, 
start fresh somewhere new. But he 
took that from me.

(beat)
I knew I was about to die.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS - DAY

Sun is just starting to rise.

Dee Dee yanks Luke out of the trunk, throwing him to the 
ground. Then she grabs a large, white bag (the hammock) and 
throws it onto his chest, knocking the breath out of him.

DEE DEE
Keep goin’ West. And don’t even 
think about takin’ one step back 
this way. 

(MORE)
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You already know the drill if any 
of us see you again.

(beat)
You done fucked up this time, Luke.

Dee Dee cuts Luke free, then heads back to her Charger.

Right before she gets in, she gives Luke one last look, pure 
disappointment.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
You’re hard-ass head is lucky King 
Kurt respected you.

LUKE
Respect from a monster means 
nothing, Dee. You better watch your 
back.

DEE DEE
(grins)

Unless you a monster too.

Then she slams the door shut, starts the car, and pulls away.

EXT. NORTH BEVERLY DRIVE - DAY (LATER)

Luke slowly sets up his hammock, defeated, right where him 
and Charles met.

LUKE (V.O.)
If it was anyone else, I’d probably 
just let it go. Let God do his 
thing. But it's not anyone else, 
and letting it go ain’t an option. 
Not after everything I went through 
to get it.

(beat)
I gotta get it back.

SNAP BACK TO:

EXT. VIA RODEO/RODEO DRIVE - DAY (PRESENT)

Luke is now sitting on the ground in front of Charles.

Charles is leaning forward, fully invested, like he’s 
listening to the best campfire story ever told.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
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LUKE
He’s got goons at all the bus 
stops, train stations, probably 
watching us now.

Charles quickly looks over his shoulder, freaked.

LUKE (CONT’D)
And there ain’t one of them that 
don’t know my face.

CHARLES
You serious?

Luke ominously nods, blank expression.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
I don’t need to know a single 
detail more, and I can already tell 
ya, it’s not worth going back. And 
frankly, you’re a complete moron 
for even considering it.

LUKE
You’re right about the latter part.

Luke turns and takes a long look around, admiring the beauty 
of the shopping strip, then he turns back to Charles.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Guess why I like this spot.

CHARLES
I don’t know -- the glamour?

LUKE
Nostalgia. My mom used to bring me 
here all the time when I was a kid. 
She wanted me to see the way the 
others lived.

CHARLES
The others?

LUKE
Look around.

Charles scans the beautiful shopping strip filled with 
nothing but glamorous things and glamorous people, all of 
which seem to just shine, then he looks at Luke sitting on 
the ground, smoking his joint.

CHARLES
What happened to her?
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Luke carefully puts the joint out on the ground, puts it 
behind his ear, then moves to Charles, serious.

LUKE
Let’s just say -- if I don’t get it 
back, I’ll be letting her down.

(waits)
So, how bout it? Get me to The 
Skid.

Charles debates.

Luke stands in anticipation, then he gives Charles his 
comforting, charming nod again.

Charles debates more, then finally breaks, rubbing his hand 
on his face -- his nervous tic again.

CHARLES
I -- I can't take you to The Skid, 
man. I'm sorry. This is all just 
way too much for me right now. I 
don’t even know what my tomorrow 
looks like. I was looking at plane 
tickets just before we met.

Luke sighs, disappointed.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
But let me get you to Hollywood. 
That’s the least I can do.

Luke studies Charles for a beat, then he slowly lifts his 
hand and puts it out for a handshake.

LUKE
Deal.

CHARLES
Deal?

LUKE
Get me to Hollywood, and I’ll get 
you the job. You can at least buy 
yourself some time to figure out 
your tomorrow.

Charles shakes Luke's hand, giving him a look of admiration, 
respect.

CHARLES
I really am sorry.
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LUKE
Nothing to be sorry about, Charles. 
I fully understand. You’re scared. 
No big deal.

CHARLES
(triggered)

I’m not scared.

LUKE
Whatever you say.

CHARLES
I’m not.

LUKE
Fine.

We HOLD on them from behind as they start walking away 
together.

CHARLES
(justifying)

I'm just not in a good place right 
now, you know?

LUKE
Oh, I know.

CHARLES
But I really am sorry.

LUKE
If you say sorry one more time, 
I'll revoke our deal.

CHARLES
Okay, okay. No more sorries.

(changing subject)
So -- you didn't tell me. What 
happened to your mom?

LUKE
Stabbed while being mugged a few 
years back.

Charles gets quiet, awkward.

CHARLES
I’m so sorr --
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LUKE
Don't even fuckin' say it.

FADE TO:

EXT. KING KURT’S LOT - DAY

An extremely vivid contrast in comparison to the previous 
scene.

WIDE SHOT to fully establish the area of The skid that is 
King Kurt’s domain -- a parking lot that’s been turned into a 
large community of homeless people, slightly more organized 
than on the streets, with all kinds of makeshift homes 
inside, mostly tents. It’s on the corner of 5th and San 
Pedro.

King Kurt’s tent exists right in the middle of the lot.

INT./EXT. KING KURT'S TENT - CONTINUOUS

A TIMID MAN, 40s, white, plain white tee and cargo shorts, 
pops into frame and moves to the window. He timidly holds his 
hands out to King Kurt’s big shadow in the tent.

After a beat, King Kurt’s ARM reaches out of the window, 
holding a bag filled with a shiny golden powder. His arm 
drops the bag into the Timid Man’s hands, then grabs his 
hands, gently pulling him closer to the tent.

Then the same Jack Russell Terrier from the flashback pops 
its head out of the window, aggressively growling and barking 
at the Timid Man.

We only see King Kurt’s arm throughout this whole scene.

KING KURT (O.S.)
(to the dog)

It’s okay, Jesus. Calm down. It’s 
just Donahue.

JESUS, the dog, whines and calms down, staring at DONAHUE, 
ready to attack at any moment.

KING KURT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
(to Donahue)

You know -- I’m beginning to feel a 
deep sense of disappointment every 
time you crawl back to my tent. 
Just this week alone, you’ve now 
surpassed the community record of 
false promises. 

(MORE)
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KING KURT (O.S.) (CONT'D)
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That’s deserving of some kind of 
award, don’t you think?

DONAHUE
I know, I know. I'm just -- I’m in 
a rough patch right now. You know 
that. I didn’t wanna put more 
stress on your plate, but the 
Eyetop’s not even for me.

BEGIN MONTAGE

Golden powder is poured from a small plastic bag into a clean 
ashtray.

DONAHUE (V.O.)
I really don’t know what to do. 
Jen’s not doin’ so well right now.

A plastic straw lowers into frame, into the golden powder.

DONAHUE (V.O.)
She’s been sick. Real sick.

The plastic straw inserts into someone’s nostril then a big 
cocaine-like sniff occurs.

DONAHUE (V.O.)
And -- and we can’t go to a doctor. 
You know that.

Golden power shoots up the straw into the nostril.

DONAHUE (V.O.)
But that’s why I keep comin’ back 
for more Eyetop. It’s keepin’ her 
alive right now.

Finally, we see the culprit. It’s Donahue. He lays back onto 
a pile of trash in complete bliss.

END MONTAGE

Back to Donahue and King Kurt’s arm.

DONAHUE
I promise you, Kurt. It’s for a 
good cause. You can trust --

Donahue quickly stops himself from talking, a realization.

Deathly silence.

Then Donahue’s eyes get wide, filled with terror.

KING KURT (O.S.) (CONT'D)

30.



31.

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
King! I meant King! King Kurt! 
King, King, King!

King Kurt snaps (still only seeing his arm) and viciously 
yanks Donahue, pulling him against the tent, twisting him arm 
like an alligator attacking it’s prey.

Jesus starts growling and barking.

Chaos ensues.

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
Ooouuuch! I'm sorry, King Kurt! I'm 
fuckin' sorry!

King Kurt twists Donahue’s arm more.

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
Ooowwweee!

RUFF RUFF RUFF! Jesus yelps his little head off, a high-
pitched squeal.

KING KURT (O.S.)
(livid)

One more time! I dare you to call 
me that one more fuckin’ time! I 
want you to call me that! I need 
you to call me that! And I'm not 
threatening you, I'm begging you, 
call me Kurt ONE MORE FUCKING TIME!

Silence.

DONAHUE
(whimpering)

Please --

Finally, King Kurt lets go.

Donahue waits, frozen, cradling his arm.

King Kurt lets out a sigh of genuine disappointment.

KING KURT (O.S.)
What would you do?

DONAHUE
What --

KING KURT (O.S.)
If you were me, what would you do?
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DONAHUE
It -- it won't happen again, King 
Kurt. I promise --

KING KURT (O.S.)
No. Answer me. What would you do if 
your brother kept taking advantage 
of the very success you built from 
the ground up? Huh? What the fuck 
would you do?

Donahue is quiet, staring at his feet.

DONAHUE
I’d -- I’d let him go? Give him 
another chance.

(beat)
And -- and make it the last chance 
he got. No more games.

KING KURT (O.S.)
(beat)

Okay. You got another chance.

Donahue waits, frozen.

KING KURT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Go.

Donahue doesn't waste a second and immediately scurries away 
like a rat.

King Kurt waits a beat, letting Donahue get a good head 
start, then --

KING KURT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Get!

Jesus extravagantly leaps out of the window and quickly 
chases Donahue down, viciously biting his ankles.

DONAHUE
(kicking)

Aaahhh!

Jesus sinks his teeth deep into Donahue’s Achilles heel.

Donahue trips and crashes to the ground.

The Eyetop spills all over the street.

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
Noooooo!

32.



33.

We finally see King Kurt, but only from the back. He’s a 
tall, overbearing figure, wearing all black with a white 
cowboy hat to top it off.

More JUNKIES and HOMELESS PEOPLE surround Donahue as Jesus 
continues tearing into him. They all look down at Donahue 
then up at King Kurt.

King Kurt slowly lifts one hand into the air, then he does a 
precise forward flick. Everyone quickly reacts, scattering to 
get as much of the spilled Eyetop as they can. Not a single 
person tries to help Donahue.

King Kurt puts his hand to his mouth and whistles. Jesus pops 
out of the crowd and runs up to King Kurt.

King Kurt picks up Jesus, petting him, then slowly walks 
away.

SNAP TO:

BLACK

An upbeat song crashes in.

TITLE:

“Chapter Two: Vack”

FADE IN:

EXT./INT. CHARLES'S COROLLA/WESTERN AVE - DAY

The car turns down Western. They’re starting to enter the not-
so-great area of Hollywood -- Western and beyond.

Charles scans around and glances at a few scattered homeless 
tents. He's sits up straighter in his seat, uptight.

Luke studies Charles for a beat.

LUKE
You don't like Hollywood, huh?

CHARLES
Not this part. Where am I turning 
next, by the way?

LUKE
Why?
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CHARLES
I don’t know why, but can you tell 
me where I’m turning?

LUKE
I think it’s cause you got a rather 
large stick living up your ass.

CHARLES
Tell me where I’m turning or I’m 
gonna take the stick out and smack 
you in the face with it.

Luke chuckles.

LUKE
I love it here.

(points)
And just a couple more blocks.

Charles looks up ahead.

CHARLES
Honestly? All I can think of is the 
smell of disgusting homeless people 
pee when I get to Holly --

Charles catches himself, realizing what he just said. He 
quickly side-eyes Luke.

LUKE
Charles. Buddy. It’s impossible to 
offend me. I’ve had the exact piss 
you’re talkin’ about thrown 
directly in my face.

CHARLES
(beat)

Sorr --

LUKE
Hey --

CHARLES
Crap. I know. No sorries.

(changing subject)
Where am I even taking you exactly?

LUKE
We gotta get to Vack's.

CHARLES
You gotta go back?

34.



35.

LUKE
No. We gotta get to Vack’s.

CHARLES
What’s a Vack?

Luke looks at Charles, grinning.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
What?

LUKE
Vack is one of the craziest son of 
a bitches I know. And I mean that 
in the best way possible.

CHARLES
What's up with the name?

LUKE
Oh, ya know -- he's obsessed with 
vacuums.

Charles stares at Luke, questioningly.

LUKE (CONT’D)
He almost died over a vacuum when I 
first met him, actually. We did 
this shit job together --

VACK (PRE-LAP)
I’ll die before I let these fuckin’ 
Armos get it!

SNAP TO:

EXT. 5TH STREET/DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Luke is sprinting down the street, shirt off. Vack is behind, 
limping, barely able to run, ready to collapse. He’s trying 
his best to keep up, but he’s dragging an ancient-looking 
vacuum behind him, quickly falling behind.

LUKE
Hurry up!

VACK
Goddammit!

LUKE
Vack, hurry the fuck up!
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VACK
I’m fuckin’ trying, asshole!

LUKE
(looking back)

Vack!

Vack stumbles to a hard stop and slumps over, gasping for 
air.

VACK
I can’t breathe, goddamnit! I’m 
fuckin’ dyin' over here!

(beat)
Hot as hell, humid fuckin’ air, and 
everything went wrong back there!

Luke stops and debates to leave Vack, scanning the area, but 
he moves back instead and reaches for the vacuum. Vack yanks 
it away.

VACK (CONT’D)
Oh, hell no! I’ve come too far for 
this! It ain’t leavin’ my hands.

LUKE
Give it here. You can’t keep up 
with it. You’ll fuck up the whole 
job!

VACK
It ain’t about the job for me, 
white boy.

(holds up vacuum)
It’s about this.

Vack takes a step back from Luke, staring him down, ready to 
fight for his life for the vacuum.

Luke takes a step forward, taunting Vack. Vack puffs his 
chest out.

LUKE
Vack.

VACK
White boy.

Luke does a running back-like move, juking Vack, then he 
aggressively grabs the vacuum.

LUKE
Give it to me!

36.



37.

Luke yanks the vacuum. Vack tries to hold it, but Luke rips 
it from his grip, accidentally dropping it, smashing it on 
the sidewalk.

Vack stares in disbelief. He shifts his stare from the 
vacuum, to Luke, then back to the vacuum.

VACK
Why -- why’d you do that?

LUKE
I didn’t mean to.

We hear a few men yelling in the background.

Luke grabs Vack’s arm and pulls him before Vack has time to 
think, just about dragging him down the sidewalk. They sprint 
into an alley and lean against the wall, hiding in the 
shadows.

Vack looks genuinely upset.

VACK
I can’t believe you --

LUKE
Ssshhh!

Luke peeks his head out of the alley and stares back to where 
the vacuum pieces are scattered.

A handful of ARMENIAN MEN, shop owners, run up to the scene, 
livid, yelling at each other in Armenian, angrily motioning 
down at the vacuum.

Vack peeks his head around the corner.

One of the Armenians bends down and pathetically starts 
grabbing all the vacuum pieces while the others walk away in 
contempt.

VACK
God -- what he gonna do? Glue it? 
Fuckin’ idiot.

Luke grabs Vack and urges them to make their escape. Vack 
resists, staring at Luke, squinting his eyes.

VACK (CONT’D)
You owe me.

LUKE
Fine.
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Luke yanks Vack up, and they make their escape.

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. CHARLES'S COROLLA/WESTERN - DAY (PRESENT)

Charles stares at Luke for a beat and shakes his head, 
skeptical but amused nonetheless.

CHARLES
Sounds like an interesting guy.

Luke sits up in his seat and points.

LUKE
There she is!

WIDE SHOT of The Derby -- a generic Hollywood apartment 
building, Spanish Colonial Revival style. It’s old and 
unkempt with shit paint job. It resides on a block consisting 
of a strip club, a Hispanic shop called La Oaxaquena, and the 
best donut joint in LA. But somehow, against all odds, 
there’s still a charm that shines through. It’s an LA thing.

CHARLES
That's where I'm dropping you?

LUKE
The Derby.

Charles pulls up to a meter right in front.

INT. HALLWAY/THE DERBY - DAY

Keys jiggling. Door locking. Feet stepping.

Two TRANS PROSTITUTES step out of their studio. DEB, 40s, 
taller, darker, perpetual pissed-off look, and KAYLA, 20s, 
shorter, blonde, consciously optimistic.

We follow them as they head down the hall to the stairs, then 
to the front door.

DEB
This stupid motha fucka said he 
used to be some kind of celebrity 
salesman back in the day. Said 
somethin' about selling vacuums or 
some shit.
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KAYLA
Why do all the wannabe celebrities 
like your ugly ass so much? Did he 
look familiar?

DEB
Fuck no. And I’m tellin’ you now, 
I’m never takin’ on another client 
who says they used to be a 
celebrity again.

KAYLA
You know it ain’t up to us. 
Whatever Dee says is what goes.

DEB
Fuck Dee. It goes south every time 
with these wannabe types. We both 
know Hollywood’s already the 
narcissist capital of America with 
real celebrities. Why we gotta deal 
with these guys?

KAYLA
I don’t know about that.

DEB
What?

KAYLA
Narcissist capital.

DEB
What other city has more proper 
narcissists than Hollywood?

KAYLA
Easy -- D.C.

DEB
(thinks, she’s right)

Can you just let me complain?

KAYLA
Who’s stopping you?

DEB
(rolls her eyes)

Think about it. The most famous 
people in this city are the most 
miserable, right? I mean, they 
livin’ in houses the size of our 
whole apartment bitchin’ about shit 
you and me dream about. Why?

(MORE)
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DEB (CONT’D)

(MORE)

40.

(waits)
Cause they are full-blown, proper 
as fuck narcissists. And if 
successful celebrities are 
miserable narcissists, then what 
you think these delusional client 
wannabes are?

KAYLA
I’m gonna have to stop ya there, 
babe. I don’t even agree with the 
premise of your little theory.

DEB
Theory? What are you talkin’ about?

KAYLA
The narcissist theory.

They step through the front doors out onto --

EXT. THE DERBY - CONTINUOUS

-- where they lean against the wall, pull out some Black & 
Milds, and start opening the pouches. Kayla pulls out a Zippo 
lighter and starts lighting up her cigar.

DEB
You weren’t even listening to me, 
were you?

KAYLA
I heard you. I just don’t believe 
in narcissists.

DEB
Da fuck does that even mean?

KAYLA
It means what I said.

DEB
Yeah? Go tell that to a 
psychologist.

KAYLA
I guarantee it was some bitchy 
psychologist who coined the term.

DEB
I don’t think it works that way, 
boo.

(annoyed)

DEB (CONT’D)

(MORE)
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And this was supposed to be about 
me. Why you always gotta do this 
whole table-turn thing?

KAYLA
See!

DEB
What?

KAYLA
(rolls her eyes)

Proving my point right now. This is 
still about you. Just hear me out.

DEB
Can you just give me the fuckin’ 
lighter?

Kayla passive-aggressively hands the lighter over. Deb yanks 
it.

Deb pops the cigar in her mouth and keeps trying to light it, 
fighting the breeze, switching her wind-blocking position 
every couple of seconds.

KAYLA
The only time someone even calls 
someone else a narcissist is when 
they aren’t gettin’ exactly what 
they want from the other person. 
It’s like the ultimate gaslighting 
tactic used by the person who’s 
‘sposed the victim. If anything --  
all the people who overuse that 
term are the actual narcissists in 
disguise.

DEB
(beat)

You lost me at “I don’t believe in 
narcissists.”

KAYLA
Yeah -- well, you can’t even come 
smoke by yourself without gettin’ 
lost, bitch.

DEB
So let me get this straight: You 
decided to rant to me like some 
kinda bougie philosopher just so 
you could indirectly call me a 
narcissist?

DEB (CONT’D)
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KAYLA
Exactly.

DEB
Fuck you. And this lighter. And 
Dee. And this whole fuckin' city. 
How bout that?

Just as Deb finishes throwing her little fit, she finally 
lights the cigar.

She takes a huge puff from the cigar and slowly blows it out. 
We follow the smoke as it blows in the wind from the 
apartment to --

INT. CHARLES'S COROLLA/THE DERBY - CONTINUOUS

-- where we find Charles and Luke sitting in the car, parked 
right out front.

We chime in right in the middle of Charles and Luke bickering 
about something.

LUKE
Come on! You can be my backup.

CHARLES
I’m about to back up out of here if 
you don’t hurry up.

LUKE
Come on, scaredy-cat.

CHARLES
Don't even start with that crap.

Luke makes a horrendous "meow" sound teasing Charles.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Luke, I'm telling you --

LUKE
Meow!

CHARLES
Luke --

LUKE
Meeeooowww!

CHARLES
(snapping)

Shut the hell up!
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Luke stops.

Charles sighs.

Long beat.

LUKE
(gently)

You know, being a hippy therapist 
and all, I think it's safe to say 
that I have now found your button. 
And I’m gonna be honest with ya -- 
I don’t know if I can resist 
pushing if you’re gonna do that 
every time. That’s quite the fun 
button to push.

Charles tries to stay mad, but he can't help but let out a 
slight chuckle.

LUKE (CONT’D)
There we go!

CHARLES
Why do you even need backup, 
anyway? I thought you said this 
Vack was your friend.

LUKE
He is.

(nonchalantly)
I just have a tad bit of beef with 
a gang of hookers.

CHARLES
What?

LUKE
(same tone)

I just have a tad bit of beef with 
a gang of hookers.

CHARLES
I heard you the first time. What 
does that mean?

LUKE
What’d I tell you? King Kurt’s got 
a hand in all the worst places in 
this city. But I promise you -- 
it’s all good. I know exactly what 
I'm doing.
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CHARLES
What kind of “beef” could you 
possibly have with --

(nods at the two 
prostitutes in front)

-- these kinds of hookers, anyway?

LUKE
Them? They cool. And who are you to 
judge, anyway? They’re just doing 
what they gotta do to get by like 
everyone else out here.

CHARLES
Whatever.

LUKE
Don’t hate the player. Hate the 
subconscious self-sabotage caused 
by past trauma that’s never been 
resolved, motha fucka.

Luke winks. Charles rolls his eyes in disgust.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Hippy therapist, Charles. And don't 
forget -- you’re the one who deemed 
me that. Language is powerful.

CHARLES
Yeah? Listen this language closely. 
I’m not stepping foot in that 
stupid freaking building.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. HALLWAY/THE DERBY - DAY

Charles, pissed, arms crossed, walking in the building. He’s 
following just behind Luke.

This place looks like it hasn’t been renovated since the 50s. 
It even has some Old Hollywood memorabilia scarcely scattered 
on the walls, pictures, posters, etc.

They take the same path as Deb and Kayla just did, but 
heading in the opposite direction.

CHARLES
You owe me huge.

LUKE
I owe you a job.
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Luke lights up the same joint from before.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You know the amount of memories I 
have in this place?

CHARLES
Do I even wanna know?

LUKE
It’s nothin’ that bad.

CHARLES
How’s that even possible in a place 
like this?

LUKE
(sarcastically)

What -- you don’t like it in here?

CHARLES
No. Can’t say I’ve ever been a fan 
of prisons.

LUKE
Prison is a state of mind, bud. 
That’s the number one lesson I 
learned when I lived here.

CHARLES
You actually lived here?

LUKE
A whole year.

CHARLES
I feel like we’re about to walk 
around the corner to find twins 
covered in blood. I don’t even 
wanna imagine what’s behind these 
doors.

Slow TRACKING SHOT moving along the doors. We hear a TOXIC 
COUPLE fighting, a loud TV playing, and different music 
blaring with each door they pass.

LUKE
I actually slept out back in my 
hammock.

CHARLES
(beat)

I don’t get it.
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LUKE
What?

CHARLES
Why you live like this.

LUKE
It’s simple.

CHARLES
There’s nothing simple about a year 
in this place.

LUKE
Yeah, but there’s nothing not 
simple about freedom.

CHARLES
(beat)

Touché.

LUKE
You know what I don’t get?

CHARLES
What?

LUKE
Why you wanna act.

CHARLES
(shrugs)

I don’t even really care anymore.

He obviously does.

Luke stops and turns to Charles.

LUKE
Who’s your favorite actor?

CHARLES
Why do you wanna know?

LUKE
Just answer.

CHARLES
(beat)

Easy. Daniel Day --

LUKE
You fuckin’ care, film bro.
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CHARLES
I’m serious, hippy therapist. It’s 
wanted to act. I’m over it at this 
point.

LUKE
What -- Miss Karen rub you the 
wrong way?

CHARLES
Honestly? No. She’s the only person 
who’s actually been real with me 
since I got here. Kinda sad, 
frankly.

LUKE
How long you been in LA?

CHARLES
Six months.

LUKE
(scoffs)

That’s it?

CHARLES
What?

LUKE
I guess six months is a long time 
when your 20.

CHARLES
Six months is a long time when 
you’re surrounded by a bunch of 
self-centered a-holes wanting to 
steal your soul.

LUKE
Yeah -- she definitely rubbed you 
the wrong way.

INT. HALLWAY/THE DERBY - DAY (MOMENTS LATER)

Luke leans his head against a door, carefully listening. All 
we hear is a peculiar grunt, maybe sexual, could be violent, 
but it’s impossible to tell through the door.

Luke yanks his head back.

LUKE
That’s Vack alright.
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CHARLES
You gonna knock?

LUKE
Hell no. I have no idea what might 
be goin’ on behind that door right 
now.

CHARLES
And that’s my queue.

Charles turns to leave.

LUKE
Hold up a sec. Hang back with me. 
Just until he comes out. Please?

Charles debates.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Come on -- you know you love my 
company.

Charles tisks, but doesn’t say no.

LUKE (CONT’D)
I just need someone by my side in 
case shit goes sour.

CHARLES
Sour? What happened to--

(mocking)
-- “it’s all good. I promise you, I 
know what I'm doing.”

LUKE
It is all good. But even all good 
ain’t one-hundred percent.

CHARLES
(sighs)

Fine.

LUKE
Thank you. I really appreciate it.

CHARLES
Two more minutes. As soon as this 
Vack is out, I’m out. And I better 
not even have to show a resume on 
Monday.
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LUKE
(sarcastically)

They don’t even allow resumes. In 
fact, they don’t even know what 
resumes are. Trust me.

Charles rolls his eyes as they move down the hall a few 
steps, distancing themselves from the door.

LUKE (CONT’D)
I gotta know something.

CHARLES
What?

LUKE
Why aren’t you a pretentious 
douchebag?

CHARLES
(waits)

You gonna just leave that hanging 
out there? With zero context or --

LUKE
Every “actor” I’ve ever met exists 
in the pretentious douchebag 
compartment in my mind. Except you. 
Why is that?

CHARLES
(beat)

Do you watch movies?

LUKE
Of course.

Charles’s tone subtly shifts. He seems to lose a little of 
his uptightness here, childlike, as he talks about movies.

CHARLES
What’s your favorite movie?

LUKE
Like -- recently? Of all time?

CHARLES
Of all time, always, forever, tippy-
top of the list.

Luke puts his hand on his chin, contemplating, purposefully 
dramatic.
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LUKE
You ain’t gonna believe me.

CHARLES
Try me.

LUKE
Just don’t give me shit.

CHARLES
Spill it.

LUKE
(beat)

Pretty Woman.

Charles is silent for a beat, staring at Luke, deadpanned.

LUKE (CONT’D)
What?

Charles chuckles.

CHARLES
I’m messing with you! Pretty Woman 
is, hands down, the best Romantic 
Comedy ever manifested on the 
screen since The Apartment.

LUKE
You know it?

CHARLES
You kidding me? Don’t disrespect me 
like that. That’s my go-to date 
movie.

LUKE
To this fuckin’ day, that movie 
justifies my entire existence.

CHARLES
You know what? It all makes sense 
now, Luke.

They both laugh.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
But tell me -- why is it your 
favorite? Why that movie in 
particular?

LUKE
Well, I guess --
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CHARLES
Pause. Here’s the catch. You can 
only answer with three words.

Luke nods and grins, accepting the challenge. He thinks for a 
moment, then --

LUKE
Things can change.

Charles grins. Luke grins.

CHARLES
Alright. You convinced me. Watching 
it tonight.

LUKE
(winks)

How bout you and me go on a date?

Charles pushes Luke away, playful.

CHARLES
See what I mean? That movie just 
bonded you and me forever, and we 
didn’t even have to see it.

LUKE
You don’t have to convince me. 
Movies are opium for the masses. 
Not religion. 

CHARLES
And that, my friend, is what good 
actors specialize in.

LUKE
What?

CHARLES
Reminding us we’re not alone.

Luke takes that in.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
That’s why I want --

Charles stops himself, deflating, back to his baseline 
uptight demeanor.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
That’s why I wanted to act.
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LUKE
No wonder you ain’t a pretentious 
douchebag.

Luke tilts his head at Charles, giving him an endearing look, 
then he grins with his same Mona Lisa grin.

LUKE (CONT’D)
I think you’re selling yourself 
short there, bud.

Just as Charles looks up at Luke --

SLAM! The door abruptly swings open.

VACK (O.S.)
Suck on that, bitch!

We WHIP PAN to see Vack slam the door shut. He starts 
sprinting away, heading right toward Charles and Luke. He’s 
carrying a black duffle bag around his shoulder.

The moment Vack spots Luke, he briefly pauses, utterly 
confused.

VACK (CONT’D)
Luke? What the fuck are you doin’ 
here?

LUKE
(big smile)

Guess I’m here to save your ass 
again.

Vack hesitates, frantically looking back toward the door to 
see --

Dee Dee and Angelica burst out.

Dee Dee gives Vack the most soul-shaking death stare you 
could ever conjure up, then she spots Luke and gasps, eyes 
wide.

LUKE (CONT’D)
(to Charles)

We gotta go.

CHARLES
What --

DEE DEE
(to Luke)

You son of a bitch!
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LUKE
(taking off)

NOW!

Charles is frozen, until Luke grabs him by the shirt and 
yanks him.

CRASH TO:

EXT. THE DERBY - DAY (MOMENTS LATER)

Charles, Luke, and Vack all burst through the front door.

Charles immediately sprints to his car with Luke just behind 
him. Vack heads in the opposite direction.

LUKE
(to Vack)

Goddammit, Vack! We have a fuckin’ 
car!

CHARLES
Let him go!

LUKE
Vack!

Vack anxiously turns and heads toward the car while Charles 
pops it in gear.

LUKE (CONT’D)
(to Charles)

What are you doing?! Wait a sec!

Charles doesn’t hesitate and begins pulling away.

VACK
Wait!

Vack barely makes it in the backseat, feet dragging on the 
ground, as Charles hits the gas.

Dee Dee and Angelica sprint through the front door, both of 
them wielding pistols.

Dee Dee runs down the sidewalk for a beat but gives up as 
Charles picks up speed. She aims her pistol, ready to squeeze 
the trigger, then let’s up just as Charles turns down the 
block to safety.

DEE DEE
SHIT!
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Dee Dee quickly turns around, stomping past Angelica back to 
the front door.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
Why the fuck didn’t you do 
something?!

Angelica leans over, coughing up a lung. She lifts her hand 
and gives Dee Dee a pathetic thumbs up.

EXT. CHARLE'S COROLLA/VINE ST - DAY

HIGH SHOT of the Corolla making a quick turn from Santa 
Monica to Vine.

EXT./INT. CHARLE'S COROLLA/VINE ST - DAY

The Corolla swerves to the side of the road and parks at a 
meter.

Charles turns the car off, yanking the keys out of the 
ignition, and whips his head to Luke.

CHARLES
What the hell was that?!

LUKE
That’s the -- uh -- gang I was 
tellin’ you about.

(to Vack)
What the fuck were you doin’ with 
them?

VACK
These bitches been forcing me to do 
their grunt work since yesterday, 
man. Fuckin’ bullshit. But not no 
more!

Vack unzips the duffle bag and holds up a baggy of Eyetop 
powder, with tons more in the duffle bag, showing it off to 
Luke.

VACK (CONT’D)
Hah!

Charles’s eyes get wide. Luke’s does too, but he cracks a 
slight grin.

CHARLES
What’s that?
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LUKE
You don’t even wanna know.

CHARLES
You’re right. I don’t wanna know. I 
just want y’all outta my car.

VACK
(to Charles)

We ain’t got time for this. We 
gotta go, white boy.

CHARLES
Excuse me?

Vack snaps his head at Charles and glares at him.

VACK
We. Gotta. Fuckin’. Go. White boy.

LUKE
That’s just what he says when he 
don’t trust people. Don’t mind him.

Luke gives Vack a “be cool” look.

CHARLES
(unlocks the doors)

Both of you out.

VACK
(to Luke)

Great friend you got here, Luke. 
Tried to leave my ass back there, 
and tryin’ to leave us for dead 
now.

LUKE
(to Vack)

Calm down.
(to Charles)

Charles, listen --

CHARLES
Nope. Not playing the game anymore.

LUKE
I know, I know, but Vack’s right --

VACK
We gotta fuckin’ go!

CHARLES
Then go! Get out!

55.



56.

Charles angrily jumps out of the car, stomps around to Luke’s 
side, and swings the door open.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Now!

EXT. THE DERBY PARKING LOT - DAY

CLOSE UP on Dee Dee and Angelica. All we can see is their 
faces right next to each other.

DEE DEE
You call.

ANGELICA
Not a chance.

DEE DEE
You’re the one who fucked up! You 
were supposed to make sure 
everything was secure!

ANGELICA
Blame me then! You think I care? I 
ain’t callin’ him.

DEE DEE
I swear to fuckin’ -- you’re the 
shittiest partner I’ve ever had.

ANGELICA
Why do you even have to call? Just 
don’t tell him. He doesn’t need to 
know.

DEE DEE
Just don’t tell him? Really? Just 
don’t tell him?

(beat)
Give me the fuckin’ phone.

CLOSE UP on Angelica plopping a prepaid phone into Dee Dee’s 
hand.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
That mentality’s why you still 
doin’ the same bullshit every day.

ANGELICA
Get over yourself.
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INT. KING KURT’S TENT - DAY

Phone rings.

CLOSE UP of King Kurt’s eyes.

Beat.

Then he squints, livid.

SNAP TO:

EXT. KING KURT’S TENT - CONTINUOUS

WHOOSH! King Kurt’s phone flies from the tent, hurdles 
through the air, then smacks Donahue directly in the face.

The phone drops to the ground, face-up, cracked, Dee Dee 
still on the call.

DEE DEE (V.O.)
King?

We see King Kurt’s shadow engulf the phone.

KING KURT (V.O.)
GET HIS ASS HERE NOW!

EXT. THE DERBY PARKING LOT - DAY

PULL OUT to reveal Dee Dee and Angelica sitting on a 
beautiful, matte-black crotch rocket in a small parking lot 
next to the building.

Dee Dee slides her phone into her pocket, slowly puts her 
pink motorcycle gloves on, then stomps the bike on, revving 
the engine a few times.

An automatic gate slowly swings open that leads to the 
street.

Dee Dee and Angelica slide their matching pink helmets on.

Then Dee Dee pops the bike in gear and speeds away, loud and 
fast.

INT./EXT. CHARLE'S COROLLA/VINE ST - DAY

Luke quickly snatches the keys from Charles, then slams the 
door shut. He climbs over the seat and gets into the driver’s 
side, locking the doors before Charles gets in.
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Luke starts the car, staring at Charles, pleading.

Charles is steaming.

Luke rolls the window down, just enough to talk.

CHARLES
I’m calling the police.

LUKE
You can’t do that.

CHARLES
Watch me.

Charles starts to pull his phone out.

LUKE
Okay, but I won’t be able to get 
you outta this situation if I’m in 
jail. And you ain’t seen nothin’ 
yet.

Charles closes his eyes, desperate.

Then we hear the crotch rocket in the distance. Luke and Vack 
look at each other, eyes wide.

VACK
(to Luke)

Just fuckin’ leave him!

Charles looks at Vack, then back to Luke.

LUKE
I promise, I’ll explain everything, 
but right now, we gotta go.

Charles debates.

LUKE (CONT’D)
(pointing up)

You hear that?

QUICK SHOT of Dee Dee and Angelica swerving through traffic, 
engine roaring, getting louder.

LUKE (CONT’D)
That’s the wrath of King Kurt -- 
the meanest mother fucker in The 
Skid, remember? -- heading directly 
to us.

(beat)
(MORE)
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Either that, or it’s a coincidence. 
You wanna wait to find out?

QUICK SHOT of Dee Dee and Angelica again, making a sharp 
turn, engine roaring, getting even louder.

Charles stares at Luke. Luke stares at Charles. Vack snaps 
his head between them both then finally --

VACK
(exasperated)

GET IN THE FUCKIN’ CAR, WHITE BOY!

Charles gives up, still steaming, but quickly stomps to the 
passenger’s side and yanks on the handle.

CHARLES
Open it!

Luke fiddles with the lock.

LUKE
I can’t!

CHARLES
(pointing through the 
window)

No, just pull it. Right there.

QUICK SHOT of Dee Dee and Angelica once more, engine roaring, 
crescendoing, then --

Luke finally unlocks the door, letting Charles in, giving him 
a guilt-ridden look. Charles plops in the seat, arms crossed.

Luke looks at Vack in the rearview mirror.

LUKE
You thinkin’ what I’m thinkin’?

VACK/LUKE
David’s.

Luke pops the car in gear and pulls out, spinning the wheels.

HIGH SHOT of the Corolla pulling away, heading down Vine St 
toward Hollywood Blvd.

INT. KING KURT'S TENT - DAY

King Kurt’s cracked phone slams down onto a makeshift desk.

LUKE (CONT’D)
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King Kurt huffs and puffs and takes a seat on his ugly couch. 
We still only see him from behind.

He grabs Jesus and starts petting him, anxious. Then he 
stares down at the shoebox and stops petting Jesus, like he’s 
going into a trance.

DONAHUE (O.S.)
King?

KING KURT
(snapping out of it)

What, Goddamnit?!

Donahue timidly peeks his head into the cutout window.

DONAHUE
You -- you called for me?

KING KURT
Yes! Hurry up and get in here!

Donahue runs around the tent, now with a heavy limp, and pops 
in, then he takes a knee next to King Kurt.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
I need you to make your rounds 
earlier and --

DONAHUE
But I don’t have any Eyetop.

KING KURT
Just fuckin’ listen!

(beat)
Something urgent’s come up. I have 
a message for all the leads.

DONAHUE
You mean --

KING KURT
All the heads. Of every block. I 
don’t give a fuck what beef is 
present right now. This is bigger.

DONAHUE
What’s the message?

KING KURT
Tell ‘em --

(beat)
-- it’s time for poker.
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Donahue slowly nods his head, afraid King Kurt was going to 
say that.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
This is your one more chance, 
Donahue.

DONAHUE
Yes, King.

As Donahue zips out of the tent --

SNAP TO:

BLACK

Silence for a beat, then an Old Hollywood song crashes in.

TITLE:

“Chapter Three: King Kurt”

FADE IN:

EXT. DAVID’S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY

WIDE SHOT of the hole-in-wall joint with a beautifully tacky 
sign (green, red, and white) protruding out from the front of 
the building.

INSERT the sign that reads: “David’s Hollywood Costumes, 
Where The Real Stars Get Their Getup”

On the front door, there’s a big poster that says “No shoes 
please :)”

EXT. TRUNK/CHARLES’S COROLLA - DAY

The trunk pops open. Charles, Luke, and Vack are huddled 
around it. Luke grabs the duffle bag from Vack and drops it 
in the trunk.

LUKE
This is the best spot to leave it.

VACK
It’s your ass if it’s jacked.

LUKE
By the way, I think it’s safe to 
say you owe me now. 

(MORE)
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You were dead back there. That’s 
two life saves for me.

VACK
You still keepin’ tabs?

CHARLES
(piqued)

Guys! What are we doing with my 
car?

LUKE
David has a lot around back. I’ll 
get some tarp.

VACK
(reaches hand out)

Give me the keys. I’ll take it.

Luke starts to hand the keys over, but Charles quickly 
snatches them.

CHARLES
No, no, no. Are you joking?

Vack snaps his head at Charles, offended.

VACK
You gotta problem with me?

CHARLES
No. I actually gotta a problem with 
both of you. For fricking 
kidnapping me!

LUKE
Calm down, calm down --

VACK
Did he just say “fricking?”

Luke gently nudges Vack toward the front door.

LUKE
I’ll take care of this.

VACK
(under his breath)

Fuckin’ preppy, think-your-better-
than-me, no cussing, white boy.

Charles shakes his head and scoffs in disbelief.

LUKE (CONT’D)
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LUKE
Don’t mind him.

CHARLES
(fed up)

What’s the plan here, Luke? I’m 
still not convinced why I shouldn’t 
book it outta here right now and 
call the police.

LUKE
The plan is formulating as we 
speak.

CHARLES
What’s next then?

LUKE
Not rushing the formulation of said 
plan.

CHARLES
I’m serious!

LUKE
Me too! I promise you -- we’re 
about to be in good hands. You just 
gotta trust me.

CHARLES
(glaring)

Trust you?

Luke nods his comforting nod, which is quickly starting to 
not work its charm on Charles anymore.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
You better pull a miracle outta 
your ace when we get in there.

LUKE
I will. As soon as you pull the 
stick out of your --

(mocking)
-- ace.

Luke punches Charles’s shoulder, but he isn’t having it, 
shaking his head.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Oh -- and there’s one more thing.

CHARLES
What now?
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LUKE
We can’t wear our shoes in the 
shop. David’s old school. 

(like it’s nothing)
He used to have a Dojo in Japan 
before the times of Christ.

Charles stares at Luke, deadpanned, then Luke slams the trunk 
shut.

INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID’S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY (MOMENTS 
LATER)

CLOSE UP on a cubby by the door filled with shoes.

CLOSE UP on Charles feet, Luke’s feet, and Vack’s feet, no 
shoes, standing on the beautiful wooden floors of the shop.

Then we PAN OVER to see a pair of tabi boots, all black.

We TILT UP to meet --

DAVID, 80s, Japanese, wearing an all black robe, glaring at 
the gang of three in contempt.

DAVID
Tell me everything.

EXT. WALK OF FAME - DAY

Dee Dee pulls up to the curb in front of a shop and parks the 
crotch rocket. They’re at Hollywood and Highland. She steps 
off the bike and takes her helmet off, scanning the area. 

Angelica pulls her helmet off, pissed that her hair is all 
messed up, fiddling with it.

ANGELICA
I’m not wearing that stupid fuckin’ 
helmet again.

DEE DEE
Can you stop bitching?

ANGELICA
What are we even doing here?

DEE DEE
I know they’re in Hollywood 
somewhere.
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ANGELICA
How?

DEE DEE
Gut feeling.

ANGELICA
(rolls her eyes)

Oh, God! You and your fuckin’ gut.

DEE DEE
And this is Luke’s old 
neighborhood, where he used to do 
his business.

Dee Dee tosses her helmet to Angelica. She barely catches it.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
Wait here.

ANGELICA
Where you goin’?

DEE DEE
We gotta check everywhere, Angie, 
so please get rid of the bullshit 
attitude.

Angelica rolls her eyes and moans.

INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY

WIDE SHOT, fully establishing the inside of the shop.

This shop is definitely not where the stars get their getup. 
This place looks like it hasn’t had business since the 50s. 
All the costumes and clothing look like cheap, dust-covered 
knockoffs of what were used in a pre-Europe Orson Welles 
film.

With that being said, miraculously, there’s still an 
attractive, Old Hollywood charm that shines through.

Charles and Vack are standing up toward the front register. 
David and Luke are standing at the window, staring out, arms 
crossed behind his back, contemplating next steps.

DAVID
You already know what I’m going to 
say.
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LUKE
I know. But I can’t just leave it. 
Not with King Kurt. You taught me 
better than that.

David gives Luke a stern look, fatherly.

DAVID
I’ll do what I can. As long as you 
know the risk.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE SKID - DAY

Donahue on his mission, limping down a different block of The 
Skid. He walks up to a new, much smaller tent, and pokes his 
head in.

DONAHUE
King Kurt’s got a message.

The BLOCK LEADER jerks the tent open, slowly steps out, and 
moves to Donahue, glaring at him, cold -- like he’s ready to 
rumble right then and there.

BLOCK LEADER
Didn’t think I’d see your face 
round here any time soon.

DONAHUE
(takes a step back)

I know, I know -- but this is 
important, beyond what we got goin’ 
on right now.

BLOCK LEADER
You got about five seconds to prove 
that before you ain’t got a face to 
show to anyone.

DONAHUE
King Kurt wants me to tell you -- 
it’s time for poker.

The Block Leader tilts his head, squinting his eyes. This is 
serious.

CUT BACK TO:
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INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID’S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY

Charles is pacing around the room, anxious. Luke is trying to 
calm him down. 

CHARLES
But I don’t get why we can’t just 
call the police.

Luke looks at David. David nods.

LUKE
King Kurt is on the most wanted 
list for the LA County Police. 
They’ve been after him for years, 
ever since things started getting 
worse downtown. The issue? They 
have no idea who he is.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE SKID - DAY

Donahue, on a new block. He moves through a rusty fence 
surrounding an old, abandoned building. He knocks on the door 
and waits.

Then we just see a pair of EYES peer through a small window 
on the door.

EYES (O.S.)
(through the door)

Donahue? Is that you? The fuck you 
want?

DONAHUE
King Kurt’s got a message for 
everyone.

EYES (O.S.)
If it’s not an apology, I don’t 
give a rat’s ass.

DONAHUE
This is more important than an 
apology.

(beat)
It’s time for poker.

The pair of eyes widen.

CUT BACK TO:
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INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY

LUKE
He’s mastered the craft of hiding. 
To the police, he’s just a kind of 
symbol for all that’s wrong in The 
Skid. The more fucked up things 
get, the more they hear his name.

VACK
Dark Knight-type shit.

LUKE
And The skid just ain’t important 
enough for the resources it’d take 
to find him. As long as --

(looks at Charles)
-- the others don’t have to deal 
with it, they turn the blind eye.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE SKID - DAY

BEGIN MONTAGE

Donahue on a new block, tapping on the window of an old 
Winnebago, poking his head in.

DONAHUE
It’s time for poker.

Donahue on a new block, stepping into a hidden alley filled 
with cardboard homes.

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
It’s time for poker.

Donahue on a new block, moving into an old, abandoned smoke 
shop where there are a few rows of bunk beds and barrel with 
a fire in the middle.

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
It’s time for poker.

Donahue on a new block, drops down under a bridge and moves 
to a home made of plywood. He taps on the front door, then a 
HEAD pops out of the top.

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
It’s time for poker.
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Donahue on a new block, moves to a crowded corner where 
people are playing dice. He subtly taps the shoulder of SHORT 
MAN, about to roll, then whispers to him --

DONAHUE (CONT’D)
It’s time for poker.

Donahue on a new block, hands a note to a YOUNG BOY who takes 
it a runs through a crowd of people, through an ally, into a 
back door, then down a few steps into a basement where he 
hands the note to another BLOCK LEAD. The Block Lead opens 
the note to see: “It’s time for poker” written in horrible 
handwriting.

END MONTAGE

EXT. KING KURT’S TENT - DAY

Donahue, worked to the bone, is standing outside King Kurt’s 
tent. He pulls a wheelchair around and parks it at the 
opening of the tent.

King Kurt’s shadow lurks inside.

KING KURT (O.S.)
(from the tent)

Good job, Donahue. Pulling your 
weight for once in your life.

Donahue cracks a tiny grin, proud of himself.

DONAHUE
Better than Luke ever did, right?

We basically hear a record scratch.

Jesus jumps through a slit in the tent and hops up into the 
wheelchair, growling his wormy growl at Donahue, startling 
him.

KING KURT (O.S.)
(holding back)

Donahue -- don’t ever bring him up 
to me like that again.

King Kurt’s shadow grows in the tent, getting close to 
Donahue.

KING KURT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Okay?

DONAHUE
Okay.
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King Kurt’s arm reaches out of the tent, holding the shoebox, 
handing it to Donahue.

Donahue takes it, gazes at it for a beat, in the trance --

KING KURT (O.S.)
Put it away!

-- then he snaps out of it, wraps it in an old blanket, and 
puts it in a basket under the wheelchair.

KING KURT (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Everyone confirmed?

DONAHUE
They’ll all be there.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY

Luke moves closer to Charles.

LUKE
Sorry To break it to ya, but no 
one’s gonna give a fuck about your 
story if you have nothing to prove 
it. You know how many people have 
come out, trying to rat on King 
Kurt? All they do is immediately 
promote themselves to the top of 
the K.K.L. -- where the rats 
reside.

CHARLES
K.K.L.?

LUKE
King Kurt’s List. His hit list.

Charles deflates, only getting more anxious the more they 
talk.

DAVID
(to Luke)

Tell him the rest.

LUKE
David --

DAVID
(sternly)

Tell him.
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Charles looks at Luke, confused, praying to God there’s 
nothing more.

Luke really doesn’t want to go here, but David’s stare forces 
him to.

LUKE
We have a history.

SNAP TO:

EXT. THE SKID - DAY (FLASHBACK)

Luke is sitting on a curb, barefoot. He’s washing his dirty 
feet with a bucket of rainwater and an old, ripped-up rag.

King Kurt’s easily distinguishable shadow, cowboy hat and 
all, slowly engulfs Luke.

Luke turns, and as soon as he sees who it is, he quickly hops 
up.

We still don’t directly see King Kurt.

LUKE
King Kurt.

KING KURT
I’m bein’ told you have quite the 
talent.

King Kurt points to Dee Dee, standing to the side.

DEE DEE
Never seen someone pick a wallet so 
clean in my whole life, King. He’s 
a natural.

LUKE
Just doin’ what I gotta do to 
survive.

KING KURT
I respect that.

King Kurt hands Luke a shoebox -- the same shoebox from the 
beginning, but it looks brand new here.

Luke opens it to find a pair of black, shiny sneakers, same 
ones he’s wearing now before they got worn down. Quite some 
time has passed since this moment.
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KING KURT (CONT’D)
Little gift.

Luke squats down, puts the sneakers on, ties them up. A pair 
of brand new shoes is just about the best gift you can give 
someone in The Skid. Luke looks up at King Kurt, respect, 
fear.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
Come with me. I have a proposition 
for you.

From behind, we watch Luke and King Kurt walk away, mirroring 
the same shot of Charles and Luke at Via Rodeo.

King Kurt puts his arm around Luke’s shoulder, taking him 
under his wing -- actually and metaphorically. 

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY (PRESENT)

CHARLES
You worked with him?

LUKE
I had no choice.

CHARLES
Why should I trust anything you say 
now?

LUKE
Cause all that’s done now. How do 
you think all this started?

Charles is silent, blankly staring at Luke.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Haven’t I proven --

CHARLES
Proven? Proven what? All you’ve 
proven is that deciding to help you 
this morning was the worst decision 
of my life.

That hits Luke hard. Charles shakes his head, disappointed.
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CHARLES (CONT’D)
Listen -- from my perspective, I’ll 
never see any of you again after 
this, so all I wanna know is how do 
we get out of this? What are we 
going to do right now?

David heads back to the window, hands behind his back, 
contemplating.

LUKE
(to Charles, softly)

I’m sorry, man.

Charles doesn’t even look at Luke. Luke deflates.

VACK
Alright, alright -- can we cut the 
dramatic bullshit now?

Vack moves to Luke.

VACK (CONT’D)
Ima just give him his Eyetop back 
and call it even with him. Simple.

LUKE
It’ll never be even between me and 
him again.

VACK
Yeah, well, this isn’t just about 
you.

LUKE
And what? You don’t think you’re on 
The K.K.L. now too?

VACK
(reaching)

I’ll make him understand.

LUKE
And just how would you do that 
exactly?

(waits)
By throwing us under the bus?

Luke points to himself then Charles.

CHARLES
What are y’all talking about?

Luke and Vack ignore Charles, which only pisses him off more.
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VACK
Don’t even start with the victim 
shit.

LUKE
Wow!

VACK
What?

Luke squints, testing Vack, reading him.

LUKE
You’re still mad about the vacuum, 
aren’t you?

CHARLES
(stepping closer)

Vacuum?

Luke and Vack keep ignoring Charles, like he isn’t even 
there.

VACK
(snapping)

You know how fuckin’ rare it is to 
find one of those things?

LUKE
Knew it!

VACK
That broke my fuckin’ heart.

LUKE
And you’re callin’ me the victim?

CHARLES
(still being ignored)

Helloooooo?

LUKE
Oh, by the way, a broken heart’s 
better than a non-beating one, 
asshole. I really wish you’d show 
me some more appreciation.

VACK
Psh!

Charles finally steps in, forcing himself to be heard.
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CHARLES
Can someone please explain this 
whole vacuum thing?

Vack turns to Charles, steaming from his argument with Luke, 
and retorts --

VACK
(condescendingly)

I collect and sell vintage vacuums. 
It’s not rocket science. And it’s 
none of your fuckin’ business 
anyway, white boy --

CHARLES
(finally snapping)

Well -- fuck you too! And fuck your 
STUPID FUCKING VACUUMS!

Dead silence.

Tension is high, then David steps in.

DAVID
Everyone just needs to calm down 
and take a breath.

David takes a deep breath as everyone shuts up for a beat, 
trying to let the tension fizzle out a bit.

VACK
Was that just me, or did white boy 
just cuss for the first time in his 
life?

CHARLES
I -- I just wanna get out of here.

Charles turns away and moves to the window, staring out at 
the street.

Luke watches Charles, empathetic, then moves to Vack.

Charles watches Luke and Vack from the reflection in the 
glass. Luke puts his arm around Vack’s shoulder and quietly 
says something to him. They both chuckle.

VACK
(to Luke)

You know we’re gonna be even after 
this, right?

LUKE
Thought you weren’t keepin’ tabs?
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Then Vack gives Luke a homie handshake, sincere.

Luke whispers something to Vack, then they both look at 
Charles with slight grins.

CHARLES
(turning around)

Talking about me behind my back 
now? Really?

VACK
(playfully)

Movie star, huh? You know -- you 
kinda do remind me of a Walmart 
Redford.

Charles rolls his eyes, but can’t help but crack a 
microscopic grin.

David observes these three forming a new kind of bond, 
contemplating, gears turning, then he moves to the middle of 
the gang, waving for their attention.

DAVID
I have an idea.

(to Luke and Vack)
You two, come with me.

(to Charles)
You, watch the front.

EXT. THE SKID - DAY

HIGH SHOT of Donahue, limp getting worse, pushing King Kurt 
in the wheelchair, petting Jesus in his lap. King Kurt can 
walk perfectly fine, by the way. He just doesn’t want to.

We still don’t see enough detail to make out King Kurt.

As they stroll by, people either actively avoid getting 
anywhere close to King Kurt or they stop and nod to him. 
Either way, no one looks particularly happy to see him.

EXT. SKID’S KITCHEN - DAY (LATER)

Large, dull brick building -- a center to help feed and 
shelter the homeless.

Donahue pushes King Kurt up to a long line of people waiting 
to get served food.

There are four foldable tables set up with volunteers working 
behind them, handing out water bottles and bowls of soup.
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There’s a big sign out front that reads: “Skid’s Kitchen”

There’s also a quote from The Bible just underneath, made 
from those magnetized letters, that reads: “There is no fear 
in love. But perfect love drives out fear, because fear has 
to do with punishment. The one who fears is not made perfect 
in love.”

Donahue pushes King Kurt up the long line, cutting in front 
of everyone.

Everyone in the line subtly nods to King Kurt. They all know 
who he is, and again, seem scared of his presence, tense when 
he’s around, but they keep it discreet.

The workers seem oblivious.

A HOMELESS PERSON slips King Kurt a bowl of soup as they pass 
by and head into the building.

INT. SKID’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

HIGH ANGLE, from the corner of the hallway, like a 
surveillance camera. Donahue pushes King Kurt down the long, 
cold hallway.

They stop in front of a door at the end of the hall.

KING KURT
(to Donahue)

Are you ready?

Donahue nods. And as he swings the door open to an ominous 
wall of darkness --

SNAP TO:

INT. BACKROOM/DAVID’S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY

Luke, David, and Vack are all sitting in plastic chairs, 
huddled around a small coffee table in a backroom of the 
shop.

DAVID
Vack is right. We take the bag back 
to King Kurt --

LUKE
Are you insane?
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DAVID
Let me finish. We take the bag back 
as a way to get to him, but then we 
offer him a trade.

(looks at Vack)
The vacuum.

(back to Luke)
You know King Kurt. If we engineer 
this trade in just the right way, 
he won’t be able to resist.

Luke is silent, thinking.

VACK
(to David)

You’re crazy.
(to Luke)

And you’re crazy.

LUKE
Crazy, but right. I’ve seen King 
Kurt spend ten minutes making a 
trade with someone he knew he was 
about to execute. Just for the game 
of it.

DAVID
All I have to do is call my nephew 
to start setting things up.

VACK
(disdainfully)

You mean the fuckin’ pig?

David nods. Everyone is silent for a beat, thinking.

LUKE
This all sounds perfectly great, 
David, in a fuckin’ fantasy world.

(sarcastically)
What are we gonna do, wear a wire?

David is quiet, blankly staring at Luke.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You serious?

David just keeps staring at Luke -- as serious as one can 
get.

LUKE (CONT’D)
And who’s gonna wear this 
theoretical wire?

(David)
(MORE)
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You’re too old for this shit.
(Vack)

He’s too stupid.
(himself)

And I’ll get shot in the face the 
moment they see my face.

David finally looks away from Luke, slowly moving his head to 
face a two-way mirror. Luke’s eyes follow.

Through the mirror, we see Charles. He’s sitting on a stool 
in the front of the shop, staring out of the window, watching 
people walk by, anxious, scared, lost.

As we PUSH IN on Charles --

SNAP TO:

EXT. WALK OF FAME - DAY

Dee Dee pulls her crotch rocket up to a shop, parks, pulls 
her helmet off, then heads inside. Angelica impatiently 
waits, over it.

After a moment, Dee Dee walks out of the shop, shaking her 
head. No luck.

Again, Dee Dee parks her crotch rocket, hops off, heads in, 
Angelica waits, then she heads out, shaking her head.

Again, park, hop off, head in, head out, no luck.

Again, park, head in, head out, no luck.

Again, head in, head out, no luck.

Until --

They finally pull up to David’s.

At this point, Dee Dee looks like she’s ready to call it 
quits for Hollywood.

She hops off the bike, shoulders slumped.

DEE DEE
Come with me on this one.

Angelica groans and hops off the crotch rocket.

LUKE (CONT’D)
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INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - CONTINUOUS

David watches Dee Dee and Angelica walk through the front 
door, studying them. He has a stone-cold look on his face, 
standing behind the front counter, glaring at each step they 
take, shoes on.

Angelica waits by the door, pulling a cigarette out, lighting 
it. David glares at her.

Dee Dee scans the whole shop before her eyes land on David. 
She slowly moves to him, pulling her motorcycle gloves off.

There’s a subtle, underlying tension.

DEE DEE
Hey, Davey. Been a while.

DAVID
Yes, it has.

(re: Angelica)
No smoking in here.

Angelica rolls her eyes at David and doesn’t stop.

DEE DEE
How’s business?

DAVID
Sufficient enough to keep the doors 
open.

DEE DEE
Glad to hear it.

Dee Dee studies David. Awkward silence for a beat.

DAVID
What can I do for you?

DEE DEE
(beat)

I’m here for business too, 
actually.

DAVID
What business?

DEE DEE
That’s right -- you’ve been outta 
the game for a little while now, 
huh?
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DAVID
Gotta get precise with the games I 
play at my ancient age.

DEE DEE
What are you talkin’ bout, Davey? 
You haven’t age a day since the 
first day we met.

DAVID
Is this King Kurt business?

DEE DEE
What else would it be?

DAVID
I can’t keep up with all the 
pockets your hands are in.

DEE DEE
These days, the only pocket for me 
is the King’s.

DAVID
Well -- what can I do for you? You 
know I’m not selling anymore.

DEE DEE
Oh, I know.

They both stare at each other for a beat.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
I’m actually lookin’ for someone.

DAVID
Who?

DEE DEE
You heard about what went down at 
the lot, right?

DAVID
(shrugs)

I hear nothing.

DEE DEE
Let’s just say, someone has 
agitated King Kurt a little more 
than the norm, if ya know what I 
mean.

DAVID
That’s never too good.
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DEE DEE
No, it’s not. But this wasn’t just 
a junkie kinda someone.

DAVID
Okay.

DEE DEE
It was Luke.

SNAP TO a NEW ANGLE from behind the counter.

Charles, Luke, and Vack are all ducking, hiding, right 
underneath David. David is holding a blade behind his back.

Luke is intently listening to the conversation, hand on 
Charles’s shoulder. Charles is tense, eyes closed. Vack is 
fighting with every ounce of willpower not to breathe 
heavily.

DAVID
Really?

DEE DEE
Really.

DAVID
Weren’t they working together?

DEE DEE
Not anymore.

DAVID
I never felt like they were a good 
fit.

DEE DEE
You know what? Me either.

Charles opens his eyes and looks at Luke.

DAVID
I’m not quite sure what you want 
from me. I can’t even vividly 
remember the last time I saw Luke.

DEE DEE
Really?

DAVID
Really.
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DEE DEE
Cause I thought there was a slight 
chance he might stop by here. You 
two always seemed to get along 
well.

DAVID
I get along with everyone.

DEE DEE
Ouch. That makes me feel like shit.

DAVID
(sarcastically)

Oh, you know I love you, Dee.

They stare at each other for a beat, both squinting, 
skeptical.

DAVID (CONT’D)
Wish I could help.

DEE DEE
Me too.

Dee Dee taps the counter, then turns away.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
Give me a call if anything comes 
up.

DAVID
Give King Kurt a bow for me.

Dee Dee gives David one last look, then she nods and heads 
out.

Angelica drops her cigarette on the floor, puts it out with 
her foot, then heads out without even looking back.

Vack immediately lets out a big sigh.

DAVID (CONT’D)
(not moving lips)

Shhhhhh.

David watches them like a hawk as they hop on the bike and 
pull away.

Then he squats down to the rest of the gang.

DAVID (CONT’D)
It’s time.
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QUICK SHOTS

David browses the shop, analyzing all the costumes and masks.

Charles, Luke, and Vack sit at the front counter, watching 
David, intrigued.

David reaches out and grabs a Spiderman costume.

Charles tilts his head, curious.

David reaches out and grabs a Batman costume.

Luke tilts his head, curious.

David reaches out and grabs an XXL Superman costume.

Vack tilts his head, horrified.

CLOSE UP on three pairs of feet in the three different 
costumes.

TILT UP to reveal Charles in the Spiderman suit, Luke in the 
Batman suit, and Vack in the skin-tight Superman suit.

VACK
This is some bullshit.

INT. BASEMENT/SKID’S KITCHEN - DAY

WIDE SHOT establishing the dark, basement where King Kurt 
must run his business.

Two GOONS stand at the door, guarding it. The wheelchair is 
right next to them, shoebox still in the basket underneath. 
Donahue is standing off in a corner. 

There’s a huge poker table in the middle of the room with 
everyone (eight people) evenly sitting around it, casually 
playing poker -- Dr. Strangelove style.

There’s an old monitor on the table that shows the front 
entry/long hallway of the homeless center. Aside from that, 
this place looks just as ratty as any other unused basement 
in LA.

As the below monologue ensues, we slowly move around the 
table and get a good look at all the LEADS of The Skid.

Everyone respectfully listens to King Kurt.
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KING KURT (O.S.)
Here’s the deal. Everything, and I 
mean everything, is gonna have to 
come to a hard stop if we don’t get 
this traitor back here tonight and 
end this. This isn’t just about his 
betrayal of me -- of all of us 
essentially -- this is about 
setting an example for the entire 
community. You all know how fickle 
the business we run is. Every 
single day, we’re losing momentum. 
People are sick of this city going 
to shit, but this city going to 
shit is the foundation of what we 
do. One wrong move, one wrong deal, 
one wrong rat doing one wrong thing 
can sink everything we’ve been 
building. And I think that one 
wrong rat is now loose with 
justification to try to sink us.

(beat)
Luke.

We keep moving around the table, getting closer to King Kurt.

KING KURT  (O.S.) (CONT’D)
We are one misjudgment away from 
the dominos falling, fellas. The 
lesson has been learned.

(beat)
So I ask you all nicely -- work 
with me on this, get your best men 
together, help me help you.

And we finally make our last move around the table and land 
on King Kurt.

He’s white, (the only white man sitting at the table), 50s, 
with a kind of Louis B. Mayer look about him -- short hair, 
clean-shaven, pointy face with glasses. What sets him apart 
is the ugly scar on his forehead and the cowboy hat.

For the first time, he takes his cowboy hat off, a gesture of 
respect to everyone at the table. The scar from his forehead 
leads up to the top of his head, where he’s heavily balding -- 
like Kevin from The Office. No wonder he keeps the hat on.

Everyone can’t help but look at the scar. This visibly annoys 
King Kurt.
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KING KURT (CONT’D)
We can end this in the blink of an 
eye if we put our beef to the side 
for one night and come together on 
this.

King Kurt looks around the room at everyone, they all quickly 
avert their gaze from his scar.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
Then we can go back to fighting 
each other. About whatever we want. 
As long as we keep our hands around 
the neck of this community, we can 
do whatever we want. Isn’t that 
what we all want, fellas?

Everyone nods in agreement.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
Good.

King Kurt turns his head and looks at the wheelchair. 
Everyone’s eyes follow.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
(to Donahue)

Bring it.

Donahue pops out of nowhere, grabs the blanket-wrapped 
shoebox, moves to the table, sets it in the middle, then 
looks to King Kurt for confirmation.

King Kurt nods.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
There’s just one last thing I need 
to show you all. A little gift of 
gratitude.

Just as Donahue pulls the blanket off, we --

SNAP TO:

BLACK

The sound of Charles’s foot nervously tapping on the ground.

TITLE:

“Chapter Four: Charles”

FADE IN:
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INT. BACKROOM/DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY

A light bulb flickers on.

Charles, Luke, and Vack (in the cheap Superhero costumes) are 
sitting around the coffee table. Charles is antsy, tapping 
his foot, rubbing his face -- his nervous tic.

CHARLES
(pulling spandex)

Why did you make us put these on?

David is looking for something in the room as he speaks.

DAVID
The best teacher I ever had used a 
method of training that’s quite 
fitting in our current 
circumstance.

(beat)
The “one-step” method.

VACK
Sounds deep.

DAVID
It’s simple. I only tell you one 
step of the plan at a time to avoid 
distractions.

Luke rolls his eyes at David.

LUKE
I think the “every-step method” is 
more fair, don’t ya think? Not 
tryin’ to manipulate anyone into 
doing something they don’t wanna 
do?

Luke side-eyes Charles. David rolls his eyes back at Luke. 
They obviously still haven’t told Charles the whole plan.

DAVID
Of course, if we had more time -- 
if we didn’t only have one chance 
to execute. Everyone needs to be 
committed. One step at a time.

Charles glances at Luke, then David. He’s catching on to 
something.
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CHARLES
Okay. Whatever you two have going 
on, can you drop it and just say 
what we need to do right now? Why 
are we wearing these stupid 
costumes?

DAVID
We need to get the vacuum.

CHARLES
What? Wait. You’re not talking 
about his --

(points to Vack)
-- vacuum fetish, are you?

VACK
It ain’t a fuckin’ fetish.

DAVID
What it is, is a way to get to King 
Kurt. That’s all that matters right 
now.

CHARLES
Get to King Kurt? For what?

DAVID
One step at a time.

Charles isn’t looking too happy.

DAVID (CONT’D)
(to Vack)

But you need to tell us exactly 
where the vacuum is so we can plan 
accordingly.

VACK
It’s on Hollywood and Highland. 
Safe spot. I can grab it while 
these two watch my back.

David finally finds whatever he was looking for, then he 
moves to the gang and sits. He sets two large voice recorders 
thing on the table. Everyone glances it them, curious.

Then David quickly reaches over to Charles and snaps the 
spandex of his costume, distracting them.

CHARLES
Ouch!
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DAVID
(to everyone)

All you have to do is blend in. 
That’s what these are for. Get in, 
get out, get back.

David nods to Luke.

DAVID (CONT’D)
I’ll take care of everything else.

VACK
Sounds like a plan.

LUKE
Let’s do this.

Just as Luke and Vack fist bump, ready to leave, Charles 
loudly sighs and quickly stands, backing away from everyone, 
starting to freak -- as per usual.

CHARLES
Listen, I get it. I’m all for doing 
my part -- chilling back, not 
calling the police, keeping quiet. 
If that’s what I can do to assist 
you in ending this, fine. But 
choosing to go out there on 
purpose? Death wish. I’m not doing 
it. I mean, why should I even trust 
y’all?

(points to Luke)
This guy’s out here playing buddy-
buddy with the psychopath himself, 
and --

(points to Vack)
-- this guy has a freaking vacuum 
fetish.

VACK
Say it one more time, white boy.

Charles lifts his hands in the air in defeat, calling 
everyone else crazy, simply, with the look on his face.

DAVID
You’ve never made a mistake?

Charles huffs and puffs.

CHARLES
Of course, I have!
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DAVID
Then you know in your gut if you 
can trust them or not.

(beat)
This isn’t about that, is it?

Charles is silent. He looks at Luke, then Vack.

CHARLES
It’s just too dangerous.

VACK
What he’s trying to say is, he’s a 
pussy.

CHARLES
I didn’t say that.

Luke stands, pulling Vack up.

LUKE
It’s fine. We’ll take care of it 
ourselves.

David squints at Charles. At this point, it’s an honor thing. 
You don’t leave your partners hanging.

David moves close to Charles and intensely stares him in the 
eye for a beat, then he puts his hand on Charles’s shoulder 
again. This time, not so comfortingly.

DAVID
Charles, you can either choose to 
hide here like a wilted manchild 
with no testicles --

Luke and Vack both crack sympathetic grins, eyes wide, 
watching Charles’s reaction. They’ve both been there before.

DAVID (CONT’D)
-- or you can choose to help your 
team and do your part. Three heads 
are better than two, especially 
when the two are these idiots.

VACK
Psh.

DAVID
Whether you like it or not, you’re 
a part of this now, just as much as 
them.

(beat)
And your part does matter.
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Charles scans David, then Vack, then Luke, debating. In this 
moment, with the framing, the lighting, whatever it is -- 
Luke and Vack look like cheap-costume-wearing angels who’ll 
have your back no matter what shit goes down.

Just as Luke does his comforting, charming nod -- 

SNAP TO:

EXT. WALK OF FAME - DAY

WIDE SHOT. Badass music. Charles, Luke, and Vack in their 
cheap superhero costumes, Zoro-like masks covering their 
faces, strutting down the Walk of Fame with a newfound 
confidence.

Luke does his little Ali-type shuffle.

But all this happiness is quickly interrupted with --

ANGELICA (PRE-LAP)
(laughing)

Fuckin’ moron.

SNAP TO --

LONG SHOT, NEW ANGLE, from across the street.

Dee Dee and Angelica are inconspicuously following far behind 
the gang on the other side of the street. Angelica is using 
binoculars, watching them. She immediately recognizes Luke’s 
shuffle.

Dee Dee yanks the binoculars from Angelica and peers at the 
gang.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Fuckin’ told you.

DEE DEE
You better keep ya mouth shut 
before you piss me off.

SNAP BACK TO --

The gang, completely oblivious.

Until Charles suddenly stops walking.

LUKE
What?
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CHARLES
I don’t know. Just got a bad 
feeling.

VACK
That’s just Hollywood.

LUKE
(jokingly)

Or maybe it’s your Spidey sense.

Luke and Vack chuckle.

Charles turns around and scans --

Nothing.

Scans a little more.

Nothing.

Scans a little more.

Wait. There they are. He barely spots Dee Dee and Angelica 
far away, leaning against a wall, trying to look casual, but 
you can’t miss the tall black woman standing right next to 
the tiny white woman half her size. 

Charles turns back around and keeps walking, trying to keep 
his cool.

CHARLES
(quietly freaking out)

I think they’re behind us.

LUKE
They?

CHARLES
Yes, they.

LUKE
No way.

Luke puts on a show, loudly laughs, punches Charles’s 
shoulder. He does a little spin, trying to not look 
suspicious, but he quickly scans the area and spots Dee Dee 
and Angelica as he spins. As soon as he stops --

LUKE (CONT’D)
Shit.

VACK
For real?
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LUKE
For real, for real.

CHARLES
Crap, crap, crap --

LUKE
Don’t freak.

(thinks)
Let’s split up.

CHARLES
(whisper yelling)

No!

LUKE
Don’t worry, they won’t go after 
you. They want me and Vack. We’ll 
distract them while you go back to 
the shop and tell David to get 
ready. We’ll lead them that way. 
David will take care of ‘em.

Charles debates, scared.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You got this.

SNAP TO --

Dee Dee and Angelica. They watch the gang split up.

Charles takes a left, heading toward the Hollywood & Highland 
Mall area.

Luke and Vack keep heading straight, toward the light at the 
intersection of Hollywood & Highland.

ANGELICA
You think they saw us?

DEE DEE
Doesn’t even matter. I’ll take Luke 
and Vack. You take Spiderman.

ANGELICA
I really don’t feel like playin’ 
cat and mouse right now --

DEE DEE
Just fuckin’ do it.

Dee Dee moves ahead. Angelica groans and heads in Charles’s 
direction.
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EXT. INTERSECTION/WALK OF FAME - DAY (MOMENTS LATER)

We follow Dee as she follows far behind Luke and Vack. They 
start at the red light at the intersection, Foot Locker side 
of the street, then cross when it turns green.

They mosey along from the intersection to the front of the 
Ripley’s Believe It Or Not!, then stop. Dee Dee stops, 
staying far enough behind to not be noticed, hiding behind a 
light pole. She peeks her head out.

Luke and Vack talk for a beat, then Luke heads into the 
Ripley’s Believe It Or Not! Vack keeps straight, heading East 
on Hollywood.

Dee Dee glances at Luke, then at Vack, then back at Luke. She 
has to choose one.

DEE DEE
This fuckin’ bum.

She pans her head to Luke.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD & HIGHLAND MALL - DAY

Charles heads into the big Dolby opening where the red carpet 
stairs are. He turns his head, checking behind him.

Angelica rounds the corner, following.

Charles heads up the stairs and stops when he gets to the 
top.

Angelica quickly jumps behind a protrusion in the wall to 
hide.

Charles scans, nothing, then he makes a left.

Angelica peeks her head out, then heads towards the steps.

INT. RIPLEY'S BELIEVE IT OR NOT! - DAY

Luke pulls out some cash, hands it to the attendee, then 
heads into the dark entrance of the Ripley’s.

LUKE
(to attendee)

Slow day?

ATTENDEE
All to yourself. Have fun.
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Luke goes through the main entrance where the 8’ 11” R. 
Wadlow robot lives, causing it to stand tall as he passes. He 
peeks back, looking through Wadlow’s legs, and spots Dee 
Dee’s big head. She’s oblivious that Luke is leading her.

He moves down the Hollywood memorabilia hallway, where all 
the old newspaper clippings are framed on the wall. He keeps 
an eye on Dee Dee in the reflection of the glass pictures as 
he turns the corner.

Then he heads to the Musical Stairs -- a staircase that plays 
notes with each step. But he slides down the railing, so no 
notes play. As soon as he gets to the bottom, he quickly runs 
around the corner and hides.

Dee Dee takes that first step and --

DING! A loud note plays. She shakes her head, catching on.

DEE DEE
(yelling down the stairs)

Okay, Luke. Ya got me.

Step, step, step. Note, note, note. Dee Dee keeps going down, 
pulling her pistol out. They’re both about to be stuck, 
anyway.

EXT. OUTDOOR FOOD COURT - DAY

Charles walks up the steps and enters the outdoor food court, 
next to the Chinese Theater entrance.

And, of course, there’s a whole gang of cheap-costume-wearing 
Superheroes -- everyone you can think of.

Charles heads in their direction, trying to blend in, until 
someone comes up behind him and yanks him around --

It’s CHUBBY ELVIS.

CHUBBY ELVIS
What do ya think you’re doin’?

CHARLES
What?

CHUBBY ELVIS
I’ve never seen you here before.

(yells to another 
Spiderman)

Yo, Winston! Who the fuck is this 
dweeb?
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WINSTON, in a full Spiderman suit -- a quite nice one, full 
mask and everything -- walks up to Charles, puffing his chest 
out.

WINSTON
I have no idea who this preppy 
fucker is.

(pulls Charles’s mask)
What kinda mask is this, anyway? 
You definitely ain’t one of us.

Charles starts to freak a little, looking back toward the 
stairs, paranoid.

CHARLES
I -- I don’t want any trouble, 
guys.

INT. BASEMENT/RIPLEY'S BELIEVE IT OR NOT! - DAY

Luke swiftly moves from the hallway into the basement of the 
Ripley’s. It’s freaky. Scattered light bouncing off statues, 
mannequins, and masks. This is where all the rejects of 
Ripley’s end up -- which is saying a hell of a lot.

Dee Dee pauses when she gets to the basement entrance, now 
starting to look a tad scared.

She pulls out her gun and lifts it in front of her, using it 
as a shield, then heads in.

We hear a spooky echo from Luke --

LUKE
Dee Dee.

DEE DEE
Shit!

LUKE
I’m right here.

Dee Dee spins around, nothing, then faces forward, pointing 
her pistol at a worn-down Frankenstein statue in the corner. 
It slightly wiggles. Dee Dee starts tiptoeing to it.

DEE DEE
Luke, please -- if you just come 
with me now, this will all be over. 
No one wants this shit.

(beat)
We both know you wanna come back to 
our side.
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EXT. OUTDOOR FOOD COURT - DAY

Winston is still bullying Charles, circling around him, 
poking fun at his cheap suit, while Elvis has him in a bear 
hug.

Charles wiggles, then starts yanking his arms, slowly going 
from paranoid to angry, until he finally snaps.

CHARLES
LET ME GO!

Charles elbows Elvis in the groin, knocking him to his knees, 
then, probably for the first time in his life, throws a solid 
punch that cracks Winston’s nose.

Charles pauses for a beat, proud for sticking up for himself.

Then, like a deer in headlights, he spots Angelica standing 
at the staircase, completely confused at this chaotic 
Superhero fight scene. They quickly lock eyes.

Charles doesn’t hesitate and takes off the other way.

Angelica groans, pissed that she has to run, but she heads 
after him.

INT. BASEMENT/RIPLEY'S BELIEVE IT OR NOT! - DAY

Dee Dee is still slowly heading toward the Frankenstein 
statue.

DEE DEE
Don’t make me do somethin’ stupid.

She takes a small step toward Frankenstein.

LUKE
Okay, Dee. You got me.

She takes another step.

DEE DEE
Come out slowly, hands up.

Then she takes one more step, Frankenstein right in front of 
her.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
You know -- I never understood why 
you wanted to leave in the first 
place. We got everything we’d ever 
need in The Skid.
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Then she lunges behind Frankenstein, pointing her pistol at 
nothing.

LUKE
Except freedom.

Luke comes out of nowhere, shoving a Mummy statue on wheels 
right into Dee Dee, knocking the pistol out of her hand, 
pushing her down into a tiny janitorial closet hidden behind 
Frankenstein.

DEE DEE
Noooooo!

Luke shoves the Mummy into the closet with her, then slams 
the door shut, locking her in the pitch-black room with the 
classic monster. She frantically bangs on the door, wiggling 
the knob, trying to open it.

DEE DEE (CONT’D)
Luke?! Please don’t leave me in 
here! Pleeeaaase!

Luke tips Frankenstein to the ground in front of the door, 
blocking it from being able to open --

LUKE
Sorry, Dee!

-- then he finally sprints out.

EXT. RIPLEY'S BELIEVE IT OR NOT! - DAY

Luke runs outside, scanning the area, looking for Vack, then 
he heads East on Hollywood Blvd in the same direction Vack 
went.

INT. MCDONALD’S - DAY

Calming elevator music plays. People eating, laughing, 
chatting about nothing.

Vack is literally just eating a BigMac in McDonald’s with the 
beautiful antique vacuum sitting next to him in the booth.

We see Luke sprint by the window in the background.

Beat.

Then he slowly walks backward, staring into the window at 
Vack, shaking his head with contempt. He bursts through the 
entrance, thrusting the door open, and stomps to Vack.
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Everyone gets quiet, watching Luke. Vack looks up.

VACK
(beat)

Had to have one last meal with her 
before I let her go.

Luke is speechless. He stomps to the booth, yanks the vacuum 
up, then runs out of the McDonald’s.

Vack jumps up to follow, hesitates, heads back and grabs his 
burger, then he runs out.

Wait. He goes back and grabs his fries, shoving them in his 
mouth, then he officially runs out.

EXT. WALK OF FAME - DAY

LONG SHOT of Charles, running down the sidewalk, dodging 
people. He looks back at Angelica, who’s not too far behind. 
He spots the pistol in her hand and panics, trying to speed 
up.

David’s shop is just up ahead.

EXT./INT. DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY (MOMENTS LATER)

We follow Charles from outside, Angelica gaining on him, into 
the shop. He stumbles forward, completely out of breath, 
ready to collapse.

CHARLES
David!

Charles frantically looks up, but David is nowhere to be 
seen.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Shit, shit, shit! David?!

Then Angelica runs in and immediately points her pistol at 
Charles.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
(out of breath)

Please don’t!

ANGELICA
(out of breath)

My hair’s all fuckin’ sweaty!
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CHARLES
I’m sorry, I’m sorry, just please 
don’t kill me.

ANGELICA
I’m not gonna fuckin’ kill you. I 
don’t even know who you are -- 
making me get all sweaty and gross 
and shit. Asshole!

Angelica drops her head for a beat, trying to compose 
herself, catching her breath. Charles sneaks a step backward 
toward the backroom.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Don’t even think about it.

Charles freezes.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
We’re just gonna calmly wait right 
here while I call Dee, okay? Don’t 
be stupid.

Just as Angelica pulls her phone out, Luke and Vack run into 
the shop. They freeze when they see Angelica.

VACK
Ah -- shit.

Angelica nervously whips her gun to Luke, then Vack, then 
Charles.

LUKE
Angelica, listen --

ANGELICA
Shut up! Everyone together!

Luke and Vack slowly move to Charles.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Shoulders together.

They follow her order.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
(to Luke)

And drop whatever the fuck that is.

Luke carefully sets the vacuum down.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Hands up.
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Everyone lifts their hands in the air.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Now, everyone just -- just stay 
cool. I’m gonna call Dee now.

Angelica dials, but it goes straight to voicemail. She tries 
again. Same result.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
This stupid fuckin’ bitch.

Angelica takes a breath, trying to compose herself, 
completely fed-up at this point.

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Okay, here’s what’s gonna happen --

PING! Angelica’s phone flies out of her hand.

Everyone whips their heads around to see --

David, standing at the backroom entrance, holding a handful 
of Ninja stars.

DAVID
(glaring at Angelica)

You messed up my floor.

ANGELICA
David, I --

At the speed of light, David throws another Ninja star.

PING! Angelica’s pistol flies out of her hand.

David lifts another Ninja star, about to throw it --

ANGELICA (CONT’D)
Hell the fuck naw!

-- then, without a single moment of hesitation, Angelica 
bails, sprinting out of the shop, not looking back once.

Everyone looks to David, stunned.

LUKE
(to Charles.)

Told ya. Good hands.
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INT. FRONT ROOM/DAVID'S HOLLYWOOD COSTUMES - DAY (MOMENTS 
LATER)

CLOSE UP of David plopping the recorder into Charles’s hand.

WIDE SHOT of everyone standing in the middle of the room, 
still wearing their costumes.

David intensely stares Charles in the eye.

DAVID
You’re the only one who can do 
this, Charles.

Charles takes a step back from everyone, scared, confused, 
pressured.

DAVID (CONT’D)
Everything is set up. All you have 
to do is get him to say one thing -- 
one thing that gives enough reason 
for the police to take him in.

(beat)
That’s it.

Charles is silent, staring down at the recorder.

DAVID (CONT’D)
You’re a complete unknown to them. 
They have no reason to kill you, 
and they won’t -- if you stick to 
the plan.

Charles looks up at David, then Vack, then Luke.

CHARLES
I -- I --

Then he starts to panic, rubbing his face, his nervous tic 
really kicking in. His eyes keep quickly jumping from the 
recorder, to David, to Vack, to Luke.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
I -- I --

Then Luke steps in front of Charles.

LUKE
No.

David looks at Luke, then Charles, then back at Luke.
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LUKE (CONT’D)
He’s done enough.

(grabs the recorder)
I’ll do it.

EXT./INT. HIGHWAY/CHARLE'S COROLLA - NIGHT

Sunset. The downtown skyline glows in the distance. Charles’s 
Corolla speeds down the 101.

Charles is driving, tightly gripping the steering wheel. Luke 
is in the passenger’s seat, blankly staring ahead. Vack and 
David are in the back.

They’re all quiet and tense.

INT./EXT. CHARLES’S COROLLA/PERSHING SQUARE - NIGHT

David is fiddling with the recorder in the backseat, testing 
it.

Charles, Luke, and Vack are standing outside the car, leaning 
against it. Luke and Vack pass a joint back and forth.

Luke is now wearing a cool David’s Hollywood Costumes hoodie 
over his costume. He pulls the hood up over his head.

Vack breaks the silence with --

VACK
(to Luke)

Well. It was nice knowing you, 
fucker.

CHARLES
He’s not gonna die.

VACK
You know what? You’re right. Let’s 
stay positive. Law of attraction 
shit, right?

Luke and Vack chuckle, but Charles doesn’t.

David peeks through the window at Charles, studying him.

DAVID
Vack, can you try something for me?

Vack moves to David. David hands him the recorder.
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DAVID (CONT’D)
Go over to that trash can and keep 
talking into it. Make sure 
everything is clear.

Vack does as he’s told, leaving Charles and Luke alone.

LUKE
So -- you sure you don’t wanna hit?

Charles looks at Luke, forcing a grin.

Luke takes one last hit from the joint, then tosses it to the 
ground, putting it out, studying Charles.

LUKE (CONT’D)
You really are selling yourself 
short. Bein’ nice ain’t a bad 
thing.

(beat)
Fuck Karen.

Charles just stares at Luke, silent, torn.

LUKE (CONT’D)
And remember, that’s coming from a 
hippy therapist. Doesn’t get better 
than that.

DAVID
(interrupting)

Alright. Everything’s ready. Let’s 
get this going.

Luke moves to David and grabs the recorder.

DAVID (CONT’D)
Back pocket should be fine.

Luke slips the recorder into his back pocket.

LUKE
Good?

DAVID
Good.

Luke hesitates, staring at David, then Vack, then Charles.

David nods.

Vack bumps Luke’s fist.

Then Luke turns to Charles.
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LUKE
There is one thing I need from you.

CHARLES
What?

LUKE
Get the shoebox when this is all 
over. If there’s anyone I trust to 
protect it, it’s you.

VACK
Wow! It really be like that?

LUKE
(playfully)

Fuck yeah! And you know I’m right 
too.

VACK
You right.

And with that, Luke turns and starts walking down the dark 
street, alone.

Vack and David watch him for a beat, somber, then they both 
look at Charles. Now, I’m not saying they’re guilt-tripping 
him, but you can see in their eyes a slight disappointment.

Charles looks at them, then back to Luke, then back at them.

CHARLES
Fine!

Charles runs after Luke, angry.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Wait, wait, wait!

Luke quickly turns back to Charles.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
You’re really just gonna go die 
like that? Really?!

LUKE
(shrugs)

Yeah.

Charles aggressively yanks the recorder from Luke’s hands.

CHARLES
Fuck you.
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Luke is taken aback, impressed with this completely new side 
to Charles, angry but confident.

LUKE
(laughing)

You cussing right now?

CHARLES
Yeah, I am. Fuck you.

LUKE
Why fuck me?

CHARLES
I’m doing it.

LUKE
What?!

CHARLES
I’m gonna fucking do it. And don’t 
try to stop me.

Beat.

Luke freaks. He jumps up and down, then raises his hands to 
the heavens.

LUKE
I was literally about to piss in my 
pants, man!

Then he bear hugs Charles, overwhelmed with relief.

LUKE (CONT’D)
Fuckin’ love you, brotha!

That visibly strikes Charles. To Luke, it’s nothing big.

CHARLES
Me too, man.

They stare at each other for a beat, then Luke pulls off his 
hoodie and hands it to Charles.

LUKE
Well, if you really wanna be an 
actor, you’re about to have to give 
the best performance of your life. 
And the best advice I have for you?

(thinks)
Call him Kurt. Only Kurt.

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. SKID’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

LONG SHOT, Charles far in the distance, walking up to the 
large brick building. He’s still wearing his cheap Spiderman 
costume, now wearing the David’s Hollywood Costumes hoodie 
over it. He’s pulling the vacuum behind him and has the 
duffle bag over his shoulder.

He pauses when he reaches the front, observing the long line 
of homeless people, now being served dinner.

They all suspiciously look at Charles, including the workers. 
He looks as out of place as someone can be, but he just keeps 
moving forward, until --

He sees Karen. Yes, Karen -- the agent from the opening 
scene.

She’s volunteering, serving food.

Charles’s eyes widen.

Charles makes a quick move to get out of sight, leaning 
against a sidewall.

CHARLES
(to himself)

Are you kidding me?

He gets anxious for a beat, but he takes a few breaths, 
closes his eyes, and composes himself. He pulls the hood over 
his head, then finally gets back on track. But as soon as he 
steps back out --

Karen sees him. They make eye contact. Charles freaks for a 
second. Karen tilts her head. Charles tenses up. But luckily 
for Charles, he was so unforgettable, Karen doesn’t recognize 
him enough to think twice about it. She looks away, 
continuing with her soup serving.

Charles holds his breath, anxious, then finally makes it 
through the front door.

INT. BASEMENT/SKID’S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Right where we last left off. Everyone at the table is 
staring at the shoebox, in a trance. Just as Donahue is about 
to yank the blanket off --

KING KURT
Wait.

Everyone looks up at King Kurt.

107.



108.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
(points)

Who the fuck is this?

Everyone looks at the monitor on the table.

CLOSE UP on the screen showing Charles walking down the hall, 
pulling the vacuum and carrying the duffle bag.

King Kurt nods to Donahue.

Donahue limps to the door and opens it to see Charles 
confidently standing behind it. He sets the vacuum down next 
to him and drops the duffle bag.

CHARLES
I’m here to see King Kurt.

INT. BASEMENT/SKID’S KITCHEN - NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

Charles is sitting directly across from King Kurt -- an 
interrogation scene.

Everyone is silent.

King Kurt is somewhat amused, gently petting Jesus, intrigued 
by the Spiderman costume-wearing, preppy, white kid. But 
everything he says is measured.

And at this point, Charles seems like a completely different 
person.

The duffle bag is now on the table in front of King Kurt. 
Vacuum is still by Charles.

KING KURT
(re: duffle bag)

Before we do anything, how did you 
get this?

CHARLES
I think you know how I got it.

KING KURT
You want to play this game?

CHARLES
I’m not playing any games. I got 
that from Vack.

(beat)
And Luke.

Everyone heads go from Charles to King Kurt.
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KING KURT
I see.

Everyone’s heads go from King Kurt back to Charles. This 
continues throughout the whole scene.

CHARLES
But I’m not here for that. I’m here 
for this.

Charles grabs the vacuum handle, tilting it toward himself.

King Kurt looks at the vacuum, then at Charles, studying the 
situation.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
I hear you like to trade.

KING KURT
Yes. But I wouldn’t quite say 
you’re in a position to trade.

(beat)
You see, now that I got my 
materials back, I don’t feel the 
need to continue doing business 
with you.

CUT TO:

INT. CHARLES COROLLA - NIGHT (SAME TIME)

Luke, Vack, and David are in the car, huddled around the 
other recorder, listening to Charles and King Kurt.

KING KURT (V.O.)
And as far as I know, those vacuums 
aren’t worth even enough to 
constitute me hearing what you have 
to say.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. BASEMENT/SKID'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Charles nods his head in agreement.

CHARLES
Can I be blunt with you?

KING KURT
Of course.
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CHARLES
The plan was for me to come in 
here, the unknown face, offering 
you your materials back, and this 
vacuum, in exchange for you to --

(thinks)
-- not hold our friend’s under 
contract anymore.

King Kurt tilts his head, squinting his eyes.

CUT TO:

INT. CHARLES COROLLA - NIGHT (SAME TIME)

CHARLES (V.O.)
But that’s not what I want to do.

Luke, Vack, and David all look at each other questioningly.

VACK
Da fuck is he doin’?

LUKE
Let’s see where this is going.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. BASEMENT/SKID'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

King Kurt is starting to get a little piqued.

KING KURT
Are they delusional? The work that 
they owe me isn’t worth all of this 
combined.

CHARLES
I thought you’d say that. Which is 
why I want to offer you -- 

CUT TO:

INT. CHARLES COROLLA - NIGHT (SAME TIME)

CHARLES (V.O.)
Luke.

Vack and David get serious, concerned.
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Luke just grins.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. BASEMENT/SKID'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

King Kurt leans forward in his seat.

KING KURT
Okay. You got my attention.

Charles leans forward in his seat.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
What do you want?

Charles takes his time, thinking.

CHARLES
Ten-thousand.

KING KURT
Ten-thousand?

CHARLES
Ten-thousand dollars right now, and 
I’ll tell you exactly where to find 
Luke.

King Kurt leans back and takes his time now, scanning every 
single person in the room.

KING KURT
How can I trust you?

CUT TO:

INT. CHARLES COROLLA - NIGHT (SAME TIME)

CLOSE UP on Luke. He grins, nodding his head, proud.

LUKE
It’s done.

Vack and David look at each other, confused.

CUT BACK TO:
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INT. BASEMENT/SKID'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Charles sighs, then looks up at King Kurt with a subtle 
condescending glare.

CHARLES
How can you trust me? Really?

King Kurt is definitely not liking Charles’s tone.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
I just risked my ass coming in 
here, I gave you back what 
rightfully belongs to you --

KING KURT
That’s enough.

CHARLES
I’m putting myself on the line, and 
you’re asking me about trust? I 
thought you were supposed to be a 
professional?

Everyone in the room goes pale.

KING KURT
Enough.

CHARLES
What kind of operation are you 
running here, anyway?

KING KURT
I’m not going to say it again.

CHARLES
I thought you knew how to trade -- 
Kurt.

King Kurt jumps out of his seat, slamming his hand on the 
table, scattering the cards and poker chips all over the 
place.

KING KURT
ENOUGH!

Jesus runs to Charles, stopping in front of him on the table, 
growling right in his face.

Everyone goes dead silent, holding their breath.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
Calm down, Jesus.
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Jesus sits.

King Kurt starts to walk to Charles, slowly moving around the 
table.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
First off, you got my name wrong. 
My name is King Kurt. Not Kurt. 
King Kurt. Now, I’ll let that slide 
because maybe you don’t know enough 
about me to know that you always 
call me by my name. I don’t give a 
fuck who you think you are. I 
deserve that respect. But based on 
everything else you’ve said 
tonight, I know you know enough 
about me to know that I am the 
fuckin’ king of trade in this whole 
fuckin’ city. And I don’t deserve 
the respect of your trade, I demand 
it. You don’t come in here offering 
me a trade, I allow you to beg for 
it. Do you understand?

Charles just blankly stares at King Kurt, not budging.

King Kurt nods to Donahue. Donahue runs out of frame.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
I’m going to make this trade with 
you.

Donahue runs back in frame and hands King Kurt a wad of cash.

KING KURT (CONT’D)
Then I’m going to kill you.

King Kurt drops the money on the table in front of Charles.

Charles looks at the money, then up at King Kurt.

CHARLES
You know what? You’re right.

Jesus tilts his head, ears sticking straight up.

Charles slowly reaches into the pocket of the hoodie and 
pulls out the recorder.

Jesus whips his head toward the door.

We hear the faint sound of footsteps.
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Charles drops the recorder on the table, right next to the 
money.

King Kurt’s eyes flicker from the recorder, to Jesus, to the 
door.

Jesus hops off the table, barking at the door.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
Your name is King Kurt.

Then the door bursts open and a SWAT TEAM barges into the 
room with riffles.

KING KURT
NOOOOOO!

Donahue tries to sprint, but, because of his limp, trips over 
himself and smashes to the ground right in front of a SWAT 
Team Members, who then points a riffle in his face.

King Kurt grabs the shoebox and tries to run, but is body 
slammed to the ground before he gets anywhere, the shoebox 
flies from his hands and slides under the table.

Jesus makes it out, scot-free.

Just as the chaos begins, the SWAT Team running around the 
room, forcing everyone on the ground, yelling at the top of 
their lungs --

SNAP TO:

EXT. CHARLE'S COROLLA - NIGHT (SAME TIME)

We’re outside of the car. It’s quiet and calm. We simply 
watch Luke, Vack, and David staring down at the recorder, 
listening to the chaos ensue.

FADE TO:

EXT. SKID’S KITCHEN - NIGHT (LATER)

Charles is standing right outside the front entrance, 
watching the aftermath -- police cars parked, more pulling 
up, a few SWAT vehicles parked, all the workers behind tape, 
and a whole crowd of people gathered around, gawking.

There are a few REPORTERS trying to get to Charles for an 
interview, but a POLICE OFFICER is keeping him separated from 
everyone, blocking the Reporters off with tape.
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The Police Officer pats Charles in the chest with his 
notepad.

POLICE OFFICER
Just hang out here for a bit, okay? 
Let me know if you need anything.

Charles nods. The Police Officer moseys over to a handful of 
other police officers, standing around the all The Skid 
Leads. They’re sitting in a circle on the ground, hands 
behind their backs.

Then we abruptly hear vicious YELLING coming from just inside 
the building.

The doors swing open, revealing King Kurt, hands cuffed 
behind his back, going psycho. He’s yelling, stomping his 
feet, straining his entire body to get free, and cussing at 
everyone like a child having a temper tantrum.

It takes three POLICE OFFICERS to drag him to the line of 
police cars.

Charles blankly watches King Kurt throwing his massive fit. 
All the PEOPLE of The Skid, the ones who were just scared of 
King Kurt, watch too, shaking their heads, condemning him.

Luke runs up and stops when he sees King Kurt.

King Kurt immediately shuts up when he sees Luke, completely 
calming himself, an insane grin on his face. Him and Luke 
intensely lock eyes for a long beat.

Everyone is dead silent, watching these two stare each other 
to death, until King Kurt is shoved into the back of the 
police car, the door is slammed shut.

All the People of The Skid look at Charles and Luke and nod, 
respect.

Luke slips past the Police Officers and makes it to Charles. 
He pats him on the back.

LUKE
You still want that job?

Charles looks at Luke, not getting it.

LUKE (CONT’D)
This is the place, man. The soup 
kitchen.

They both turn and blankly stare at the dull building.
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CHARLES
I’m good.

Then we hear a police siren bleep -- the car King Kurt is in. 
It starts to pull away.

Charles and Luke turn around and watch. They stand still, 
shoulder-to-shoulder, watching them haul King Kurt off.

King Kurt coldly stares at Charles and Luke through the back 
window, until the car disappears into the night.

Then out of nowhere, a POLICE OFFICER grabs Luke and starts 
yanking his arms behind his back, not reading him rights or 
anything.

POLICE OFFICER
We’ve been looking for you.

CHARLES
What the hell?

The Police Officer cuffs Luke. He doesn’t resist, not pleased 
about it, but not surprised.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
No, no, no. He didn’t do anything. 
What’s going on here?

LUKE
(to Police Officer)

Nice to see you too.

They’ve obviously encountered each other before.

Charles steps toward Luke, but the Police Officer stiff-arms 
him.

POLICE OFFICER
The fuck are you doin’, kid?

CHARLES
But -- but this is a mistake!

The Police Officer laughs at Charles.

LUKE
Charles -- it’s complicated. Gotta 
pay my dues too.

The Police Officer starts pushing Luke toward a police car. 
Charles tries to follow, but a SECOND POLICE OFFICER stops 
him.
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CHARLES
Wait!

As Luke is being put into the police car --

LUKE
The shoebox!

Then the door is slammed shut. Luke nods at Charles as the 
car pulls away.

INT. BASEMENT/SKID'S KITCHEN - NIGHT (LATER)

The room is a mess, cards, poker chips, chairs flung all over 
the place.

Charles squats down, looking around the room, then he spots 
the shoebox under the table.

As he slowly reaches for it --

KAREN (O.S.)
Hey!

Charles jumps and quickly turns to see Karen.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Do I know you?

Charles shakes his head.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Who are you?

CHARLES
(beat)

I’m nobody.

KAREN
No -- you look familiar.

CHARLES
I have a familiar face.

Karen thinks, intensely studying Charle’s face.

KAREN
Wait -- oh my God. You’re the kid I 
trampled all over this morning, 
aren’t you?

Karen laughs, shaking her head. Charles deflates, rolls his 
eyes.
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CHARLES
Ya got me.

Charles squats back down, grabs the shoebox, then hurries 
past Karen.

INT. HALLWAY/SKID’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Karen follows Charles into the hallway.

KAREN
Hold on! Wait a minute!

Karen moves to Charles and walks with him. Charles doesn’t 
stop for her.

CHARLES
(annoyed)

What? Wanna trample all over me 
some more?

KAREN
Listen -- I’m sorry about that. The 
whole thing. Really. Woke up on the 
wrong side of the bed this morning. 
That’s not really me.

Charles rolls his eyes -- like that means anything coming 
from a Hollywood agent.

CHARLES
Mhm. And what are you doing here? 
What happened to the whole 
“transporting the bums to San 
Francisco” thing?

Karen squints at Charles.

KAREN
Okay. And now, you got me. We gotta 
do something to rid ourselves from 
the guilt of this business. Are we 
even now?

Charles tisks and turns away, then moves through the front 
door. Karen follows right behind him.

EXT. SKID’S KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Karen moves with Charles, now the one who’s having to keep up 
with him. She leans closer to him, genuine, putting her arm 
around his shoulder as they walk.
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KAREN
(impressed)

You’re the one who made all this 
happen?

Charles nods.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Looks like I misjudged you, huh?

Karen waves her hand at the crazy scene.

WIDE SHOT of all the action. Police officers, police cars, 
flashing lights, ambulances, people being questioned and 
arrested, and just about everyone in The Skid gathered 
around, gawking at it all.

CHARLES
It happens.

KAREN
How about you tell me your story?

That stops Charles. He slows down and looks at Karen.

KAREN (CONT’D)
What’s your name again?

CHARLES
Charles.

KAREN
Tell me, Charles -- how the hell 
you end up here?

As Charles and Karen walk away, Karen’s arm still around his 
shoulder --

FADE TO:

BLACK

We pick up right where we left off with the Jazz intro from 
the beginning.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Heeerrr’s Charles Walker!

TITLE:

“Three Years Later”

FADE IN:
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INT. JIMMY KIMMEL STAGE - NIGHT

Charles, dressed all snazzy, clean-cut, looking like a brand 
new person, is sitting on stage with Jimmy Kimmel. And yes, 
he now has the whole formal-for-television thing going on, 
leaning into everything Kimmel says to keep the conversation 
from getting awkward.

JIMMY
Once Upon A Time In The Skid, 
people. Go see it.

The AUDIENCE claps.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
And all based on true events?

CHARLES
100%, Jimmy.

JIMMY
Completely true or based on true 
events? Cause there’s a difference, 
ya know?

CHARLES
Okay, fine. 93.5% true. The rest, 
we had to embellish for the big 
screen. You know how it goes.

JIMMY
Of course. But I gotta say, ya did 
a great job. Big step up from the 
show you were on last year.

CHARLES
Don’t remind me.

The audience laughs.

INSERT a badass movie poster with Charles, a Luke-type 
character, and a King Kurt-type character all back-to-back 
with guns, and “Once Upon A Time In The Skid” in big, bold 
letters. It’s cheesy, but it works.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
But none of it would be possible 
without my agent. I can’t say it 
enough, she’s the one who deserves 
the credit.

CLOSE UP on a TV Screen showing Karen backstage, nodding her 
head.
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The audience claps again.

KAREN
(playfully)

He’s nothing without me.

Jimmy puts his finger to his ear.

JIMMY
Oh -- and I’m just getting some new 
information from my producer.

(beat)
This Lucas character in the movie 
is based on a real person, right?

CHARLES
Yup. One of the craziest men you’d 
ever come in contact with, great 
human being, but as crazy as 
someone can be.

JIMMY
What happened to him?

CHARLES
He got locked up.

The audience goes “Awww.”

JIMMY
I hear you have some kind of 
souvenir from him or something?

CHARLES
Oh, yeah!

Charles reaches into his wallet and pulls out the sketch that 
Luke gave him when they first met.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
That’s me. Sketched by the man 
himself.

The crowd goes “awww” again. CLOSE UP of the sketch on 
Jimmy’s desk.

JIMMY
Sounds like an interesting guy.

CHARLES
You have no idea, Jimmy.

JIMMY
When was the last time you saw him?
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CHARLES
Oh, a couple years at least.

Jimmy has a huge smile on his face, giddily staring at 
Charles.

CHARLES (CONT’D)
What? Why’re you looking at me like 
that? You’re -- uh -- kinda 
freaking me out.

JIMMY
We did a little digging.

CHARLES
Okay.

JIMMY
And, boy, do we got a surprise for 
you.

(to his producer)
Do it, do it -- bring him out!

A spotlight pans to the stage entrance.

Everyone in the room goes quiet.

You can hear a pin drop.

Charles looks at the entrance, back at Jimmy, then back at 
the entrance.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
Come on out, Luke!

Then, as epic as humanly possible --

Luke comes out from backstage, dressed in an Armani suit, 
huge grin across his face.

Charles eyes get wide.

The whole studio jumps out of their seats, going batshit 
crazy, a roar of excitement.

Music kicks in.

Luke walks out on stage more, doing his little Ali-type 
shuffle, then he pauses, staring Charles right in the eye. 
And just as he bows with perfect Ojigi form --

FADE OUT.
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