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FADE IN:

INT. COMMERCIAL SHIP/RUSTED HOLDING CELL – DAY (DAWN)

Two MEN, hands bound behind backs, have bloodied faces and 
torn identical two piece olive green suits.  Seagulls and 
aquatic noises resonate.  

Like a wounded dog, PETER MAULER, 52, moans in frustration. 
He resembles a demented Ichabod Crane.  Beads of sweat run 
down his receding hairline as he struggles against his 
bonds.

TYLER MAULER, 25, choppy hair and skinny frame, glares at 
Peter with contempt.  His lip is bleeding.

TYLER MAULER
Brilliant idea.  C.E.O. knows 
best, right, Dad?  So how does it 
feel to have the truth put a gun 
to your head?  

 
Suddenly, both men freeze at the sound of approaching 
footsteps.  Someone lingers outside.  The reverberation of 
departing footsteps echoes down a long nautical hallway. 

 
PETER MAULER

Calm down.  I got this one. 
They’re overreacting.

 
TYLER

Overreacting?!? 
 

PETER
It’s a cultural misunderstanding, 
it’s happened before, and it’s 
nothing I can’t handle.  

(beat) 
You’re just like your mother, 
always jumping to the wrong 
conclusions.

TYLER
In case you haven’t noticed, your 
suit is stained with my blood.  I 
call that a serious fucking 
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(cont’d)
misunderstanding!

A single molar spits out of Peter’s mouth as he glares at 
Tyler with a stubborn ferocity. 

 
PETER

Son...  When we get back, you’re 
fired.

CLOSE-UP - PETER’S MOLAR ON GROUND

EXT. DENTAL OFFICE PARKING LOT - DAY

A giant cartoonish molar with an oversized grin adorns the 
top of a dental office.  The sign reads, ”Miles of Smiles 
Dental, Serving the South Bay Community Since 1994.”  Palm 
trees flank the sign on both sides.  A lone seagull flies 
through a clear blue sky.

SUPERIMPOSE: Nine Months Earlier

INT. DENTAL OFFICE/OP ROOM - DAY

The wallpaper has illustrations of animals smiling with 
human teeth, other decor includes sculptures of ballerinas 
dancing across rows of molars.  A saltwater fish tank teems 
with neon tropical fish.

Tyler, reclined in a dental chair, wears old club 
wristbands on his left wrist, his arms covered in tasteful 
full sleeve tattoos.  A dental lamp shines in his open 
mouth.

A dental hygienist, DONOVAN, 25, dons a set of light pink 
scrubs with a kitten design, thick horn-rimmed glasses, 
curly black hair, a beak-like nose, latex gloves and a face 
mask.  He flosses Tyler’s teeth with stern disappointment.

DONOVAN
Do you floss?

Tyler nods.
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DONOVAN
Tyler...  Do you floss?

TYLER
Sometimes.

Donovan gives Tyler look of wide-eyed disbelief. 

TYLER
Fine, okay, its been a while.

DONOVAN
Why would you lie to me, man?

TYLER
Look Donovan, I’ve been depressed.

DONOVAN
Dude, I know, but flossing is 
important.  Mick Jagger flosses 
thrice a day...

(snaps gloves off)
..and his band is still together.

TYLER
My band broke up.  Emily left me. 
I’m sorry but flossing is the 
furthest thing from my mind right 
now. 

Donovan rises the dental chair, handing Tyler a small 
plastic cup filled with green liquid.  Tyler swishes it 
before spitting into the dental spittoon. 

DONOVAN
Hey, remember Katie Tyler?  She 
sat behind us in 5th period 
Biology?  Huge tits?

TYLER
The one that laughed in your face 
when you asked her to prom?

DONOVAN
No, she didn’t.  She was laughing 
at a joke I made up.  Stop 
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(cont’d)
distracting me.  Well, this Katie 
Tyler had her teeth cleaned the 
other day.

TYLER
And?

DONOVAN
And she asked about you.

(high pitched voice)
“Oh, Tyler Mauler!  Do you still 
talk to him.  Is he still playing 
music?  I want to have his 
children!”

TYLER
She didn’t say that.

DONOVAN
Okay, I added the part about the 
children, but she did ask about 
you.  Come on!  A pretty little 
distraction might help!

TYLER
I don’t know.

DONOVAN
She’s a hot mom!  I’d do her. 

TYLER
I’m still trying to wrap my head 
around my divorce, Donovan.  
Thanks but no thanks.

DONOVAN 
Oh, and whats this shit about you 
working for Neat Pete at I.D.A?

TYLER
I’m broke.  My Dad offered me a 
job.  I’ve gotta do something, 
right?

(beat)
What?
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DONOVAN
Dr. Shapiro worships your dad.

TYLER
So?

DONOVAN
Dr. Shapiro, my boss, is a total 
douche.  You’re telling me that 
you’ve said goodbye to rock ‘n 
roll to follow in the footsteps 
of your douche worshiped old man?

TYLER
(gets up to leave)

Thanks for the pep talk, Donovan.

DONOVAN
Hey man, I’m sorry.  I’m kinda 
high right now and, well, you 
know how I get. 

TYLER
Kinda high?

DONOVAN
Look, I don’t need this Spanish 
inquisition, okay?  I hate my job 
but I can’t quit.  Once you get 
into dental, you can never get 
out!

TYLER
If getting stoned helps you 
concentrate, do it, but warn me 
next time. 

DONOVAN
Oh, before I forget, could you 
send us more of the I.D.A Denture 
Caverns?  Dr. Douche loves them.

Donovan pulls out a large red decorative apple, which opens 
to reveal a full set of dentures.  He makes it open and 
close as if it were talking.
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INT. GUESTHOUSE – DAY
 

Tyler goes through stacks of unopened cardboard boxes in a 
bare and empty room.  He stumbles upon a parcel with 
wedding invitations, old concert tickets, and a picture of 
a stunning young Japanese woman.  Tyler stares at the photo 
for a moment before crumpling it up.

Drunken MITCH MAULER’s outgoing message blares through on 
speakerphone.

 
MITCH MAULER (V.O.)

(over phone, filtered)
Heya Tyler!  It’s Uncle Mitch.   
Just checkin in.  Look, you’re 
welcome to stay with me until you 
get back on your feet, okay?  So 
your ex-wife took every penny!  
Big deal.  Get over it.  There’s 
more tuna in the sea.  Anyhoo, 
you’re gonna love I.D.A.  It’s a 
piece of cake!  Adios amigo!

Tyler spots a book by a mirror, How to Sew a New Pocket 
Filled with Money by Rex Buckley.  A yellow post-it note 
reads: “Welcome to your new life! Please go over the first 
chapter before we talk tomorrow. Love DAD.”  

An old childhood photo of Tyler and Peter with guitars and 
a drum set fall from open pages.  Tyler catches his 
reflection.  A deadpan blank expression stares back into 
his red weary eyes.

INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/KITCHEN – DAY (DAWN)

Mitch Mauler, 38, a chubby ex-frat boy with a childlike 
face, makes coffee.  A blue U.C.L.A t-shirt and grey sweat 
pants cover his obese figure. The walls are adorned with 
Hawaiian themed decor. 

 
RADIO DJ (V.O)

And here's Sam the Sham and the 
Pharaohs with “Wooly Bully!”
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SAM THE SHAM (V.O.)
“Uno, Dos, One, Two, Tres, 
Cuatro/  Matty told Hatty about a 
thing she saw/  Had two big horns 
and a wooly jaw/  Wooly bully, 
wooly bully/  Wooly bully, wooly 
bully, wooly bully/  Hatty told 
Matty let's don't take no chance/ 
Let's not be L-seven come and 
learn to dance/  Wooly bully, 
wooly bully””

 
Mitch lip synchs, twists across the white linoleum kitchen 
floor, does a dramatic spin, bites his lower lip and humps 
the air.  He pours coffee with flair into a massive mug 
that reads “Best Father in Existence,” followed with a 
liberal amount of Jack Daniel’s.  Mitch continues to rock 
out, taking his first sip of spiked coffee.

 
MITCH

Fuckin’ A!

INT. GUESTHOUSE/BEDROOM – DAY (DAWN)
 

Tyler sleeps on a bare mattress on the floor as Mitch raps 
his knuckles on Tyler’s window from outside.

MITCH (O.S.)
Wake up call!!!

Tyler groans awake.  He picks up his cell phone to check 
the time.  It reads: “5:35AM - Four Missed Calls - Dad.”  
Tyler buries his head under his pillows.

 
 

INT. PETER’S HOUSE/HOME OFFICE - DAY
 

Peter wears only a black Speedo and a pair of black dress 
socks as he does pushups to Brazilian samba music.

 
PETER

Eighty-nine!  Ninety!  Ninety-
one!  Ninety-two!
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Neat calligraphic lettering covers a white board: “I.D.A. 
AGENDA: EMPHASIS ON RELATIONSHIPS, FEAR OF GOD, GUERILLA 
WARFARE, SOCIAL NETWORKING, TECHNOLOGY, STEAL COMPETITORS 
IDEAS.”

Tribal masks line the walls, thick incense burns, the 
O.C.D. tidy room has practical furniture. Clean and boring.
 
Peter pops five multicolored vitamins, downs a glass of 
water, and picks up a Shake Weight.  The flesh on his face 
flops along with the jerk off movement of the gimmicky 
health device.  

EXT. MITCH’S HOUSE/DRIVEWAY – DAY
 

Tyler sports black Ray Bans, white dress shirt and black 
tie.  He walks through a row of parked pickup trucks.  Tiki 
statues, flowers of paradise, and aquatic rope cover the 
lawn.  Mitch yells at him through an open door from the 
house.

 
MITCH (O.S.)

And your dad called.  He’s 
pissed!  He said you didn’t pick 
up your phone.  Call him on your 
way to Costco, okay?  Just do it!  
Don’t argue.  Just say yes.

NED GUPTA, 50, Hindu-American, bespectacled, messy white 
beard, sports a loud Hawaiian shirt, short shorts, and open 
toed sandals. He’s behind the wheel of a raised 1984 Toyota 
pickup truck. 

A descending window reveals a blue parrot, MR. BLUEBIRD, 
perched on a custom made bird stand strapped in with a 
seatbelt.

 
NED

These darn birds.  Mr. Bluebeard 
will bite off all of his feathers 
if he’s left alone for one 
second!
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INT. TOYOTA PICKUP TRUCK - DAY - MOVING
 

Ned drives at an alarming speed, honking at a car as he 
merges into a lane.  They pass a bride and groom exiting a 
church outside.  Jubilant wedding guests throw rice. 

 
NED

Poor Bastard!  I was married 
once.  Jesus H. Christ!  What a 
mistake that was!

 
Ned cackles and Mr. Bluebeard mimics him.

 
MR. BLUEBEARD

Mistake!  Mistake!
 

EXT. WEDDING RECEPTION - DAY - (FLASHBACK)
 

Tyler, dressed in a white tux, and his beautiful Japanese 
wife EMILY, 23, smile and wave as they make their way 
through a crowd towards a limousine.  The Maulers provide a 
striking contrast to the calm, Japanese in-laws. 

Ned, Mitch, and Peter wear baby blue tuxedos, drunk, taking 
long swigs from a silver flask.  They put their arms around 
Tyler’s shoulders as if they were in a football huddle.

 
MITCH

Congrabulations, MAAAAAN!

NED
I hope your marriage works out 
better then mine did!

 
Ned and Mitch smirk and giggle.  Tyler flinches at their 
boozed, warm breath as Peter blathers on.

 
PETER

So Tyler, you’re on your way to 
the wedding bed, ready to take 
what’s yours.  But being a 
Mauler, you first have to follow 
a sacred family tradition.  Let 
me explain.  You get two options.  
Either you strip down naked in 
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(cont’d)
front of everybody and streak to 
your limousine.  Or you let us 
dog pile you right here, right 
now.

 
TYLER

(eyes shut)
Just do it.  Dog pile me.

 
With unnerving speed, they let go of Tyler.  Mitch wails a 
Tarzan-like war cry while slamming his huge body into 
Tyler.  Peter jumps on top of Mitch so that his skinny ass 
rubs Tyler’s face.  Ned snaps pictures and cackles high, 
loud, and nonstop, tears of joy flowing from his eyes.  

The Asian in-laws are stunned.  Emily is red with anger.  
The melee rolls Tyler through grass and mud, ruining his 
white tux.  Ned laughs so hard that he pukes, knocking his 
glasses off of his face.

 
 

INT. TOYOTA PICKUP TRUCK - DAY - MOVING
 

Ned circles the Costco parking lot trying to find a space.

NED
Better if you go on ahead.  Like 
I said, this damn bird...

 
Ned parks the truck into a blue handicapped spot under a 
tree.

 
 

INT. COSTCO SHOPPING CENTER - DAY
 

Tyler pushes a giant shopping cart, holding a list covered 
with Mitch’s illegible scribbles.  Oversized items surround 
him.  Tyler stoops down and struggles to lift a 100 pound 
bag of “Lucky Pup” dog food.
 
A giant yellow 90s cellphone blasts a deafening chirp from 
Tyler’s belt.  Shoppers stare at Tyler with disgust.  He 
struggles to figure out which button to push.
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TYLER
Hello?

 
PETER (V.O.)

(over phone, filtered)
I thought you were going to call 
me.

 
TYLER

Mitch sent me to Costco, Dad. 
Sorry, I forgot.

 
Tyler, unable to switch off walkie-talkie mode, continues 
his errand, avoiding eye contact with other shoppers.

 
PETER (V.O.)

(over phone, filtered)
We have to distinguish that I am 
the C.E.O.  Everything is to be 
run by me first.  If the C.E.O. 
calls you requesting a call back, 
that is your first priority.  
Mitch, the vice president, is one 
step below the senior president, 
C.E.O., chief executive officer, 
of I.D.A. incorporated.

TYLER
Dad, okay, but I’m at Costco.  
Can this wait until I’m back at 
Mitch’s?

PETER (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

You aren’t understanding me.  Let 
me explain again more clearly.  I 
am the C.E.O. of I.D.A. 
Incorporated.  You are to report 
to me at 7:00 AM sharp.  Every.  
Day.

 
Ned bursts through a stack of paper towels, out of breath 
and shouting.

 
NED

We gotta go!  The cops are 
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(cont’d)
telling me to move the truck and 
you have the keys!

 
PETER (V.O.)

(over phone, filtered)
And as the new employee, this 
kind of behavior will NOT be
tolerate --

 
TYLER

Dad, we have to move Mitch’s 
truck.  I’ll call you back.

 
Tyler hangs up and clips it back on his belt. It chirps 
again. Ned hurries Tyler to the entrance, maneuvering 
around other shoppers.  

 
 

INT. TOYOTA PICKUP TRUCK - DAY - MOVING
 

Tyler drives, processing the unfolding events like a silent 
monk.  Ned rants and raves, covering Mr. Bluebeard’s ears 
when cussing.

 
NED 

Goddamn cock sucker son of a 
bitch fuckin goddamn son of a 
bitch!   I’ve got brain damage,
for Christ’s sake!  Those guys 
don’t know how hard it is to make 
any money with my kind of injury.  
It was a freak work accident!  
Shards of metal are still crammed 
up there!  Didn’t have my 
handicapped placard cause I left 
it in the goddamn washing 
machine.  All I want is the 
freedom to raise my parrots in 
peace! 

 
Tyler lights up a cigarette, windows down.  Ned strokes Mr. 
Bluebeard’s blue feathers, inhaling the second-hand smoke.

 
NED

I love the smell of smoke.  Had 
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(cont’d)
to quit.  I remember back in the 
day when a guy could get a carton 
of Chinese cigarettes in Mexico 
for 50 pesos.  Hey, that reminds 
me, we have to stop by Mr. 
Wong’s.  He finally repaired the 
I.D.A. server.  Like I always 
say, fuck the 405, just take 
Sepulveda. 

 
 

EXT. MR. WONG’S HOUSE/DRIVEWAY - DAY 

Tyler makes an unprotected left in Ned’s beat up Toyota 
truck into a rundown Los Angeles suburban driveway.  The 
front lawn is brown and dead.

INT. MR. WONG’S HOUSE - DAY 
 

The house has Asian bikini calendars from the last 10 years 
plastered on the walls, newspapers overflow in the hallway.   
An open door deeper in the house reveals a computer repair 
laboratory with ancient Mac and PC computers in various 
states of disrepair.

MR. WONG, 37, nods his bald head curtly to Tyler before 
shoving a beige computer tower in Tyler’s arms.  Ned 
motions Tyler to carry it back to the truck. Tyler bumps 
into a giant golden Buddha on his way out.
  

MR. WONG
This computer as good as new.  It 
had many virus on it, my staff 
remove.  Ned, here is your knife 
you like.  I give you two for 
price of one.

 
Ned inspects a one inch jade pocket knife with a nasty, 
jagged blade, opening and closing it, examining its 
sharpness like a professional.

 
NED

Thanks, Wong!  Did you get our 
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(cont’d)
other shipment?

EXT. MR. WONG’S HOUSE/DRIVEWAY - DAY
 

Tyler leans up against a telephone pole and lights a 
cigarette.  A homeless man pushes his shopping cart slowly 
along the sidewalk, rooting through Wong’s garbage can.  
Ned and Wong conspire behind a tattered screen door. Wong 
hands Ned a thick pile of stapled paper.  

 
NED

(yelling)
Tyler!  Get the hell in here and 
help me carry these boxes! 

 
Tyler throws down his fresh cigarette and ambles back to 
Ned.  A stack of 25 unmarked boxes, five high five across, 
greets him.

 
 

INT. TOYOTA PICKUP TRUCK - NIGHT (DUSK) - MOVING
 

Groceries, building supplies, and unmarked boxes press 
against an exhausted Tyler as a refreshed Ned drives, 
cooing over his bird.

 
NED

Damn it!  I told Mitch we’d be 
back by now!  There’s some work 
he wanted you to do in the 
garage.

 
MR. BLUEBEARD

Goddamn cock sucker son of a 
bitch fuckin goddamn son of a 
bitch!

 
NED

(to Mr. Bluebeard)
Language!  Looks like Mr. Blue 
Beard only chomped off a feather 
or two. It’s okay big guy. 

(sings)
“You are my sunshine/  My only 
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(cont’d)
sunshine/  You make me happy/  
When skies are grey.”

 

INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/GARAGE - NIGHT
 

A lone Tyler finishes hammering drywall.  Sweat and filth 
cover him.  The floor is littered with noisy bald baby 
parrots in crates. 

 
 

INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/HOME OFFICE - NIGHT
 

Tyler trails in drywall particulate, burnt out and dirty, 
his clothes ruined.  A silent History Channel program plays 
to an empty room.

TYLER
Mitch, I think I’m done... Mitch?

 
MITCH (O.S.)

Back here!  I’m in the hot tub.  
What a day!  Bring us more beers, 
goddammit!  And a Diet Coke for 
my J.D. 

 
NED (O.S.)

Get that fucker in the left 
corner!  On the fence!  Two 
o’clock!

 
An air gun goes off, followed by a sickening thud.  Buddy 
barks madly.  A cloud of dust shadows Tyler as he turns to 
leave. 

 
 

EXT. MITCH’S BACKYARD - NIGHT
 

Cream’s “Strange Brew” blares from outdoor speakers.  Mitch 
relaxes in a hot tub, smoking a joint.  Ned lounges on a 
lawn chair wearing a blue Hawaiian shirt and khaki shorts, 
holding a cigar and air rifle.  Buddy barks at something.

MITCH
Another damn squirrel!  Shoot the 
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(cont’d)
hairy son of a bitch!

 
Ned jumps up to attention like an old soldier, dropping his 
cigar.

NED
Where is he?  My eyes aren’t 
adjusted.

 
Ned aims his air rifle, fires, and misses.

 
MITCH

You dumb ass!
 

A filthy Tyler enters with a six pack of beer and a liter 
of Diet Coke.

 
MITCH

Big man on campus has returned!  
Got my brewskis?

 
Tyler tosses a beer to Mitch before opening one for 
himself.  Right before Tyler takes his first sip, Ned 
swoops in and snatches Tyler’s beer.  Ned takes a long 
gulp, spilling beer onto his beard.

 
NED

Ahhhhhhh!  That hit the spot!  
Nice and cold.  I remember when 
all beers were warm.  We’d go 
down to San Pedro where we risked 
getting our asses kicked by 
Croatian sailors.  Or maybe they 
were Bulgarians.  I don’t know.  
We were young and dumb.  We just 
wanted to get laid.  And the 
Croatians were damn protective of 
their women folk, I’ll tell you!

 
MITCH

(very stoned)
Shut it, Ned!  Tyler, get in here 
now, you young blood!  Welcome to 
I.D.A!  Let’s get shit faced!
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TYLER
Are you naked in there, Uncle 
Mitch?

MITCH
Damn right I’m naked, mother 
fucker!  Naked as a jaybird.  
Fuck anyone who tries and tell me 
what to do.  Fuck the I.R.S..  
Fuck the cops.  Fuck everyone.  
Take a pull off this jay, 
Goddammit! 

 
Mitch heaves his steaming naked body from underwater and 
shoves a joint into Tyler’s other hand.  Tyler averts his 
eyes as Mitch re-submerges, inhales too deeply, and coughs 
out a huge milky cloud of smoke.

 
MITCH

Remember Tyler, we got a meeting 
at the office in the morning, but 
I can handle it if you can!

 

EXT. I.D.A. OFFICE - DAY

A depressing row of low rent offices in a suburban Los 
Angeles parking lot in sight of the freeway.  A yellowing 
cracked sign above one of the doors reads, “I.D.A. Dental 
Supplies. Truly Yours Since 1987.”

INT. I.D.A. CUBICLE OFFICE/MEETING ROOM - DAY

Ancient beige PC towers, cliche motivational posters, and 
smooth jazz background music.  Five haggard overweight 
HOUSEWIVES and three YOUNG WOMEN staff the I.D.A. 
Headquarters.  Peter addresses the unmotivated employees as 
if he was orating to an auditorium full of people.

PETER
Ladies!  Those homemade cupcakes 
look delicious!  Now... 

(claps hands together) 
...lets get to business.  The 
reason we called this staff 
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(cont’d)
meeting is to introduce you to 
our newest employee, Tyler 
Mauler.

Peter signals Tyler to join him.  A green faced, hungover 
Tyler rises from his squeaky chair to a round of 
halfhearted applause with tightlipped forced smiles.       

PETER
We would like you all to know 
that just because he is my son 
doesn’t mean that he should be 
treated differently.  Like Rex 
Buckley said, “Equality among 
employees promotes the winning 
team mentality.”

Peter flashes a smile to the irritated office staff.  
Phones continue to ring from empty cubicles. Mitch doodles 
squirrels on his yellow legal pad of paper.

PETER
Tyler is now part of our winning 
team.  He will increase sales and 
move the company voice forward.  
Over the next four weeks, I will 
be giving him the intensive Rex 
Buckley training to prepare him 
for the world of dental sales.  
We hope that you all will take 
him in and nurture his growth.  
Now Mitch wanted to talk to you 
about your lack of productivity.

Halfway back to his seat, Tyler exits with nauseous 
determination while the entire female staff stares on with 
silent hate.  Mitch struggles to get up from his chair. 

INT. I.D.A. CUBICLE OFFICE/RESTROOM - DAY

Tyler splashes his pallid face in a bathroom sink while 
Mitch urinates.  Tyler gargles, spits out water, and dry 
heaves.
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MITCH
Better out than in!  Drinking 
always makes me piss like a race 
horse.  Ahhhhh!  

A cheerful Mitch finishes his marathon urination.  Without 
washing his hands, Mitch slaps Tyler’s back a little too 
hard.

MITCH
Man!  You’re some light weight.  
Still, we had fun!  

(beat) 
I hope I proved that I’m the sane 
one in the bunch.  Piece of 
advice.  Don’t listen to your 
Dad, listen to me.  Okay?  He’s a 
pain in the ass, I know most of 
all.  I’ve had to deal with his 
big brother bullshit every day of 
my life.  Don’t worry.  Just 
stick with me, broseph!

Mitch slaps Tyler’s back once again before exiting.  Tyler 
returns to his porcelain vomitorium.

INT. I.D.A. CUBICLE OFFICE – DAY

Mitch, while micromanaging eight women at their desks, 
winks and gives Tyler a big thumbs-up.  Peter hides like a 
manic vampire in an empty cubicle, waiting with impatience 
for Tyler.  In a flash, Peter corners him and grasps his 
shoulders.

PETER
Congratulations, son!  Welcome to 
the family business.  First and 
foremost, let me clarify 
something.  When I talk to you 
and call you son, it means I’m 
talking to you as dad not C.E.O.  
All right, son?  Now I’m going to 
address you as C.E.O.  In this 
world, there are hunters and 
there are farmers.  I need you to 
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(cont’d)
be a hunter now that you're part 
of the team. 

(dramatic pause)
There’s someone special I want 
you to meet next month at the 
convention in Chicago.

TYLER
Dad, don’t try to set me up with 
any girls again!  Please.  The 
last one was a real nut job.

PETER
I’m not talking to you as dad, 
I’m talking to you as C.E.O., 
okay?  When we arrive in Chicago, 
you’ll be introduced to an old 
friend of mine.  See what he has 
to say.  Maybe you’ll learn a 
thing or two about how to hunt 
like a real salesman.  Treat him 
to dinner on the company card, 
but don’t tell Mitch. 

TYLER
Okay dad, fine.  Whatever you 
say.

PETER
(forcefully)

C.E.O.

TYLER
(reluctantly)

C.E.O.

INT. GUESTHOUSE/BATHROOM - DAY

Tyler stares at his miserable reflection brushing his 
teeth. Peter’s olive green suit hangs loose off of his 
frame.  Tyler discovers a business card in his inside 
breast pocket. It reads: “Peter Mauler, C.E.O. of I.D.A. 
Inc., Safety First, Fun Later.” 
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INT. OLD GREY DATSUN (1988) - DAY - MOVING - (FLASHBACK)

Eight year old Tyler plays with a basketball between 
unmarked boxes in the back seat.  Peter, hair flowing with 
windows down, drums his fingers along with the music.  Both 
don identical olive green suits.  Peter hands young Tyler a 
stick of spearmint gum. 

PETER
(over enunciating) 

We’re going to visit my friend 
Kareem.  Do you remember Kareem?

YOUNG TYLER
Basketball, Dad! I wanna go now!

PETER
Now son, we’ll play basketball 
after we say hi to Kareem.

YOUNG TYLER
Promise?

PETER
Yes, right after we deliver these 
boxes in East L.A.  Oh!  Rolling 
Stones!

Young Tyler stares at the hard stick of gum, wind blowing 
through his blond hair.  Peter cranks the radio and screams 
along with “Jumping Jack Flash.”

PETER
“I was born in a crossfire 
hurricane!” 

INT. RESTAURANT (CHICAGO) – DAY

In a light snowfall, convention attendees ride an escalator 
into a convention center across the street.  A sign outside 
reads: “Welcome to the Greater Chicago Dental Convention.” 

Tyler and a man with brown complexion occupy a large 
circular booth. KAREEM, early sixties, an elegant soft 
spoken Hindu-American man, dressed in a tidy grey suit with 
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a gentleman’s handkerchief tucked in his front left breast 
pocket. 

WAITRESS
(chirpy)

What can I get for you two?

TYLER
Kareem, order whatever you want, 
it’s on I.D.A. today

KAREEM
I will have the grand slam 
breakfast with pancakes.

TYLER
Just coffee for me.

KAREEM
And a glass of water, please.

WAITRESS
All-righty, handsome!  Be right 
back!

TYLER
My dad couldn’t make it today.  I 
guess he’s setting up the booth. 

(beat)
How was the flight?

KAREEM 
Nothing special.  All of the 
films were already bootlegged in 
India ages ago.

(beat) 
Your father told me that you can 
be trusted.  Has he mentioned our 
new arrangement? 

TYLER
What do you mean?

KAREEM
We want to work with I.D.A. to 
provide a more reasonably priced 
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(cont’d)
dental alternative.   

TYLER
Not following you.

KAREEM
Well, there is a thing called 
grey market.  It is not black 
market, and it is not exactly 
white market.

TYLER
Okay...

KAREEM
Give this to your father.  It is 
our latest list of supplies. 

Tyler takes it with hesitation. The waitress returns with 
drinks.

KAREEM
I will do this for your father 
and only your father.  He is a 
wonderful man.  You are lucky to 
have him.  Back in 1991, we 
embarked on a lifelong 
friendship.  He helped 
orchestrate my wedding ceremony.  
In return, I help him with his 
business. 

Tyler has a concerned expressions as he flips through the 
catalog.  His coffee sends wisps of steam into the air. 

KAREEM
If you’d seen my wife, you’d 
understand.  The whitest rose in 
the entire universe, Sandy...

INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/HOME OFFICE – NIGHT

Exuding casualness, Ned gulps from a carton of half and 
half while devouring a snickers bar from the plush comfort 
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of his armchair.

MITCH
Ned!  Dammit, Ned!  I need that 
half and half for my white 
Russian!  And I told you, no 
birds in the house!

Ned departs with Mr. Bluebeard, mumbling in resentment.  A 
chime from Mitch’s computer indicates a new email from 
Peter.  Mitch bellows a deep sigh.  In all caps, the email 
states: 

“MITCH PLS FOLLOW UP AND BUY G.P.S. ENABLED RUNNING SHOES 
TAKE CARE OF THIS IMMEDIATELY PLS THANKS PETE.”  

Mitch Googles “G.P.S. enabled running shoes” as his phone 
rings.  He talks on speakerphone as he continues the search 
for the shoes, distracting him somewhat.

MITCH
Hello?

TYLER (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

What the fuck is up with this 
grey market shit, Mitch?  That 
Kareem guy creeped me out.

MITCH
Kareem’s great!  Don’t worry 
about it.  We’ve been doing grey 
market for years and make a great 
commission.

TYLER (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

So, I hear about grey market for 
the first time from some weird 
dude at Denny’s? 

MITCH
Calm down. We had to trust that 
you wouldn’t mess it up, that’s 
all.  Now you know how the 
Maulers do business.
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TYLER (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

I’m not going to do anything 
that’ll get me in trouble.

MITCH
You’ll be in trouble if you don’t 
find a way to earn your keep! 

(Sighs)
Look, they try to fuck everybody 
over with import charges.  Grey 
market is a way around it.  
That’s why it’s called grey 
market.

TYLER (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Yeah, that’s exactly what Kareem 
said over his stack of pancakes, 
but I still don’t get it.  How 
can something be semi-legal?  
Does that even exist?

MITCH
It’s perfectly legal as long as 
you don’t get caught.  And if you 
do, it’s no big deal.  Good old 
Ned and his law degree say so.

TYLER (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Great.  So I’m their new sales rep?

MITCH
Just in Southern California.  Did 
you put that that meal on the 
company card?  God dammit!

EXT. CONVENTION CENTER (CHICAGO) – DAY

Tyler and Peter in matching olive green suits, follow a 
herd of dental denizens with wheel suitcases.  DR. HARRY, 
42, goatee, spots Peter and gives a strong handshake, words 
steaming out of his mouth.
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DR. HARRY
Hi, Peter!  How are you!

PETER
Great Dr. Harry!  Neat Pete, 
remember me?

DR. HARRY
Of course!

PETER
By the way, this is my son, 
Tyler.  Older and wiser and rid 
of that bitch ex-wife!

DR. HARRY
(shakes Tyler’s hand)

Ha! Good to see you again!  Hey, 
did your dad ever tell you about 
the convention in Jamaica ten 
years ago?  Some dirty joke of 
his pissed off an entire room of 
people.  What was that woman’s 
name, Pete?  Wasn’t she the head 
of a big dental dealer?

PETER
Yeah, yeah, anyway, you guys 
interested in grey market?

DR. HARRY
We could be.

PETER
(handing supply list)

Take one of these.  Keep it 
quiet.

DR. HARRY
(handing business card)

Will do, Peter.  We’ll keep in 
touch.  Better not be those damn 
Chinese smuggling ‘em in again!  
That expired shit caught on fire! 
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PETER
I.D.A. has a deal with East 
Indian distributers.  They 
absolutely guarantee high quality 
products.

DR. HARRY
Good to hear.  I’ll take a look 
at this when I get back to 
Madison.  Boy, oh boy!  You and 
your old man were a real sales 
team back in the day!

PETER
My son could be my twin!  What a 
shame!  Give him your card, son!

Tyler reluctantly hands Dr. Harry a business card, but the 
two grown men don’t notice his hesitation.

DR. HARRY
(glancing at the card)

“Safety first, fun later!”  Ha! 
Ty, your dad is a crazy, crazy 
guy!  Stick with him!  Nothing’s 
better than an old fashioned 
father and son team.  Bye fellas!

Dr. Harry hops on an ascending escalator. An overexcited 
Peter turns to Tyler with a huge grin, gesturing wildly. 

PETER
Did you see that?  We have a huge 
advantage over the ‘same old-same 
old’ boring fat sales guy!  Rex 
Buckley always said, “Success 
sprouts from unseen opportunity.”  
So Tyler, what’s the opportunity 
here?

TYLER
To sell more dental supplies?

PETER
No, you aren’t listening...  The 
opportunity here?
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TYLER
Increase sales?

PETER
No!  Two words. Grey market!

INT. CONVENTION CENTER/I.D.A. BOOTH – DAY

Tyler and a nerdy Taiwanese man JERRY WONG, 61, maintain a 
vast array of dental equipment spread out on a display 
table.  Wealthy foreigners stroll past.  

An oral surgery video, playing on eternal repeat within 
eyesight, shows in gory detail a laser slicing into smoking 
gums.  Disgusting oral diseases, bloody gums, and rotten 
teeth are plastered on huge posters in every direction. 

Senses overloaded, Tyler realizes that he was in the middle 
of a conversation with a BRAZILIAN DENTIST, 40, over a blue 
and white dental scaler.  His assistant, a BRAZILIAN WOMAN, 
21, plays with the I.D.A. Denture Vault Apple, opening and 
closing it with amusement.

BRAZILIAN DENTIST
So, I was asking does the chamber 
also hold a saline solution or 
only water?  I mean with this 
newer Blanco model, you have two, 
one with water and one with 
saline?  Why should I buy yours?

TYLER
We have a competitive price and 
better customer service.  Plus 
we’ll throw in an endo scaling 
tip for free.

Tyler hands him an artistically outdated flyer that was 
designed in 1993.

BRAZILIAN DENTIST
Scan my badge?
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Tyler obliges, noticing a slender young WOMAN making a sale 
at a nearby booth.  She laughs at a rotund mustached 
DENTIST’s joke.  Jerry elbows Tyler.

JERRY
Look at her.  She’s cute, huh?  
We should get ones like her over 
here.  We’d make a killing!

Tyler steals another glance. The two make eye contact.  
Instant electric attraction.  She flashes a flirtatious 
smile.  Tyler reciprocates before she turns away, fusses 
with her hair, and pretends to busy herself by reorganizing 
her display table.

JERRY
Convention romance never lasts.  
Ask your Dad about Florida ’94.  
Anyway, how are you making the 
transition to Dental Sales, rock 
star?

TYLER
Well, it’s hard working with 
family, but I’m trying to make 
the best of it.

JERRY
What ever happened with your 
band?

TYLER
Egos and drugs get in the way of 
creativity sometimes.  It’s like 
any relationship, if you’re not 
willing to compromise, then your 
partnership is toast.

JERRY
I understand.  I sympathize, you 
know.  When I was your age, my 
dream was to play clarinet in the 
National Symphony in Hong Kong.  
My father told me that I would 
never amount to anything as a 
musician, and I began working for 
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(cont’d)
him exporting dental supplies to 
the States.  And now I’m here, 
still doing the same.  My advice 
to you would be to follow your 
dream, no matter what your father 
thinks.

Tyler is politely listening to Jerry, but he is watching 
the girl across the aisle, following her every move, 
intoxicated.  Jerry pushes up his thick glasses atop his 
head, brings his wristwatch to his left eye, and takes out 
a wad of $100 bills. 

JERRY
I’ll tell you what, you deserve a 
break.  That pizza stand looked 
good.  Get me two slices and 
something for yourself.  Keep the 
change.  Don’t tell your father.  
It’s your commission from your 
sales today.

TYLER
Sure thing, boss.

JERRY
And have some fun Tyler.  Live a 
little.  Get out of that head of 
yours.

INT. CONVENTION CENTER/EXHIBITOR LOUNGE – DAY

At the coffee dispensers, Tyler chooses a paper cup out of 
a disorderly stack.  The first dispenser spittles several 
drops before running dry.  Next one, empty.  Another one, a 
push down type coffee dispenser, wheezes like an old man.  
Nothing spurts out.  A fat mustached dental SALESMAN #1 
shakes his balding head.

SALESMAN #1
Bunch of cheapskates, aren’t 
they?  Not even refilling the 
coffee.  I tell you, these 
conventions get worse and worse 
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(cont’d)
every year.  Everything is 
Chinese and Indian made these 
days.  And now those companies 
are importing direct.  It’s 
screwing over everything in 
America.  The mom and pop 
wholesalers like me.  I might as 
well have stayed home.  My wife 
is going to ask me how much I 
sold at this convention.  Our 
house is going through 
foreclosure.  I’m going to have 
to tell her we have to move.  Not 
looking forward to that one.

TYLER
Sorry to hear that.

SALESMAN #1
That’s okay.  You’re a young 
buck.  God knows we need some 
fresh blood. 

(looks past him in awe)
My, my mercy...

KAREN FLYNN, 25, yapping on her cell phone, heads towards 
Tyler.  She has shed the “funny, cute, girly” persona.

KAREN FLYNN
Well, I don’t care how much you 
need the work, no one should talk 
to you like that.  Discrimination 
is discrimination.

(plunges empty urn)
Shit.  Look Herman, I’ve got to 
go.  All right?  Kisses.

Karen hangs up the phone and tries again with no luck.  
Tyler looks on, smiling.

TYLER
Hate to break it to you, but the 
shitty coffee has run dry.  It 
tasted like burnt soap anyway.
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KAREN
Thanks for the tip. Hey, you’re 
working across from me, aren’t 
you?

TYLER
(extending his hand)

I.D.A. Dental whipping boy 
extraordinaire, Tyler Mauler. 

KAREN
(shaking his hand)

Karen.  Karen Flynn.  I saw an 
espresso cart a few aisles down.  
You game?

TYLER
(throwing away coffee)

I've just finished my coffee.  
Lead the way.

A pleased Karen strolls on ahead.  As Tyler passes Salesman 
#1, he mimics to Tyler a grotesque hand-job gesture.  Tyler 
ignores him and follows after Karen.

INT. CONVENTION CENTER – DAY - TRACKING

Karen and Tyler pass dental booths hocking everything from 
weird dental artwork, statues, puppets with huge teeth, 
cheap toys, multicolored tooth brushes, dental chairs, 
oxygen units, etc.  A corner booth peddles Rex Buckley's 
latest batch of paperback propaganda.

KAREN
This is so surreal.  I feel like 
a prostitute trapped in some 
demented Wonka factory, fending 
off slobbering old men who want 
more than a new bleaching unit.

TYLER
Well, whatever you’re doing, 
you’re making me look bad.  I 
think I only made one sale today. 
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KAREN
Grow a pair of tits and see how
much fun it is.

TYLER
So what do you do besides dental 
conventions?

KAREN
I know this sounds cliche, but 
I’m a struggling actress.  Saw an 
ad in the paper a few months 
back, thought, ‘Hey, I’ve done 
Arthur Miller, I can do this,’ 
and before you know it I’m being 
sent to every convention.  Had to 
make a living somehow. 

(to a barista) 
Double small cappuccino, nonfat 
please.

TYLER
(pulls out $100)

Double espresso for me.

KAREN
(flirting)

Do you always pay for a girl’s 
coffee with a Benjamin?

Tyler pockets his change after over tipping to the 
barista’s delight.  Karen studies Tyler with intense 
interest while he watches the drinks being made.  Coffee in 
hand, they head towards glass doors facing Lake Michigan.

TYLER
So you’re an aspiring actress.  
That makes total sense.  Speaking 
of Arthur Miller, the last thing 
I want to become is Willy Loman.

KAREN
I’m impressed. “Death of a 
Salesman” is one of my all time 
favorite plays.  Not every dental 
salesman knows that reference.
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TYLER
I’m not a dental salesman.  I had 
my 15 minutes of fame.  After my 
band broke up, this became my 
“Plan B.”

KAREN
Really?  What were you called?

TYLER
The Clorox Girls.

KAREN
No shit!  Herman was obsessed 
with you guys!  I totally went to 
one of your shows!  Uh, last year 
at the Echo! 

TYLER
Wait, you saw us in L.A.?

KAREN
I live there.  Actress.  West 
Hollywood auditions.  Echo Park 
night life...  It goes hand in 
hand.

(receives text message)
Great.  I’m needed back in the 
pit.

TYLER
Well, how about a real drink 
after this thing is over?  Aren’t 
you staying at the Radisson?

KAREN
You’ve been spying on me, huh?

TYLER
I saw you on the shuttle bus.  
Sorry, but you kinda stick out 
from all the fat mustached douche 
bags.

KAREN
I’d like that.  A drink would be 

34.  



(cont’d)
perfect. 

TYLER
How about I meet you at the 
classy Radisson bar around eight?

Another text message rings on her phone.

TYLER
Wow.  Looks like they won’t leave 
you alone.

KAREN
(reads the text)

No, its Herman.

TYLER
Herman?

KAREN
It’s not what you think.  I’ll 
see you at eight.  Don’t be late.

TYLER
(saluting)

Yes, ma’am.

INT. RADISSON BAR (CHICAGO) - NIGHT

Tyler and Karen talk over cocktails.  Karen has dressed up, 
elegant, almost regal.  Tyler has shed his suit for black 
skinny jeans and a black and white striped V-neck shirt, 
showing off his tasteful arm tattoos.

KAREN
So you were telling me about the 
Mauler family business. 

TYLER
(sighs)

My life is a living hell.  It’s 
slavery.  Indentured servitude. 
All in the name of family.
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KAREN
It’s that bad?

TYLER
Well, I have two bosses telling 
me to do two different things at 
the same time.  It's nonstop, 
every day, yelling at me for not 
finishing each one’s pet project.  
My dad is a lunatic health freak 
still living in nineteen-ninety-
two, into colon cleansing and Rex 
Buckley.  My uncle Mitch is 
constantly piss drunk and pissed 
off, obsessed with tricking the 
I.R.S. and killing squirrels.  

KAREN
(laughs)

Squirrels?

TYLER
Yup.  Plus Mitch has this bearded 
lackey that coddles parrots like 
they were his kids, bird shit and 
computer parts everywhere...  and 
they still expect me to somehow 
‘make a profit’

KAREN
Jeez.  I bet when you get home 
you’re exhausted.

TYLER
That’s the thing.  I work from 
home.  Mitch somehow talked me 
into renting his guesthouse so I 
am surrounded by I.D.A. twenty-
four hours a day.  To top of 
that, they lent me a few thousand 
for a car.  After paying that off 
and the rent, I only have a 
hundred bucks left.

KAREN
And you spent that on my coffee.  
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(cont’d)
How sweet!

TYLER
I do have a company Amex card.  
And since we are talking 
business, a trick my dad taught 
me, it shall be considered a 
‘traveling business expense.’  
Order anything you want.

KAREN
How can I say no to that?

TYLER
(to the bartender)

Another round please!

KAREN
So you are freshly divorced, flat 
broke, and owned by your job.  
Hey, it could be worse.  You 
could be starving in China or 
something, right?

TYLER
(beat)

Speaking of China...  I just 
found out that I.D.A. is neck 
deep in grey market.

KAREN
You mean black market?

TYLER
No, no, no.  Check this out, 
dental supplies are not as 
expensive in other parts of the 
world, right?  What these “dental 
gangsters” do is directly import 
these identical supplies from 
China or India and sell it at a 
discounted price.  Not as 
hardcore as black market, but 
it’s still technically illegal.  
Mitch and my dad totally think 
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(cont’d)
they are the Don Juan and Don 
Corleone of the Dental World.  
They had me running these illegal 
shipments all over L.A. without 
me even knowing!  Those two have 
been doing shit like this for 
over twenty years, they’re not 
going to change, and now I’ve 
been roped into their scheme!

KAREN
(sipping her drink)

Jesus, that sounds terrible! 

TYLER
I didn’t sign up for this zombie 
life.  Waking up every morning is 
like pulling teeth. 

(laughing) 
I’m sorry, I’ve been rambling on 
about my boring bullshit, 
breaking the number one rule, 
“Ask questions about the girl.” 

Tyler gulps down his drink, using his empty glass as a 
microphone.

TYLER
So, Karen.  Tell me about 
yourself.

KAREN
Well, I grew up in Nebraska 
dreaming of becoming an actress.  
As a little girl, I’d lay down in 
our wheat field and watch the 
clouds drift by.  I’d pretend 
that I was an old time explorer 
or run away slave girl or the 
last person on earth.  I’d get so 
into it, I’d be out there for 
hours.  The wheat was my audience 
and when the wind blew it sounded 
like applause...  I knew that I 
was born to act and I had to get 
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(cont’d)
the hell off of the family farm.  
So after high school, I moved to 
L.A. and signed up for a few 
acting classes.  

(shrugging)
The rest is history.

TYLER
Is that where you met Herman?

KAREN
(smiling)

Herman.  I liked him when I was 
just discovering boys, but it 
turned out that so was he.  I 
wanted to help him out because I 
knew his family would disown him.  
To them we’re a couple.  But 
honestly, he gets more guys than 
I do.

TYLER 
That’s awesome.  For a second I 
thought you were seeing him.

KAREN
Herman is crashing at my place 
until things get better but he’s 
having a hell of a time trying to 
find work.  I don’t know whats 
worse. Struggling in L.A. without 
a job or hiding in Nebraska 
behind a mask.

TYLER
And what do your folks in 
Nebraska think about Herman 
staying on your couch?

KAREN
They don’t know.  They’re so old 
fashioned, not wanting me to live 
with a man before I’m married.  
When they visit, I tell Herman to 
stay in the bar until they leave.  
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(cont’d)
That’s fine with him, he’s in the 
bar all the time anyway.  He 
flirts with guys so they’ll buy 
him drinks.  He calls it 
“networking and making show 
business connections.”

TYLER
Wow.  Your Hollywood actress 
lifestyle sounds exiting compared 
to Pina Coladas and ricocheting 
BBs in my drunk uncle’s backyard.

Karen fishes out a card from Tyler’s shirt pocket and 
writes her number.

KAREN
Well, anytime you want to get out 
of the line of fire just give me 
a call.

TYLER
(receiving her number)

I will.  I might take a few rogue 
squirrels with me, if that’s 
okay.

KAREN
(kisses his cheek)

You’re sweet.  I need to make it 
an early night.  See you tomorrow 
at the convention.  Thanks again 
for the drinks.

TYLER
No problem. Anytime.

INT. CONVENTION CENTER/I.D.A. BOOTH (CHICAGO) - DAY

Tyler leans on the display case, distracted.  Karen smiles 
brightly and waves.  Tyler grins as she mouths, “Hi.”  
Peter wraps up his conversation with a dentist, noticing 
the exchange.
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PETER
Who’s that?

TYLER
Oh, just the girl working that 
booth.

PETER
Don’t be led cock first.  That’s 
the mistake I made with your 
mother.

TYLER
Okay, dad.  I’ll remember that.

PETER
I’m not saying don’t have fun.  
I’m saying you are being paid by 
I.D.A. to work.  So what I want 
you to do is go over and ask if 
she has a single mother.  We can 
double date.

TYLER
Her mom lives in Nebraska, 
happily married, on a farm.

PETER
Did you see what I just did?

TYLER
Gave a guy a flyer with your 
card?

PETER
No.  I gave him a flyer with your 
card.  I told him to call you 
concerning grey market.

TYLER
Jesus.  Isn’t that in violation 
of our contracts with the 
dealers?

PETER
Technically, no.  What they don’t 
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(cont’d)
know won’t hurt them.  Besides, 
they’ve been dicking us for 
years.  They aren’t sales people, 
they’re order takers.  Lazy.  
Back when you were a little nose 
miner I was a one man army.  I 
made the calls, I made the 
deliveries, I created the sales 
meetings, I lectured, I 
travelled.  People thought I was 
a doctor.  I just did the 
research.  So I sounded like I 
knew what I was talking about.  
You know what Rex Buckley 
believes is the heart of all 
business?

TYLER
What?

PETER
Relationships and trust.  It’s 
just like a woman.  Make her 
laugh, and she’ll be yours 
forever.  But be careful when you 
sleep with her.  Because once you 
sleep with a woman, she thinks 
she owns you.  There’s a lot of 
fun you can have with a woman 
with your pants on, you know.

TYLER
I don’t want to know what you are 
talking about.

PETER
Hold on, watch me make this sale.

Peter bolts towards a foreign dentist.  Tyler shrugs at 
Karen, mocks shooting his brains out, and smiles.  Karen 
mouths “call me,” putting her pinky finger to her mouth 
like a phone before walking away.
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INT. DELTA AIRPLANE - NIGHT - MOVING

Peter has the aisle seat, Tyler is sitting in the middle, 
and CHARLES, 48, has the window seat.  The two older men 
talk over Tyler.  Peter converses in his usual exaggerated 
enthusiasm.

PETER
You see, Chuck, mind if I call 
you Chuck?

CHARLES
Not at all, Pete!

PETER
That's what we call my little 
brother, Charles.  Chuck-A-Wucka!  
We used to throw those sticker 
bushes all over his head.  Poor 
kid!

CHARLES
Ha!  So tell me again.  Your 
company is involved in leisure 
property? 

PETER
That's right, Chuck.  You're a 
businessman, so you’ll understand 
how this works.

(pausing for effect)
I've always considered myself to 
be a true entrepreneur.  So when 
I was down in Brazil, I thought 
of a way how to tie together a 
bed and breakfast with my 
construction business I have on 
the side.

CHARLES
Real estate is a great way to 
diversify your portfolio.  How 
did you do it?

PETER
All I did was create a vacation 
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(cont’d)
organization and funnel in all 
the “fat” from my business 
ventures.  That way I kept almost 
every penny.  Especially when I 
didn’t have to pay child support 
anymore!

Peter slaps Tyler’s back.  A desperate Tyler stops a 
passing FLIGHT ATTENDANT.

TYLER
I'll have a Jack and Coke, 
please.

The flight attendant nods.  Peter winks at her smiling 
face.  Charles and Peter stare at her well endowed backside 
as she heads down the aisle.

PETER
So I was saying, Chuck.  I fell 
in love with Brazilian women.   
The culture down there.  They are 
absolutely obsessed with the ass.

CHARLES
That's right!  Asses and 
Brazilian wax.  Can't complain 
there.

PETER
They call it the bunda.  
Everything is about the bunda.  
Anyhow, we’re always looking for 
investors, if your interested.

CHARLES
I don't know if that's my cup of 
tea, Pete, but if there's some 
bunda in it for me, I'm open to 
anything.

PETER
If you fly down and see how we 
operate, I’m sure I can get some 
real sweet bunda on the menu!
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Charles guffaws and again Tyler’s back gets slapped.  Tyler 
presses the “call flight attendant” button above his seat.  
As if on cue, she appears with Tyler’s drink.  A shameless 
Peter flirts to her delight.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
Would you gentleman like anything 
to drink?

PETER
Do you have any Brazilian Beer?

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
Brazilian Beer?  I knew there was 
something about you.  Are you 
from Rio?

PETER
No, but my bed and breakfast 
isn’t far from there.  You and 
Chuck can fly down together...  
I’m sorry, this is Chuck.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
I’m Susan.

PETER
The name is Pete.  Neat Pete.  
How about a trip to Mardi Gras?

SUSAN (FLIGHT ATTENDANT)
Sounds too exciting for a girl 
like me.

PETER
No one on my resort gets lost.  I 
personally make sure that every 
guest are wearing military 
standard G.P.S. tracking running 
shoes.  They aren’t cheap, but 
when up against favelas, 
gangsters, and other unsavory 
characters, you need all the help 
you can get.  Don’t worry, I’ve 
learned how to survive.  I’ll 
protect you. 
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Peter pulls up his pants to reveal gaudy red G.P.S. running 
shoes. 

SUSAN
Wow!

PETER
You based out of L.A.X.?

SUSAN
Yeah, I am.

PETER
Would you like to have dinner 
with me sometime?

SUSAN
Okay.  But first, I should get 
you handsome fellas more drinks.  
Beer for Neat Pete, what about 
you Charles?

CHARLES
I could die for a Gibson Martini.

SUSAN
(secret, sexy voice)

Well, martinis are only for our 
first class passengers but...  
I’ll sneak you one if you promise 
to give me Neat Pete’s number.

The flight attendant flashes a seductive smile to Peter and 
walks away.  Charles is impressed. 

CHARLES
Good goin’, Pete!  You know what 
they call air stewardesses?

PETER
No, what?

CHARLES
Air mattresses!
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PETER
Ha!  You heard the one about the 
Jamaican guy with a huge schlong?

Tyler covers his face in utter agony.

INT. PETER’S HOUSE/HOME OFFICE – DAY

Peter, in a speedo and red G.P.S. running shoes, lectures 
Mitch and Tyler.  Behind a huge beige printer, Ned grunts 
and curses to himself.  Peter paces in front of a white 
board covered in illegible scribbles.  A huge US map has 
pins in different cities. 

PETER
(irritably manic)

I was talking to Mitch the night 
we got back.  Every contact we 
made at the convention with the 
help of our new grey market man 
Kareem will more than triple our 
annual income.  I.D.A. will now 
sell both Chinese and Indian 
products.  To pull this off, we 
need reinforcement of the company 
voice by expanding the 
opportunity of Indian grey market 
in our weak areas. 

Peter thrusts his forefinger, pointing out every city.

PETER
Tyler, I want you to set up 
meetings for me in Milwaukee, 
Minneapolis, Indianapolis, New 
York, Orlando, Atlanta, Dallas, 
Memphis, Seattle, New Orleans, 
Toronto, Reno, Denver, then back 
to Newark for my March twenty-
fourth meeting.  You got it?

TYLER
No, actually I don’t.  Why are we 
so quick to jump into bed with 
this Kareem guy? 

47. 



Ned raises his toner stained head and listens with shocked 
intent to Peter’s new grey market plan in its entirety.  

MITCH
Now Tyler, we need this!  I.D.A. 
needs this.  We're losing money!  
Just hear him out!

PETER
(nodding to Mitch)

I can’t set up these meetings 
alone.  These are training 
sessions.  I need to put the fear 
of God into them.  I’ve got to 
show them I.D.A.‘s vision for the 
future.  I.D.A. IS the future.  
We together as a company are the 
future.  Are you ready to push 
this company voice forward?

TYLER
I don’t know if I am.

PETER
(rising intensity)

This is your heritage!  This is 
your birthright!  I worked my 
entire life so that one day, you 
will take my place in the sun and 
continue the family dream!  Let 
me explain:  Without the Indian 
and Chinese grey market, there is 
absolutely no way we can fill the 
stack of P.O.s on my desk! I need 
help!  The C.E.O. needs help!

TYLER
The kind of help you need, I’m 
afraid I can’t offer you.

PETER
(screaming)

Get out!

Tyler storms out while Peter continues to pace.  Ned fits 
on the final piece from the printer and it prints Kareem’s 
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grey market list.  Ned picks up a page with quiet, dark 
rage.

EXT. PETER’S HOUSE – DAY

Tyler chain smokes by Mitch’s truck.  Mitch approaches, 
pulling a rolling briefcase behind him.

MITCH
Don’t worry about Pete, I’ve had 
to put up with his shit for 
years.  Let him blow off some 
steam!

TYLER
(flicks cigarette)

Fuck that! I don’t want to get 
tangled up in this madman’s 
nightmare! How can you not see 
how insane he is?

MITCH
(raising his voice)

Need I remind you that you live 
here and that I’ve taken you on, 
out of the kindness of my fucking 
heart, least you can do is act 
like an adult and pull your 
weight for once!

TYLER
This is bullshit.

MITCH
You know that couple of grand you 
owe me for the car?  Plus all of 
that drinking you put on the 
company card?  Plus the phone 
bill?  Plus eating me out of 
house and home! 

(beat)
You need to pay us back.  You owe 
me to hear Peter out this one 
time.  Just this once.  Then if 
some other job pays you better, 
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(cont’d)
do that.  I helped you out when 
you had nothing.  When you had 
nobody.  Now you have us.  We are 
on your side.  We want you to 
succeed.  Promote this grey 
market.  End of story.  It’s time 
to become a man.

INT. NED’S TOYOTA TRUCK - NIGHT - MOVING

Ned drives down Sepulveda Boulevard with Mr. Bluebeard 
perched on his custom made parrot stand.  Street lights 
streak past his face.  Ned mumbles to himself.  Voices in 
his mind grow louder and louder. 

VOICES (V.O.)
Working with Kareem now.  Shut 
it, Ned!  Let me explain.  
Kareem.  You are my sunshine, my 
only sunshine!  You dumb ass!  
Sandy.  Sandy.  Mistake!  
Mistake!  Mistake!

BEGIN FLASHBACK:

INT. MIDDLE SCHOOL CLASSROOM (1964) - DAY

TWEEN NED passes a folded note forward to TWEEN SANDY.  It 
has a hand drawn sunflower with a peace sign.  Tween Sandy 
unfolds it, revealing a blue parrot holding a sign: “To 
Sandy, Love Ned.”

Terrified mortification spreads across her face.  Their 
TEACHER swoops in and snatches the note. 

TEACHER
“Oh Sandy, you’re sweeter then 
candy.  In my dreams you have 
wings like a dove.  Up above.  My 
heart sings by the swings, I feel 
high in the sky.  Oh how you move 
me, Sandy girl.”
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The class bursts out in raucous laughter, chanting in 
unison.  Tween Sandy buries her head in humiliation.

CLASSMATES
Ned!  Ned!  Ned!  Ned!  Ned! 

EXT. HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY (1970) - DAY

A frozen TEENAGED NED, with huge sideburns and dark rimmed 
glasses, stares in wide-eye horror.  He wears a tan 
corduroy suit over a turtle neck.  A sad sunflower droops 
in his hand.  TEENAGED SANDY waves her hand in his face.

TEENAGED SANDY
Ned?  Ned?  Are you okay?  Ned? 

Teenaged Ned blinks, shakes out of it.  A handsome dark 
teenager has his arm around teenaged Sandy. A well dressed 
TEENAGED KAREEM exudes popularity, extending a hand to the 
much shorter Ned.

TEENAGED SANDY
This is Kareem.  He’s new here so 
I’d love it if you would show him 
around.  

(beat)
Ned?  What’s wrong?  Ned?  Ned?

END FLASHBACK:

INT. NED’S TOYOTA TRUCK - NIGHT - MOVING

VOICES (V.O.)
Ned?  Ned?  Oh Sandy, you’re 
sweater than candy.  Ned!  Ned! 
Ned!  Ned!  My arranged husband, 
Kareem. 

A fast approaching signal turns red.  Ned slams the breaks, 
screeching to a halt.  He’s panting, covering his face.  
When it turns green Ned U-turns, burning rubber as he 
hurtles forward. 
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INT. WONG’S HOUSE/LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

Ned enters without knocking.  Mr. Bluebeard perches on his 
shoulder.

NED
Wong?  You in here Wong?

MR. WONG (O.S.)
Dammit, Ned.  I tell you to knock 
every time and you forget to 
knock every time.  I in the 
bathroom.

NED
No problem Wong, I in the living 
room!

Ned chuckles to himself, helps himself to a cold beer, 
cracks it open, and plops himself and Mr. Bluebeard on 
Wong’s white leather couch.  Wong dries his hands on a 
towel.  Ned props his feet on Wong’s coffee table.

NED
Where did you get that Buddha?  
That’s cool!  I want one.

WONG
Get your feet off my coffee 
table!

NED
(without moving feet)

I’m here with information, Wong.

WONG
What kind of information?

NED
Well, you didn’t hear this from 
me, but Peter and Mitch are now 
getting grey market from Kareem’s 
people in India.

Ned throws Kareem’s Indian grey market list to Wong.  Wong 
picks it up, staring at it in disbelief. 
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WONG
What?  They were supposed to be 
exclusive with me!

NED
Kareem gave them a deal, I guess.  
Him and Peter go way back. Peter 
was at his wedding.

WONG
Peter was at my wedding!  This 
makes me very upset.

NED
It made me upset, too.  Kareem is 
married to my one and only love.

WONG
I thought you had a wife?

NED
That was for tax reasons.  
Nothing ever came close to Sandy.

WONG
Well, why are you telling me 
this?  To piss me off?  Drink my 
beer?  Put your feet on my coffee 
table?

NED
Don’t get your knickers in a 
twist, Wong.  I want to do 
business with you.  I like you.  
I trust you.  I don’t like or 
trust Kareem and Mitch and Peter 
underpay me.  They don’t 
appreciate the covert ops I have 
done for them.  Not only that, 
but Mitch claims I owe him money 
for storing my parrots in his 
garage.

Wong reads Kareem’s list, dawning realization spreads 
across his face. 
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WONG
I don’t believe it...

NED
We have Tyler now.  He is our 
“in” guy.  He knows the 
shipments.  Maybe we can 
intercept one of Kareem’s 
shipments and resell it to I.D.A.  
They wouldn’t know the 
difference.

WONG
That Kareem is sticking his nose 
into my business.  He thinks he 
can fuck with the Chinese?  The 
Mauler’s think they can fuck with 
me?  They can think again.

MR. BLUEBEARD 
Think again!  Think again!

NED
Well, looks like my work here is 
done.  Sleep on it, Wong.  Lets 
talk tomorrow.

Ned fetches Mr. Bluebeard and departs.  Once alone, Wong 
paces around the room.  In a flash, Wong picks up an old 
rotary phone and dials, still clenching onto the list.

WONG
(in Mandarin)

[This is Wong.  Put me through. 
Tell him it’s urgent, it cannot 
wait.]

EXT. “DOWN AND OUT” BAR (LOS ANGELES) - NIGHT

HOMELESS MAN #1 in a wheelchair asks Tyler for money.  
Tyler obliges, giving a handful of change.  HOMELESS MAN #2 
approaches Tyler for a hand out as well. 

TYLER
Sorry man, gave all my change to 
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(cont’d)
that guy.

HOMELESS MAN #2
God bless you, son.

TYLER
God bless you too.

HOMELESS MAN #2
All right, brother.

INT. “DOWN AND OUT” BAR - NIGHT 

A live Bakersfield style country band welcomes Tyler with 
music that would make Buck Owens proud. He makes his way 
through a motley mix of patrons, black guys playing pool, 
homeless men ranting, mohawked punks hovering over a 
pinball machine. Line dancing cowboys erupt in yee-haws 
after a song ends. 

A hot LATINA BARTENDER, 30, dressed like a punk from 
England laughs at a dirty joke while uncapping beer 
bottles.  Karen sits at the bar clutching a cocktail, tipsy 
but gorgeous. 

KAREN
Howdy stranger.

TYLER
Howdy yourself!

KAREN
Sarsaparilla or hard stuff?

TYLER
You’re already drunk!

KAREN
Now, now.  A girl has to have her 
vices.

TYLER
(to bartender)

Give me two shots of Jack and a 
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(cont’d)
bottle of Bud.  And whatever the 
lady is having.

BARTENDER
You got it, guero.

TYLER
Si soy un guero.  Un guero muy 
guapo!

BARTENDER
Donde aprendiste espanol?

TYLER
Tenia un groupo de musica y 
estabamos girando por Espana y 
Mexico tambien.  Conozco 
Guadalajara, D.F., Leon, Puebla, 
Guanajuato!

BARTENDER
Chido, guero. That’s where I’m 
from! Guanajuato.

TYLER
(to bartender)

They have a great museum there!  
Mummies!  

KAREN
Stop flirting with the bartender 
and flirt with me!

TYLER
(to Karen)

In Guanajuato, Mexico, theres 
something in the soil that 
naturally mummifies all these 
corpses and a few of them are 
displayed in this amazing museum.

KAREN
I didn’t know you spoke Spanish.
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TYLER
Yeah, not very well but I picked 
some up.

KAREN
You wanna dance, sailor?

TYLER
To country?  Fuck it!

Tyler downs his drinks. Karen leads him by his hand to the 
dance floor.  They dance frantically against a tame country 
song, producing dirty looks, sweat, and a sincere kiss that 
surprises them both.  

KAREN
You wanna get out of here?

TYLER
Yeah, let’s blow this popsicle 
stand!

INT. KAREN’S CAR – NIGHT 

Karen stares at Tyler.  Tyler buckles his seatbelt.  She 
inserts her keys but doesn’t turn.

KAREN
I can’t wait.

Karen unbuckles Tyler, straddles him, and initiates making 
out.  She struggles to engage the recliner. It leans back 
in irregular jerks between frantic kisses.

KAREN
Move the seat back, you idiot, 
the lever.  Under the seat.  Do 
it!

Tyler feels around, locating the desired lever.  It moves 
them as far back as it will go.  Karen’s shirt unbuttons.  
Her breasts heave out of her bra.  Tyler fumbles with her 
bra strap.
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KAREN
Let me do it.

Karen unfastens her bra. Tyler kisses her left nipple.  She 
cups his hand on her other breast, moaning.  A PARKING LOT 
ATTENDANT knocks on the fogged window.

PARKING LOT ATTENDANT
You guys can’t be doing this in 
my lot!

KAREN
(covering her breasts)

Oh my God!  

TYLER
It’s okay!  We were just leaving.

KAREN
Jesus Christ!  You drive!

Tyler darts into the drivers seat.  Karen hunches over 
buttoning up her shirt while Tyler drives away.  She rolls 
down her window, tossing her bra at the parking lot 
attendant’s feet.

KAREN
A token of remembrance!

TYLER
(laughing)

What are you doing?

KAREN
I’m sick of that bra!

TYLER
You’re crazy!

KAREN
I cannot believe that.  That was 
like being caught by your mom in 
high school.

TYLER
Where are we headed?
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KAREN
We have to go to your place.  I’m 
not dealing with Herman and his 
mopey bullshit.

TYLER
Hermosa Beach?  My uncle’s place?

KAREN
I don’t care, just hurry up.

Karen kisses Tyler’s cheek, resting her head on his 
shoulder.

EXT. MITCH’S HOUSE/DRIVEWAY – NIGHT

Tyler parks Karen’s car.  She snores, dead asleep.  Without 
making a sound, he opens his door, tiptoes to her side, 
lifts her into his arms, shuts her door with his leg, and 
carries her to the backyard.

EXT. MITCH’S BACKYARD - NIGHT

A gyrating Ned shimmies to The Kinks’ “Look for Me Baby” 
with determined purpose.  Buddy hears Tyler opening the 
gate, sounding their entrance with a single deep bark. 

MITCH 
What the hell is that, Buddy?  A 
squirrel?  Ned, where’s that BB 
gun?

NED
(still dancing)

How the hell should I know?

MITCH
Go get ‘em, Buddy!

Mitch heaves his naked body out of the hot tub to 
investigate.
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EXT. GUESTHOUSE - NIGHT

Buddy gallops towards a stumbling Tyler trying to unlock 
the door with Karen still passed out in his arms.  Mitch 
waddles up to Tyler.

MITCH
What the fuck are you doing, 
Tyler?  Who the hell is that?

TYLER
It’s a girl.  Just let me put her 
to bed.

MITCH
I’m not gonna have any of this 
date rape shit at my place.

TYLER
Let me handle this, man.  She’s 
fine.  I had to take care of her.

MITCH
There are better ways to get laid 
then putting roofies in a girl’s 
drink!

TYLER
She didn’t have any roofies, 
Mitch.  Jesus Christ!

Tyler finally unlocks the door and brings Karen inside the 
dark guesthouse.

MITCH
Remember you have that sales 
meeting in San Diego tomorrow 
morning with your Dad!  He’s 
picking you up at five AM!

TYLER
(from inside)

Fuck.

MITCH
Don’t worry, I’ll cook the girl 
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(cont’d)
breakfast!  Good night!  Don’t do 
anything I wouldn’t do! 

Mitch laughs, door slamming in response. 

EXT. MITCH’S BACKYARD - NIGHT

Mitch streaks past Ned and splashes back into his hot tub.

NED
Who was that?

MITCH
Oh, Tyler brought back some 
college slut!

NED
(sighs)

Good for him.  Last time I got 
laid was 1986.

INT. GUESTHOUSE/BEDROOM – DAY (DAWN)

A passed out Tyler and Karen cuddle in bed.  Karen stole 
every blanket.  A piercing knock jars Tyler awake.  He 
picks up his cell phone in fury.  It reads 4:45 AM

PETER (O.S.)
Tyler!  Wake up!  It’s time to 
leave!  We’ve got to make it to 
San Diego by eight 'o clock sharp 
for our presentation.  I hope you 
prepared last night.

TYLER
Dammit.

Karen pokes her head out from her blanket nest while a 
resentful Tyler struggles to get up.

KAREN
Who’s that?
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TYLER
It’s my fucking dad.

KAREN
What?

A flustered Tyler trips over his shoes, pulls a dress 
shirt from a hanger, and puts on his pants backwards.

TYLER
I have to go with him to San 
Diego for a sales meeting.  I 
forgot.

KAREN
On Saturday morning?

TYLER
Yeah.  I know.  I’m so sorry.  I 
have to go.

Karen grabs his leg, pulling him back into bed.  They kiss.

KAREN
Don’t go!  Please don’t leave me 
here.  I miss you.

TYLER
My uncle said he would make you 
breakfast.  I hope those guys 
don’t bug you.

PETER (O.S.)
Tyler!  Are you getting ready?  
Meet me outside in five minutes.  
Mitch has some coffee for you.

TYLER
Calm down!  I’m up!

(to Karen)
I’ll call you when this is all 
over, okay?

KAREN
Mmmkay.
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PETER (O.S.)
Tyler?!?

TYLER
Alright!

INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/KITCHEN – DAY (DAWN)

A cheerful Mitch makes eggs, pancakes, bacon, and coffee.  
Ned sleeps with his head in his arms, snoring at the table.

MITCH
(sings)

“It’s a beautiful day in the 
neighborhood/  A beautiful day in 
the neighborhood/  Won’t you be 
mine?/  Won’t you be mine?/ Won’t 
you be my neighbor!” That means 
wake up, Ned!

NED
Yeah, yeah.  I heard you the 
first time, Mitchell.

Enter Peter and Tyler dressed in identical olive green 
suits, Peter sporting bright red G.P.S. running shoes.

TYLER 
What's with the shoes? 

PETER
See son, instead of partying like 
you and Mitch, I actually care 
about my health. With these 
G.P.S. shoes, I can track how 
many calories I burn, where I’ve 
exercised--

TYLER
You look ridiculous.

PETER
You should talk, Mr. Rockstar. 
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MITCH
(to Tyler)

There you are you lazy bastard.  
Have a cup of coffee.  I made it 
strong!

TYLER
Thanks.

MITCH
Whats that girl’s name?  I’ll 
make her some pancakes!

TYLER
Her name is Karen.

PETER
What girl?

NED
Tyler brought a girl home last 
night.  He gave her roofies!

TYLER
Shut up, Ned.

PETER
What girl?

TYLER
The girl from the convention, 
remember?

PETER
I hope you used a rubber.

TYLER
Jesus Christ.  She was passed 
out, I had to take care of her.

MITCH
I’m sure you took care of her 
good!

Mitch makes grotesque humping gestures.  The three men 
laugh.  Tyler does not.
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TYLER
Please don’t bug her.  Just do me 
a favor and leave her alone.

NED
We won’t bite! 

PETER
Hurry up and drink your coffee.  
Better yet, Mitch, do you have a 
to-go cup?  We need to get going.

MITCH
Here, I’ve got the perfect idea.

Mitch pours black coffee into a travel cup.  He reaches 
into a cupboard, pulling out a liter of Jack Daniel’s. 
Mitch pours a healthy amount.

MITCH
There you go!  Irish Coffee!

PETER
Jesus, Mitch.  Not all of us are 
alcoholics.

MITCH
I’m not an alcoholic.  I’m just 
not a tight ass like you!

PETER
Let’s go.

Peter strides out with purpose.  Tyler drags his feet. 

MITCH
(pouring whiskey)

Hair of the dog, Neddy boy!  Hair 
of the dog.

NED
Damn straight.  Pour me one.
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INT. PETER’S CAR – DAY - MOVING 

Tyler slumps in his seat, half awake, nursing his coffee.  
Peter hands him a cheap cassette recorder. 

PETER
I want you to practice your 
presentation.  We have a two hour 
drive to San Diego, so we must 
utilize our time wisely.  You are 
on the clock.

TYLER
Dad, please.  Just let me finish 
my coffee.

PETER
You can’t talk and drink at the 
same time?  Ha!  I didn’t get 
where I am today by twiddling my 
thumbs.  One word.  Multitasking.  
The key to Rex Buckley’s success. 
And mine.

TYLER
Listen, I’ve got the presentation 
down.  I’ve already done it a 
million times.

PETER
If you’ve got it down, let me 
hear it.  Practice and record 
yourself.  Then play it back.  We 
can perfect this thing in two 
hours so you can nail it today. 

Tyler remains in his reclined position and doesn’t make a 
move.

TYLER
(sighs)

Okay, whatever.  

PETER
Let’s get started.
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INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/KITCHEN – DAY

Like an Iron Chef, Mitch cooks with wild fervor.   Buddy 
growls and barks, announcing Karen’s entrance.  She backs 
away, staring at the dog with nervous hesitation. 

MITCH
It’s all right, Buddy!  Karen, 
why don’t you come and sit down 
next to Ned.

Karen finds a chair furthest away from Buddy.  Aroma from 
Ned’s mound of pancakes and eggs nauseates hungover Karen. 
Ned attacks his breakfast with openmouthed chomps.  

MITCH
You like cream and sugar in your 
coffee?

KAREN
Please.

MITCH
(pointing with spatula)

Ned!  Get off your ass and get 
her a cup of coffee!

KAREN
Oh, that’s okay, I can get it.

MITCH
No, let him get it.  He’s gotta 
make himself useful somehow.

NED
Fine.  Jeez.

Like a lab scientist, methodical Ned measures two spoonfuls 
of sugar and a splash of milk, stirring Karen’s coffee into 
a giant Mitch-sized mug: “World’s Best Dad.”  Ned hands it 
to her like a gentleman.

KAREN
Thanks.

(to Mitch)
You have kids?
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MITCH
Yeah, two ungrateful spoiled 
brats!

KAREN
Sorry to hear that.

MITCH
You know, they say that it costs 
one million dollars to raise a 
kid from birth to eighteen?

KAREN
No, I didn’t know that.

MITCH
(laughs)

I could’ve been a millionaire!

KAREN
You have a nice place.

MITCH
It’s not bad.  I write everything 
off so the I.R.S. doesn’t dick me 
over.  You want syrup and butter 
on your pancakes?

KAREN
Just a little bit, please.

MITCH
Ned!  Get over here and bring her 
breakfast!

Ned jumps up, bringing Karen her massive plate of pancakes 
smothered in syrup.  Karen face turns green.

KAREN
Oh, this is way too much!

MITCH
Come on!  Eat up!

KAREN
I’m sorry, I’m kind of hungover.
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MITCH
Ahh!  Hair of the dog.  Hold on.

Mitch pours giant bottles of Jack and Coke into a plastic 
cup.  He waddles over to Karen.

MITCH
Try this on for size.

INT. PETER’S CAR – DAY - MOVING

Peter drinks a green homemade health shake out of a plastic 
bottle.  An unopened burrito lies on the dashboard.

TYLER
Dad, can I have my burrito now?

PETER
Practice it one more time, you 
almost got it!

Tyler notices a road sign: “San Diego – 45 Miles.”  Tyler 
sighs at his cheap cassette recorder playing back his own 
unenthusiastic sales pitch.

INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/HOME OFFICE – DAY

Mitch finished doing dishes, wiping his hands onto his 
already wet shirt.  Ned and a hostage Karen watch a bland 
History Channel program.  Karen rises, intent on leaving.

KAREN
I really should be going.

MITCH
Let me get you a refill.

KAREN
I don’t know if I can handle 
another.  I’m already pretty 
buzzed from the first one.
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MITCH
(handing her a drink)

Drink up, then we can go in the 
hot tub!

KAREN
What?  No, I need to leave.

MITCH
Sit down for five minutes and let 
your food digest.  You were 
telling us that you work in 
dental.

KAREN
(sits down at table)

Yeah, for three years.  But I 
really want to be an actress.

MITCH
(making his own drink)

An actress, huh?  Sounds like 
Tyler.  He thinks he’s a rock 
star.  You kids with your ideas! 
My son, he wants to be a social 
worker.  I’m like, social worker?  
What good is that gonna do?  
You’re not gonna make shit for 
money doing that!  He doesn’t 
listen to me though.  All the 
money is in sales.  I have a 
M.B.A., Masters of Business.  I 
know how to run I.D.A. up and 
down.  My older brother Peter 
thinks he’s in charge.  I just 
let him think that.

NED
(cackling)

Oh my goodness!  F.D.R. was such 
a dumbshit!

MITCH
Ned!  Go get my gun.  I want to 
show Karen!
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KAREN
What, oh no, that’s really not 
necessary.

MITCH
You’ve got to see what I’ve done 
to protect this place!

KAREN
That’s okay, really!

Ned leaves and reenters with a huge .357 Magnum Revolver.   
He places it into Mitch’s open hand.  Mitch unloads bullets 
onto the table, holding one up.

MITCH
See these bullets?  They’re 
hollow-points.  They’ll go right 
through a bulletproof vest!  I 
hope there’s some social unrest 
so I can pow!  Pow!  Pow!

Closing his left eye, Mitch aims at an imaginary target 
behind Karen, pulling the trigger three times so it clicks.  
With every click, Karen flinches.

MITCH
Here you go!  Try it out!  I 
gotta piss like a racehorse!

Mitch drops the heavy gun into Karen’s lap, she handles it 
like a poisonous snake, setting it onto a coffee table.  
Bathroom bound, Mitch knocks a glass over, stumbling onto 
broken shards with bare feet.  Mitch’s alcohol-thin blood 
sprays onto the floor.

MITCH
Ahhh fuck!

KAREN
Here, let me help you.

Karen fetches toilet paper, sops up blood, and wraps 
Mitch’s sliced foot.
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NED
(still seated)

Oh now you’ve done it, Mitch!

KAREN
I really should be going.

MITCH
Nonsense!  We gotta go in the hot 
tub!

KAREN
I don’t have my bathing suit.

MITCH
Ned!  Bring in my daughter’s 
bikini, it’s in my underwear 
drawer!  The chlorine from the 
Jacuzzi, that’ll be good on my 
foot.

KAREN
I really have to go.

MITCH
Come on!  My foot is killing me!  
It’ll only take fifteen minutes.

KAREN
Okay, okay!  Fifteen minutes, 
then I’m taking off. 

INT. MR. WONG’S HOUSE – DAY

Ned knocks as he’s comes through the door, lights off, 
blinds drawn.  Mr. Bluebeard perches on his shoulder.

NED
Hello, hello!  Wong?

Ned closes the door, enveloped by darkness.  Traditional 
Chinese music plays somewhere in the background.

NED
Lazy bastard probably fell 
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(cont’d)
asleep.

Ned locates a closed door, from where the music originates.  
He knocks to no response. 

NED
Wake up, Wong!  I don’t have all 
day!  Mitch thinks I slipped out 
to pick up margarita mix.

Ned opens the door to a windowless workroom that looks like 
a sweat shop.  A seated Wong smokes a cigarette with his 
back to Ned. 

NED
Jesus, Wong!  Didn’t you hear me?

Wong holds up his hand without turning around, signaling 
Ned to be silent.  Wong sways back and forth during Ned’s 
quiet confusion.  Once the song has finished, Wong lets out 
a deep cloud of smoke. 

An attacker behind Ned places a cloth over Ned’s mouth, 
rendering him unconscious.  Mr. Bluebeard squawks, flies 
around, and sheds some blue feathers upon the floor.

INT. PETER’S CAR – NIGHT - MOVING

Peter drives, listening to Rex Buckley’s book on tape.  
Tyler sleeps.  Peter knows the tape verbatim, mouthing 
along with the lecture.  A thick fog covers the road along 
the Pacific Coast Highway 1.  

In an instant, both back tires explode.  Tyler jostles 
awake, screaming.  Peter swerves, scrapes against the curb, 
and with sparks flying pulls off the desolate road.   Peter 
shuts off the car.

PETER
(quoting the tape)

“Adapt to reality and you will 
always stay on top.” I’m going to 
see what the damage is.
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EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY 1 - NIGHT

Shaken, Tyler jumps out his door, lighting a cigarette.   
Peter examines the shredded rear tires.  He pulls out his 
wallet, calling AAA.  Tyler paces off his excitement, 
trying to calm down.

PETER
Yeah, I need a tow, we got a 
flat.  Ahhh....  I think we are 
north of Dana Point on the One.  
No address no cross streets.  
Yes, that’s my cell number.  
Thanks.

Peter hangs up, kicking the two flat tires.  Tyler opens 
his phone while flicking his cigarette ash.  Text message 
from Karen: “Call me.  We need to talk.  Where are you?”

PETER
They’ll send a truck out.  Should 
be here in thirty minutes.  You 
know that shit will kill you, 
son.

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Hello?

TYLER
Hey, sorry it took so long.  I’ve 
been stuck with my dad all day 
and didn’t have a chance to call.  
What’s up?

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Mitch made me breakfast, tried to 
get me drunk, showed me his gun, 
and forced me into the hot tub 
with him and his bloody foot.

Tyler puts his hand over his eyes.  Headlight glare and the 
rumbling of an approaching tow truck floods the area. 

74.  



PETER
That was quick!  Tell your ‘wife’ 
that you’ll call her back!  
You’re still on the clock!

In a fury, Tyler storms across the highway towards a cliff 
facing the black ocean.

TYLER
I’m so sorry.  Fucking 
unbelievable.  I’m so sorry.

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

It’s not your fault.  I handled 
the situation and got out of 
there without having to get 
naked.

TYLER
Did Mitch get naked?

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

No, no, he didn’t.

TYLER
Thank God.

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

No kidding.  So what about you?  
Are you back yet?

TYLER
We got a flat tire.  I have no 
idea where we are, actually.

Back at Peter’s car, a skinny Chinese TOW TRUCK DRIVER is 
examining the damage.  He lurks back to his rusted tow 
truck.

TOW TRUCK DRIVER
I have forms you need to fill 
out.
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Peter heads to the hood of his car, struggling to write by 
headlight.  The tow truck driver places a drugged cloth 
over distracted Peter’s mouth. Unconscious, Peter falls 
into the tow truck driver’s arms, unseen by Tyler.  

The tow truck driver drags a knocked out Peter into the 
truck.  During Tyler’s conversation, the tow truck driver 
stalks up to Tyler, cloth in hand.

TYLER
And on top of everything else, 
their frat-boy antics almost 
scared you away for good!  No!  
I’m done!  I quit!  This job is 
more trouble than it’s worth.  
Fuck dental!  Fuck grey-market!  
Fuck Peter and Mitch!  I can’t 
live like this!

The tow truck driver covers Tyler’s face.  As 
unconsciousness swallows Tyler, his phone drops to the 
pavement.

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Hello?  Hello?

The tow truck driver shatters the phone with his booted 
heel.

EXT. MITCH’S BACKYARD – NIGHT

Dozens of tiki torches burn, Hawaiian themed lights blink 
as the hot tub purrs and steams.  A naked Mitch savors his 
solitude with a whisky soda and a lit joint. 

MITCH
Ahhhhhh...  Don’t know where 
anybody is, don’t care.  Fuckers, 
all of ‘em.  God damn Ned!  Gotta 
get my own drinkeroo.

Mitch heaves out of the hot tub to his outdoor bar.  He 
pulls from his joint and places it in an ashtray before 
making a drink.  
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A MAN camouflaged in black sneaks up behind Mitch, cloth in 
hand.  The man leaps on Mitch, but Mitch’s large body 
resists the drug.  In a fury, Mitch grabs the man’s arms 
and slams him repeatedly against a brick wall, knocking the 
man out.  Mitch, in his full naked glory, heaves deep 
breaths.

MITCH
Mother fucker!  Damn it, Buddy!  
You could’ve warned me!

Mitch stumbles, losing balance. The drugged rag, mixed with 
weed and booze, cause severe hallucinations in Mitch.  Kim 
Fowley's “The Trip” plays on his sound system.

MITCH
Who sent you!  Who sent you!

Everything swirls and streaks, pulsing with the music.  
Colors intensify.  Garden plants swell, deflate, laughing 
in high pitched squeals.

MITCH
Oh, no!  This is not good!

Mitch peers down at the man, pulling back the ski mask, 
revealing a large head of a squirrel.  Mitch backs away, 
falling into a lawn chair, hallucinating in full effect. 

A whole cast of personified dental supplies (tooth brushes 
with legs, teeth with arms) dance towards Mitch.  Topless 
girls dance in white go-go boots, toothy smiles replacing 
eyes, their breasts bouncing to the music.

A Mexican Mariachi band flies above, being led towards 
Mitch on puppet strings like floats in a parade. 

Ned with the body of a large busted woman in a nurse’s 
white uniform thrusts a gigantic syringe at Mitch’s belly.  
Instead of piercing Mitch’s skin, it melts like jelly, 
covering his body in moving purple paint.  

A faceless I.R.S. taxman with five foot long legs pulls out 
a pen and notepad, stalking Mitch.  Mr. Bluebeard swoops 
down and steals the taxman’s outstretched hand. The lawn 
bubbles like a huge pit of green lava.
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Peter, in his speedo and red running shoes, springs up from 
the ground with two Amazonian men carrying spears.  They 
perform a traditional jungle dance towards Mitch. 

Tyler in a red kimono, face painted white, wields a 
gigantic samurai sword.  He leads the nightmares in a 
menacing war dance, their eyes filled with murderous 
intent.

Mitch squeals, throwing lawn furniture out of his way 
before falling facedown naked as the song ends.

EXT. UNKNOWN LOCATION - NIGHT

Tyler, carried by a MAN, falls in and out of consciousness.  
Voices in Mandarin talk and laugh, a fog horn blows, 
seagulls squawk, a nautical bell rings.  Tyler hears his 
name before blacking out.

EXT. LARGE COMMERCIAL SHIP - NIGHT

A splash of water awakens Tyler.  Peter, Ned, and Tyler 
have been tied to chairs.  A jeering Chinese GANG holds 
guns and lit cigarettes.  The LEADER, distinguished by an 
expensive white suit, speaks to Mr. Wong.  Mr. Wong’s 
Chinese accent has been replaced by perfect English.

MR. WONG
Good evening, gentlemen.  I hope 
your journey was enjoyable.

The gang laughs. The leader remains silent, stone faced.

PETER
Wong!  What’s this about!

MR. WONG
I’m so glad you asked, Peter 
Mauler.  I understand that you’ve 
decided to fuck us over.  Our 
organization does not tolerate 
infidelity. 
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PETER
I don’t know what you’re talking 
about.

MR. WONG
Well, according to your faithful 
friend, Ned Gupta, I.D.A. has 
decided to promise half of the US 
market to our competitors from 
India.  We estimate a loss of 
over three million dollars.  That 
does not make us happy.

The leader gestures, one of the thugs punches Peter hard in 
the face.  Tyler shouts at the thug, who flashes a sick 
smile before hitting Peter again.

MR. WONG
Surprisingly, you’ve attracted 
the attention of our C.E.O. and 
he has requested a private 
conversation with you in regards 
to this... breach of personal 
contract.

PETER
Can we talk this out, fellas?  
For old times sake?

MR. WONG
I’m sorry Peter, but my hands are 
bound.  If you have any issues, 
please feel free to bring it up 
with the C.E.O himself.  Good 
bye, Peter.

The leader gestures, two thugs knock Peter out, dragging 
him away. 

MR. WONG
Ned Gupta.  We appreciate your 
efforts in collaborating with us, 
but your treachery revealed your 
character defects.  I’m sorry, 
but you’re seen as a liability 
and must be terminated.  Since 
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(cont’d)
you love the ocean, I felt it 
would be appropriate to grant you 
one last swim.

The leader nods. A thug throws Ned, still tied to his 
chair, into the ocean.  He shrieks high and loud before 
silenced by the water.

MR. WONG
And that leaves you, Tyler 
Mauler.  We take very seriously 
any violation to our code of 
conduct and will always delve out 
the harshest punishment.  After 
tonight, there is no way we can 
let you live.  Of course, our 
organization is compassionate and 
takes into consideration your 
minor involvement with I.D.A. 
Instead of killing you outright, 
we’ve decided to put you to work 
at our testing facility.  If the 
weather permits, we should arrive 
in a few days time. 

A thug beats Tyler unconscious.

EXT. HARBOR - NIGHT

The large commercial ship drifts out to sea.  Out from the 
water, Ned emerges with silent determination. A small one 
inch jade-handled pocket knife reflects a gleam of light as 
he steps onto solid ground.

INT. KAREN’S APARTMENT/BEDROOM - NIGHT

Karen sleeps with her cell phone in hand.  The phone rings 
once.  She jumps up and answers right away, half-awake.

KAREN
Tyler...  What, whats going on?
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MITCH (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Hello, Karen?  Is that you?

KAREN
Who is this?

MITCH (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Karen!  This is Mitch!  Mitch 
Mauler?  So glad you picked up!

KAREN
How did you get my number?

INT. GUESTHOUSE - NIGHT 

Broken glass, door smashed in, everything turned upside 
down.  A hallucinating Mitch looks at the back of a 
business card. 

MITCH
Oh, I found it on a card.  It’s 
not important.  How are you?

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Where’s Tyler?

MITCH
See, that’s what I was wondering.  
Tyler’s not picking up.  Peter’s 
not picking up.  Ned’s not 
picking up.  But you, Karen, you 
picked up.

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

I’m hanging up now.

MITCH
Don’t go!  Please!

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)
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(cont’d)
What’s wrong?

MITCH
Buddy is dead!  I think the 
squirrel man that tried to 
assassinate me killed him!  I’m 
seeing all these lights exploding 
and my carrots are laughing at me 
because I don’t know what to do!  
I don’t know what to do!  Tell me 
what to do, Karen! 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 

Karen reclines in the dark, wide eyed in disbelief. 

KAREN
Go to sleep, Mitch.

MITCH (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

See, all I want to do is sleep 
but I can’t because I’m scared 
that I’ll never wake up!  Lights 
in the sky!  Red and blue and 
yellow?  I’m so confused right 
now.

KAREN
(To herself)

First, Tyler disappears.  Now 
this...

MITCH (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Karen? 

KAREN
Yes, Mitch.

INT. GUESTHOUSE - NIGHT 

Mitch stands erect, having an “Eureka” moment.
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MITCH
Karen!  Maybe, maybe he was 
attacked, too!

KAREN (V.O.)
(over phone, filtered)

Mitch, you sound wasted.  Relax. 
I’m sure everything is --

MITCH
We gotta call the cops! Good 
idea, Karen!

Mitch hangs up and throws the phone against the wall.  It 
shatters into little pieces.  Mitch bolts out of the 
guesthouse at top speed.

INT. MITCH’S HOUSE/HOME OFFICE – NIGHT

A wet trail leads inside from an open door.  Mitch runs in, 
slips on the water and falls flat on his back. 

MITCH
Ned!  Where are you, Ned!  I need 
you!

NED (O.S.)
Not to worry, Mitchy.  I’m going 
to make everything right again.

INT. COMMERCIAL SHIP/HALLWAY – DAY (DAWN) - MOVING

A thug marches off screen.  Peter and Tyler’s muffled 
voices grow louder.
  

PETER (O.S.)
It’s a cultural misunderstanding, 
it’s happened before, and it’s 
nothing I can’t handle.  

(beat) 
You’re just like your mother, 
jumping to the wrong conclusions.
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TYLER (O.S.)
In case you haven’t noticed, 
we’ve had the shit beaten out of 
us.  I call that a serious 
fucking misunderstanding.

PETER (O.S.)
Son...  When we get back, you’re 
fired.

INT. COMMERCIAL SHIP/HOLDING CELL – DAY (DAWN) - MOVING

A tied up Tyler and Peter sit bloody and bruised in a small 
barren room.

TYLER
Is this dad talking or CEO?

PETER
Shhhh! Be quiet or you’re going 
to get us both murdered!

TYLER
No!  I’m not going to shut up!  
Somebody’s got to say it.  It’s 
because of you I’m in this mess!  
Every bruise and broken bone in 
the name of Rex Motherfucking 
Buckley is your fault! I don’t 
care if they kill us!  I don’t 
care if I ever see you again!  Go 
to hell, you selfish bastard!

Peter takes Tyler’s tirade, avoiding eye contact.  The door 
bursts open.  Three thugs beat Tyler and Peter before 
dragging Tyler to a different cell. 

INT. COMMERCIAL SHIP/HOLDING CELL – NIGHT - MOVING

A lone Peter leans up against a wall facing a round port 
window.  Excited Mandarin voices speak, music plays then 
stops.  The thugs argue before the music plays again at 
full volume: The Rolling Stones, “Satisfaction.”  Peter 
taps the beat with his red shoes, losing himself.
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INT. BASEMENT (1995) - DAY - (FLASHBACK)

A shirtless Peter plays a drum set, TEENAGED TYLER, 14, 
with braces plays guitar to “Satisfaction.”  Both Peter and 
Teenaged Tyler sing at the top of their lungs.  Mid song, 
teenaged Tyler’s guitar string breaks.

TEENAGED TYLER
Crap!

Peter finishes with a passionate yet subpar drum solo. 

TEENAGED TYLER
Nice one, Dad!

PETER
(panting)

Whew!  Tyler!  I can tell you’ve 
practiced!

TEENAGED TYLER
I want to be good like you!

PETER
You’re getting there, tiger!

TEENAGED TYLER
Really?

PETER
Of course!

TEENAGED TYLER
Hey dad!  Lets play it again! 

Peter checks his wristwatch and gets up from behind the 
drum kit.  Peter wipes his face with a towel.

TEENAGED TYLER
Come on!  Don’t go!

PETER
It’s getting late.  I still have 
some accounts to visit, son.  
Plus your mother will be home 
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(cont’d)
soon and you know how much she 
hates me.

Teenaged Tyler sulks, strumming the riff to “Satisfaction” 
with his back to Peter.  Peter dresses in his signature 
olive green suit. 

PETER
Tyler!  Stop your sniveling and 
come here!

Teenaged Tyler doesn’t move, ignores him.

PETER
Tyler! Come here right now! 

Teenaged Tyler plops down his guitar, dragging his feet.   
Peter grabs him, starts tickling him, giving noogies.  The 
two laugh and roll around, knocking over and breaking a 
lamp.

INT. COMMERCIAL SHIP/OTHER HOLDING CELL – NIGHT - MOVING

Adult Tyler shakes out of his day dream to sounds of thugs 
fighting off screen, breaking bottles, making a ruckus.  A 
light from the port window catches his face.  His wet red 
eyes close.  The final bars of “Satisfaction” finish on the 
stereo. 

INT. NAVAL SHIP/COMMUNICATION ROOM - NIGHT - MOVING

An old fashioned sweeping radar screen revolves once before 
picking up a blip in the top right corner.  Excited voices 
in Hindi mixed with Bollywood music resound in the 
background. 

A tan hand sets down a coffee mug adorned with a laurel 
design before he points a finger at the blip.  In the 
middle of the laureled stand three lions on top of a 
pedestal, revealing the emblem of India. 
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INT. COMMERCIAL SHIP/OTHER HOLDING CELL – NIGHT

Tyler sleeps on the floor as the door unlocks.  Tyler’s 
eyes open at the sound of two big thugs entering.  Tyler 
sits up, defiant, staring at them straight on.  They pull 
Tyler onto his feet.  One exits while the other pushes from 
behind, signaling to follow.

INT. COMMERCIAL SHIP/HALLWAY – NIGHT

Tyler and his escorts pass Peter’s cell, the door wide open 
with Peter’s empty clothes on the floor, topped with the 
bright red G.P.S. running shoes.  Tyler pauses before being 
pushed along by the thug behind him. 

EXT. COMMERCIAL SHIP - NIGHT

A lone dock light shines like a distant star across the 
calm dark ocean.  Two short Guatemalan guards in camouflage 
holding assault rifles wait on the ship’s deck with Mr. 
Wong, three thugs, and the gang leader. 

WONG
Ah! Mr. Mauler!  This is where 
our little adventure together 
ends.

TYLER
Where’s Peter!

WONG
That does not concern you right 
now.  All I can say is that he’s 
getting ready for a very 
important meeting.

GUATEMALAN GUARD #1 waves Tyler over.  Tyler resists in 
disobedience. 

WONG
We aren’t going to kill you, Mr. 
Mauler.  Not here at least.  I’d 
say it’s in you and your father’s 
best interest if you cooperate.
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Tyler approaches the group.  GUATEMALAN GUARD #2 pulls out 
a huge hunting knife, cutting cords binding Tyler.  Tyler 
flinches.  The Chinese gang laugh.

WONG
There now, virtually painless!

TYLER
Hijo de la gran chingada!

The two Guatemalan guards snort a suppressed laugh.  Wong 
with murder in his eyes slaps Tyler with the back of his 
fingertips, leaving four streaks across Tyler’s cheeks.  
One streak begins to drip blood.  The Guatemalan guards 
lead Tyler down a rope ladder to a small Zodiac motor boat.

INT. WINDOWLESS WHITE WAITING ROOM - DAY (DAWN)

A nervous Peter waits on a white chair in a bright white 
room, wearing a white jumpsuit with blue sneakers.  
Classical music over a loud speaker torments him, and he 
twitches his right knee up and down.  

INT. JEEP - DAY (DAWN) - MOVING

(NOTE: All instances of the Spanish language shall be 
indicated by being enclosed in brackets.  On screen this 
text will appear in subtitles.) 

Tyler and two Guatemalan guards drive down a jungle road.

TYLER
[Good morning.]

The guards ignore him and keep looking forward.  One of 
them lights a cigarette.

TYLER
[Where are we going?]

GUATEMALAN GAURD #1
[Home. Stop talking.]
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Tyler leans back into his seat as the jeep drives deeper 
into the jungle.

EXT. JUNGLE COMPOUND - DAY

A thick green wall with razor wire on top protects the 
perimeter.   The jeep carrying Tyler drives to a hidden 
gate which opens at their approach. 

The jungle has not been razed inside the compound.  
Instead, thick foliage hides it from above.  Under the 
jungle canopy, military style barracks and a boxy three 
story white factory dominate the compound.  Razor wire 
fence surrounds a white factory. 

The jeep drives to a cluster of shacks, bringing Tyler into 
the worker camp. 

INT. WINDOWLESS WHITE WAITING ROOM - DAY (LATER)

Peter still waits on a white chair with the same classical 
music playing a bit louder.  In a split second, the door to 
the office opens. 

ELECTRONIC VOICE (V.O.)
He will see you now, Peter.

Peter flinches, blinks and swallows.  He rises with slight 
hesitation and ambles to the doorway.

INT. WINDOWLESS WHITE OFFICE - DAY

A huge black and red oval shaped rug centers the room.  
Bookshelves lined with books organized by binding color sit 
next to a wall covered with TV monitors.  The monitors show 
security footage, the stock market, commercials and random 
sitcoms. 

Stacks of papers, pens and other supplies cover a white 
desk at the north wall.  At the far end of the room, two 
huge white armchairs face a lit fireplace.  
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REX BUCKLEY, 54, husky and elegant, reclines in a chair, 
drinking Scotch from a highball glass.  

REX
Peter.  So glad you could make 
it.  Please take a seat.

Peter obeys.  Ten feet away from Rex, Peter recognizes his 
host and freezes in disbelief.

REX
I take it that you know who I am.

Peter nods. 

REX
Good.  I hate awkward 
introductions.  Sit, Peter.

Peter takes a seat across from Rex, staring with complete 
astonishment.  Rex prepares to smoke a Cuban cigar.  While 
talking, he cuts one end off and lights it, savors the 
first few puffs.

REX
Did you know that amongst 
professionals, dentists have the 
highest suicide rate?  Had no 
idea myself.  It’s a shame, 
really.  Spending hour upon hour 
drilling rotten teeth, gum 
disease, the stench of burning 
flesh...  it would get to anyone. 
I’ve always believed that there’s 
something sinister about the 
human mouth.  For example, have 
you ever had that nightmare where 
all your teeth fall out, turn 
into dust?  You wake up in a cold 
sweat and have to slap yourself 
to make sure it was just a dream?  
I’m told it’s quite common.  
Could be the psychological 
element that contributes to 
dental suicides...  What do you 
think, Peter?
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Peter remains silent.

REX
I’m a man of few words myself. 

(laughs)
I’ll get to the point.  You 
fucked up, Peter.  That grey 
market product list you had got 
into the wrong hands.  Those 
China boys wanted blood once they 
saw Kareem’s list.  “How are 
these fools in India selling your 
products?” they asked me.  I 
shifted the blame onto you.  Said 
that we’ve suspected you of 
double dealing for a while now 
and this confirms it.  Boy, if 
the Chinese didn’t take the bait, 
I’d have a dozen men to kill 
instead of just one.

PETER
I don’t understand...

REX
Let me explain.  I’ve got the
Americans, Chinese, Indians, hell 
the entire world fighting over 
one loaf of bread.  Tearing each 
other apart, undercutting and 
underselling, backstabbing to get 
ahead.  While everyone is busy 
fighting, I’m getting richer. I 
win because I make the bread.  
Thanks to you, I have a rat in 
the kitchen.

Rex snuffs his cigar in an ashtray, pressing a button on a 
remote.  The fire in the fireplace goes out like a candle. 

PETER
What have you done to Tyler?

REX
Nothing yet.  I have a few things 
in mind for him.  As for you, I 
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(cont’d)
see a short, painful future. 

Two armed guards enter.

REX
(to the guards)

Take him to testing room B. 
(to Peter)

Our latest dental implants need a 
test drive before going to 
market.  I thought...  since 
you’re here... 

Rex makes a circle with his finger around his own mouth.  
The guards grab Peter.

REX
Just think, Peter.  You’ll die 
with a twenty-thousand dollar 
smile.  Don’t worry about the 
overhead.  We’ll make up the loss 
by skipping the general 
anesthetic. 

The guards lead Peter out of the room.  Before they get to 
the door, Peter surprises the guards with a sudden burst of 
energy.  He throws both of them off and flees.  The guards 
recover and pull out guns.

REX
(calmly to the guards)

Don’t shoot.

INT. WINDOWLESS WHITE WAITING ROOM - DAY

Peter scrambles into the waiting room, unable to open the 
door out.  Tyler’s voice echos from the office.

INTERROGATOR (O.S.)
Tell us what you know of Kareem.

TYLER (O.S.)
I’m not gonna tell you shit until 
you show me that my dad is alive.
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A sickening thud halts Peter’s escape attempt.

INTERROGATOR (O.S.)
Tell us what you know of Kareem.

TYLER (O.S.)
Go fuck yourself.

PETER
Tyler!

INT. WINDOWLESS WHITE OFFICE - DAY

Peter bursts into the office.  The wall of small monitors 
have become one large monitor, showing an interrogation.  
The interrogator punches Tyler.

REX
I guess being a stubborn bastard 
runs in the family.

(turns off monitor)
Be smart, Peter.  I’ll have your 
boy killed if you try that again.

Peter submits to his fate as the guards take him away.

INT. JUNGLE SHACK - DAY

Two guards drag an unconscious Tyler before dropping him 
onto the ground.  MIGUEL, 63, an elderly Guatemalan man 
carries Tyler to a wooden bed.  Miguel wipes a wet cloth on 
Peter’s face, washing away blood.  Tyler mumbles, 
attempting to get up.

MIGUEL
[Be still.  Rest is what you 
need.  Quiet, my friend.]

A blue parrot lands on the window sill, catching Tyler’s 
eye before falling into a deep sleep.
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EXT. JUNGLE SHACK - NIGHT

Miguel and three other workers tend a fire, boiling a 
kettle.  Another group of workers listen to a man playing 
guitar.  Tyler emerges from the shack with his wounds 
dressed.  The music stops.  Miguel waves Tyler over.

MIGUEL
[Good.  You are awake.  Come here 
and sit by the fire.]

The ranchero guitar music resumes.  JESUS, 37, hands Tyler 
a small piece of bread.  Tyler gnaws at it with unbridled 
hunger. 

JESUS
[Poor guy.  I wonder why they 
almost killed him?] 

To the surprise of the group, Tyler responds in Spanish. 

TYLER
[They wanted information and I 
didn’t say anything.  They beat 
me for that reason.]

MIGUEL
[Pride inflicts the deepest 
wounds.]

Miguel takes the kettle off the fire, pouring Tyler a cup 
of steaming broth. 

TYLER
[Have you seen another prisoner 
here that looks like me?] 

MIGUEL
[No, my friend.  But that doesn’t 
mean that he isn’t close by.]

From the darkness, out in the direction of the white 
factory, a man screams in agony.  Tyler jumps up, running 
to the fence, shaking it with anger.
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TYLER
Dad!

MIGUEL
[We aren’t allowed inside there. 
Every month, they come and take 
one of us to the white factory.  
Just one.  It eats us whole.  We 
never come out.]

TYLER
Dad...

MIGUEL
[Jesus, take him back into the 
shack and feed him this. He needs 
his rest.] 

Miguel hands a root to Jesus, who then fetches Tyler and 
walks him back to the shack.

EXT. COMPOUND VEGETABLE GARDEN - DAY

Tyler, now dressed in a grey uniform, rakes in a vegetable 
garden as he ponders his situation. The ten other uniformed 
workers whistle and make a general ruckus. 

Tyler spots Karen dressed like a wilderness hiker.  She has 
been captured and escorted towards the jail, yapping at her 
guards in a convincing British accent.

KAREN
Unhand me!  I told you that I am 
the head of an ornithological 
expedition for Oxford University.  
Ouch!  I demand to speak with 
someone in charge!

A stunned Tyler joins the workers at the fence.  Before he 
can shout out her name, Miguel silences him.

MIGUEL
[Death will follow your words, my 
friend.] 
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Tyler realizes Miguel’s wisdom, watching Karen being led 
away in silence.  A guard orders them to resume working.  
Miguel gives Tyler a knowing look.

EXT. COMPOUND GROUNDS - DAY

Tyler, Miguel, Jesus and two other workers pass through the 
fence under close supervision of the guards.  The group 
carries cleaning supplies towards the barracks.  Once out 
of sight of the guards, Miguel signals Tyler to sneak off. 

A lone Tyler surveys the area with caution.  Two armed 
guards walk by on patrol.  Tyler hides without being 
spotted.

GUARD #1
[The stupid white bitch slapped 
me!]

GUARD #2
[She’s English and harmless.  
Don’t worry.  Boss said she is 
harmless.] 

GUARD #1
[Next time, she should slap him!]

The guards laugh as they pass.  Tyler heads in the opposite 
direction.

EXT. COMPOUND JAIL - DAY

Karen rests on a cot behind bars, hugging her legs, staring 
off in deep thought.  Tyler peeks through one of the 
windows and darts down. Karen notices the movement.  
Tyler’s head pops up again.  They see each other.  Karen 
smiles but goes straight faced, shaking her head.  

The window fills with the back of the jail guard’s head.  
Tyler hides.  The unseen jail guard was sitting below the 
window. The jail guard speaks on his walkie talkie, exiting 
the building.  Tyler rushes into the jail.
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INT. COMPOUND JAIL - DAY

Tyler shuts and locks the door behind him. Karen and Tyler 
embrace and kiss between the bars.

TYLER
Jesus!  What are you doing out 
here?

KAREN
I was offered the role of a 
lifetime...  and you needed help.

Tyler switches to rescue mode, searching for something to 
force open the bars.  He attempts to break a leg off of a 
metal chair.

KAREN
I saw the guard put the keys over 
there.

Karen points to a black metal box on the wall.  Tyler drops 
the chair, jumps to the box, flings it open, and grabs a 
ring of multiple keys.  He tries each of the keys on the 
jail door.

KAREN
If I knew you wanted an exotic 
getaway vacation, I would’ve 
taken you to Catalina Island. 

TYLER
Who brought you here?

KAREN
Ned, Mitch, and their friends.

Tyler looks at her with disbelief.

KAREN
It’s a long story.  I was worried 
about you so I showed up at 
Mitch’s place.  He and Ned 
explained what happened.  I 
insisted that I come along.  I 
proved to be quite the actor.
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TYLER
But Ned betrayed --

KAREN
He had no idea...  It’s okay, 
I’ll explain later.

TYLER 
(not looking at her)

You could’ve died.

KAREN
I never thought I’d see you 
again.

Karen gulps back her emotions.  Tyler opens the jail door 
and offers her his hand.

TYLER
If you want to keep seeing me, we 
need to leave right now.

Karen gets up and forces a kiss on Tyler.

TYLER
(smiling)

I missed you too.  Let’s go.

EXT. COMPOUND GROUNDS - DAY

Tyler and Karen sneak around, hiding behind building after 
building.

A group of exercising guards appear.  Karen and Tyler hide 
behind an outside air-conditioning unit.  An OUT OF SHAPE 
GUARD stops to catch his breath.  Tyler signals Karen to be 
very quiet.  The out of shape guard pants for an eternity. 

Karen and Tyler try not to breathe.  Karen slips out a 
singular little cough, covering her mouth in horror.  The 
out of shape guard turns his head in their direction. 

OUT OF SHAPE GUARD
[Hello?  Who’s there?  Is that 
you, Hector?]
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He approaches the outside air-conditioning unit.  Karen 
closes her eyes.  Tyler prepares to fight.

FIT GUARD (O.S.)
[Come on, pussy!  Hurry up!]

The out of shape guard makes an annoyed ticking sound with 
his mouth and resumes his run. Once he has left, Karen lets 
out a relieved sigh.  Tyler’s tense muscles relax. 
Exercising men counting in Spanish echos across the 
compound.  

INT. EMPTY COMPOUND BARRACKS - DAY

Tyler and Karen stalk past two rows of bunk beds with 
chests on the ground line the room.  Tyler opens a green 
steel cabinet filled with firearms.

KAREN
Great.  More guns.

Tyler pulls out a handgun, inspects it, and tucks it away 
in his pants.  He grabs an assault rifle and hands it to 
Karen.  She wasn’t expecting its weight.

KAREN
I don’t know if this matters 
right now, but I have no idea how 
to operate one of these things. 

Tyler smirks and moves up close behind her.  As he talks, 
Tyler helps Karen position the rifle, showing her how to 
hold it, how to carry it, use it, etc.

TYLER
Every great actress in the 
history of film knew how to hold 
a gun.  Jane Fonda, Pam Grier, 
Carrie Fisher.  Now it’s time for 
you to learn.

KAREN
You’re quite a catch, you know. 
I’m imagining the conversation 
I’ll have with my mother.  “He’s 
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(cont’d)
sweet, sings in a band, speaks 
Spanish, and knows how to fire 
heavy artillery.”

Tyler backs up, observing Karen with the gun.  He races 
towards one of the locked chests at the end of a bed.  
Tyler uses the butt of the rifle to break it open. He pulls 
out two uniforms, handing one to Karen.  She undresses in 
front of him.  Tyler ogles, smiling.

KAREN
I’ll give you the blow job of a 
lifetime if we get out of here 
alive.  Stop it.  Get dressed.

Tyler holds the small uniform up to his tall frame.  It 
won’t fit.

TYLER
Shit.

KAREN
Try another --

Tyler covers her mouth.  Singing erupts from the bathroom 
door. 

TYLER
(whispers)

No time.  Quick!

Tyler and Karen bolt out of the barracks. A WET GUARD, 
whistling, enters from the bathroom.  He notices his broken 
chest and wrinkled uniform thrown upon the bed.

WET GUARD
[Mother fucker!]

EXT. COMPOUND GROUNDS - DAY

Tyler and Karen hide behind bushes.  Karen tucks her hair 
under a hat.  Increased commotion in the compound indicates 
that the guards have finished exercising.  Tyler peers 
through the cover of the foliage. 
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KAREN
How do I look?

Karen contorts her face into a tough expression.  Tyler 
laughs, pulling her hat down over her eyes.

TYLER
You better keep that hat low.  As 
soon as they see your blue eyes 
it’s over.

KAREN
What about you?

Tyler touches his fingers to his lips, as if he is on the 
verge of an idea, and then snaps his fingers. 

TYLER
Miguel told me that every month 
one worker from the camp is taken 
into the factory.  This month, 
it’s me.

KAREN
(nodding, impressed)

If only I knew Spanish.

Tyler frisks Karen’s pockets.  He produces a white card.

TYLER
You don’t need to if you have the 
key.

KAREN
Listen, Tyler.  I almost forgot 
to tell you.

(shows compact)
A little toy Ned’s friends gave 
me.  Once we have Peter, all I 
have to do is push this button...

(opens compact to 
reveal button)

... and the whole gang will come 
rescue us.
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EXT. WHITE FACTORY GATE - DAY

Karen points a rifle at Tyler’s back.  He holds his hands 
high above his head as they walk towards the white factory.

KAREN
This is crazy.

TYLER
Get into character!

Karen hits Tyler’s back with the butt of her gun.

TYLER
Not that into it!

Tyler and Karen reach the electronic gate surrounding the 
white factory.  A huge camera points at them.  Karen takes 
the card, swipes it, and a loud buzzing signals that the 
door is unlocked.  Karen pushes the door open and Tyler 
walks through first.

EXT. WHITE FACTORY - DAY

Karen and Tyler maintain the act until they pass a large 
camera.  Karen follows Tyler as they slink along the wall 
for cover.  A blond haired blue eyed LAB TECH enters the 
white factory, followed by Karen and Tyler.  A small hidden 
camera tracks their every move.

INT. WHITE FACTORY/LOCKER ROOM - DAY

The annoyed lab tech mumbles to himself.  A weird blue 
substance covers his white lab coat, head and shoes.

LAB TECH
Stupid compound...  unstable my 
ass...  “Oh, look at the mess you 
made, go clean up”...  go fuck 
yourself...  idiots...

The lab tech opens his locker. Tyler strikes him on the 
back of the head with the butt of his gun.
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LAB TECH
Owww! What the fuck, man! That 
really hurt!

The lab tech crouches in pain, rubbing his head as Tyler 
pulls a gun on him.

TYLER
Give me your clothes.

The lab tech, unfazed by the gun, peers up at Tyler with a 
bummed out expression.  He talks like a stoner.

LAB TECH
You didn’t have to hit me, man!  
They’re in there.  Who are you 
trying to be right now, renegade?

Karen reaches into the locker, grabbing an extra lab 
uniform.

LAB TECH
I mean, seriously, like, that was 
uncalled for.

KAREN
Tell me about it.  He’s been 
acting like Indiana Jones all 
afternoon.

TYLER
(to Karen)

This coming from the person with 
the James Bond makeup compact, 
complete with homing device.

(to Lab Tech)
Sorry man, I thought you were one 
of them.

LAB TECH
No way, man.  Fuck this place.  
Ransack it, I don’t care.  Just 
don’t hit me again!

Tyler lowers the gun, pulling the lab uniform over his 
clothes.
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KAREN
What goes on here?

LAB TECH
Man, I don’t know where to begin.  
They have us test like, dental 
products on humans to see if it’s 
safe for the global market.  Very 
bad mojo.  Especially that skinny 
dude.  The boss ordered a real 
doozy.

TYLER
Which skinny dude?

LAB TECH
A skinny white guy, man.  Looked 
like he already gave up.  I don’t 
blame the dude.  This place is 
like the devil’s playpen.

Tyler and Karen exit out the door, leaving the lab tech 
behind.

LAB TECH
That’s cool, just clobber me over 
the noggin, steal my threads, and 
bolt.  Fuckin hate my life.

INT. WHITE FACTORY/HALLS - DAY

Lost, Tyler and Karen wander through endless white 
hallways.  Each door opens to winding corridors or empty 
labs.  Small black cameras track their every move. 

Other employees and guards pass them, but no one takes 
notice.  A long caravan of silver carts bursts through 
double doors.  Tyler and Karen follow the caravan.

INT. WHITE FACTORY/HALLS - DAY (LATER)

Tyler and Karen peek around a corner.  The sound of Peter 
moaning blends with each departing silver cart as it passes 
through two large doors, back down the hall.
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TYLER
Karen.  I need you to figure out 
how we can get out of here.  
Peter must be in that room.  If I 
don’t make it or if anything goes 
wrong, you have to promise me 
that you’ll go on without me.

Karen turns away, fighting angry tears.

TYLER
This is the only way.  I’m sorry.

KAREN
You don’t have to go in there by 
yourself.

TYLER
I can’t face this unless I know 
that you’re going to be safe. 
Promise me, Karen. 

(beat)
Please!

A wet eyed Karen kisses Tyler.

KAREN
You’re such a stubborn asshole.

TYLER
If I’m not out of there in ten 
minutes...

Karen nods, touching Tyler’s face before he approaches the 
room, gun in hand.

INT. WHITE FACTORY/GRAND WHITE DINING ROOM - DAY

Tyler enters through a pair of white double doors.  Italian 
opera plays over clinking utensils.  Three chairs are 
adjacent to a long black table with white candles burning 
in the center piece.  Each place setting has china plates 
and ivory handled cutlery.
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An array of white taxidermied animal trophies hang on the 
walls: tigers, rhinos and other game animals.  Peter, 
strapped to a white chair furthest away, shows signs of 
torture. He stares at an untouched plate of food out of 
reach. 

Rex savors his meal of rare steak, his back to Tyler.  
Tyler proceeds with his gun locked and loaded, pointed at 
Rex’s head. 

REX
(not turning around)

Our guest of honor has arrived!

TYLER
Hand over Peter.

REX
Can’t do that. 

(beat) 
The illusion of power has toppled 
many great men.  Your gun and 
your big boy words can’t hold off 
the guards waiting for my signal.  
Can’t protect that pretty girl of 
yours and save your father at the 
same time.  In this world, I am 
God.  Your only option, I’m 
afraid, is to sit.

A hesitant Tyler occupies his place setting, still pointing 
his gun at Rex.  Rex watches with amusement.

REX
Relax!  I’m not going to hurt 
you.  I thought we could have a 
little heart to heart.

Rex points his remote at the wall.  It transforms into a 
huge screen in front of Tyler.  The screen splits into 
different sections playing security footage of Tyler during 
various parts of his rescue mission.

REX
I got to hand it to you, I’m 
impressed you made it this far.  
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(cont’d)
Such ambition and drive, taking 
risks, thinking on your feet.  Of 
course, I made sure that you 
weren’t caught.  But you didn’t 
know that.  You were superb.

TYLER
Who are you?

REX
Tyler, I’m hurt!  Let me give you 
a hint:

(inspiring tone)
‘That’s the key to my success!  
Never give up, never give in, and 
most of all...”

TYLER
(finishing the speech)

‘Strive for golden perfection.’ 
Rex Buckley....

REX
Since we’re now on the same page, 
let’s cut to the chase. I can use 
someone like you, Tyler.  You’ve 
proven yourself.  Work for me.

TYLER
What?!?

REX
(rises, walk to screen)

It’s not like you have a choice.  
But I’m not all that bad.  What 
do you want, Tyler?  Money?  
Girls?  Success?

Rex hits the remote.  The screen fills with footage from 
the best show of Tyler’s musical career, showing Tyler 
bounding across the stage in true rock ‘n roll frontman 
glory.

REX
Not bad stuff.  Wow.  Those kids 
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(cont’d)
are going crazy, and you!  A king 
among kings.  What happened, 
Tyler?  Let me guess.  Couldn’t 
pay the bills?  Your woman dumped 
your poor ass?  No one, outside 
of a few hundred fans, gave a 
shit?  You just hoped that one 
day you’d make it.  Some record 
exec would discover you.  That 
day never came.  Instead you 
threw in the towel.  Sold out to 
your father.

Peter gives an inarticulate mumble.  

REX
My goodness, Peter!  I forgot all 
about you!

Rex hits the remote.  A cheap commercial for I.D.A. shows 
Mitch as a dentist and Peter as a salesmen acting out a 
sales pitch.

REX
(laughing)

I’m sorry, but this is classic.  
You must’ve hit rock bottom, 
Tyler, to come running to this 
train wreck.  What I heard is 
that “Neat Pete” has been using 
you since you were little.
Taking you to accounts, getting 
him PO’s in exchange for Taco 
Bell.  Nice matching green suits!  
His cute little monkey was a 
sales pitch, not a son.  And this 
joke of a man failed at being a 
father.  What has Peter ever done 
for you?  Nothing.  Lets talk 
about what I can do.

(turns off screen)
You failed, like everyone else, 
NOT because you weren’t talented.  
You failed because you didn’t 
have any money.  You didn’t know 
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(cont’d)
the right people.  You didn’t 
“get lucky.”  Well, today is your 
lucky day.

Rex places an iPad in front of Tyler, pacing around him  
like a shark circling its wounded prey.  The iPad displays 
a contract.   

REX
You can read it, but I’ll tell 
you what it says.  We will 
provide you with the connections 
and cash flow, basically 
orchestrate your career.  All 
that you will have to do is work 
for us. You will work for me.  An 
internationally recognized indie 
wonder-kid would be the perfect 
cover.  I say jump, you say how 
fucking high.

TYLER
This is not right.

REX
(screaming)

Do you possibly believe that I 
will let any of your fucking 
family live after today?  Go 
ahead!  Try me!  Turn me down!  I 
always win!  I’m the demon behind 
the American dream!  Do not fuck 
with me! 

(wipes spit off mouth)
Do you ever wonder why Levi's 
jeans and Chuck Taylor's high-
tops are made in China?  I bet 
every piece of your wardrobe is 
made somewhere else.  Your 
computer, your dining room table, 
your couch, your cell phone, 
things you use and touch every 
day.  You wonder how I made my 
money?  Now you know.  I am the 
middle man.  As I said.  Here and 
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(cont’d)
now, I am God.  So, when I say 
jump...

Tyler doesn’t move or speak.

REX
Do we have a deal?

A trapped Tyler nods his head, avoiding Peter’s gaze.  In a 
complete shift in demeanor, Rex responds in a light, 
casual, happy manner.

REX
Fantastic!  Just take the pen and 
sign.

A puzzled Tyler searches for a pen. 

REX
(referring to the gun)

In your other hand.  Ah!  There 
it is!

Tyler lifts his gun.

REX
Poetic justice.  All you have to 
do is shoot Peter.  Listen to 
this: “Tyler Mauler’s masterpiece 
album was inspired by the tragic 
death of his father.”  His blood 
will be your blessing.

Tyler doesn’t respond.  Rex sighs and picks up his remote 
to call his men.

REX
You worthless piece of shit.

Tyler throws back his chair, gun pointed at Peter.  Rex 
stops in smug curiosity.  Tyler takes a deep breath, cocks 
the gun. Rex smiles.  Peter’s eyes expand in terror.  Rex 
places the remote on table, drooling with anticipation.
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REX
Do it!

Peter closes his eyes.  Tyler shoots over Peter, the bullet 
shattering through a mounted white taxidermied lion head.  
Before Rex realizes what happened, Tyler shoots Rex in the 
throat.  

Rex slumps into his chair, blood pumping and squirting red 
over the white floor.  Rex’s amazement becomes a sick 
gargling rasp.

Tyler bolts to Peter, loosening his bonds and gag. Tears 
run down Peter’s swollen face.

PETER
I thought for a moment you were 
going to shoot me.

TYLER
So did I.

PETER
Thank you, son.

TYLER 
Let’s get you on your feet.

PETER
I’m sorry.

The remote sits in a massive puddle of Rex’s blood.  As a 
last act of revenge, Rex struggles to hit his remote before 
he dies.  Alarms echo as Tyler grabs Peter, limping out of 
the room.

INT. WHITE FACTORY/HALLS - DAY

Tyler and Peter burst through double doors, Tyler searches 
for an absent Karen.  Panic streaks across his face.  
Gunfire bounces down the hall.

TYLER
Karen!
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Tyler and Peter head towards the shots.  Three guards fire 
at Karen, crouched behind a couple of crates. She blasts 
the rifle above her head, not knowing how to shoot it, more 
as a way to fend off the attackers. Tyler prepares from the 
cover of the corner, taking out the three guards. 

TYLER
It’s us!

KAREN
Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck

TYLER
How do we get out of here?

Peter and Tyler strip the guards of weapons.  Karen calms 
herself down and leads them on to the exit.

INT. WHITE FACTORY/STAIRWELL - DAY

Tyler, Peter, and Karen run down the stairs at lightning 
speed.  After a few flights, another batch of guards 
pursues the trio.  Tyler, Peter and Karen pick up the pace.  
As they get closer to the exit, a concussive impact shakes 
the building.

EXT. WHITE FACTORY - DAY

The escaping trio find themselves in the middle of a 
gigantic siege on the compound by a group of heavily armed, 
uniformed men with dark complexions.  The fence protecting 
the white factory has been blown away by Mitch, Ned and 
Kareem. 

Mitch, in grey sweats and a sleeveless U.C.L.A shirt, holds 
his revolver.

Ned, decked in frogman scuba gear, wields a harpoon gun 
with a jagged diving knife and small pistol strapped to his 
legs. 

Kareem, in a baby blue and olive striped uniform with a red 
pagri, lifts an AK-47 past his bloody face.
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KAREEM
Pete! Tyler! Come on!

EXT. COMPOUND GROUNDS - DAY

Kareem leads the group away from the major fighting towards 
the main wall.  Mitch and Ned provide cover while Kareem 
prepares the putty explosives.  Peter catches his breath as 
Karen cleans his wounds.

PETER
(panting)

Kareem! 

KAREEM
My dearest friend.  It pleases me 
beyond joy to see you alive.

TYLER
Are you with the CIA?

KAREEM
Something like that.  I’ve been a 
sleeper cell for India’s Research 
and Analysis Wing for the last 
forty years.  The R.A.W. sought 
to put an end to the crimes 
against humanity committed by Rex 
Buckley’s empire.  We’ve found 
our Trojan horse with the 
Maulers.

PETER
You crafty son of a bitch!

KAREEM
Tyler, come give me a hand.

Tyler crouches next to Kareem, following his directions in 
setting up the explosives as the group recuperates.

TYLER
How did you find us?
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KAREEM
Those G.P.S. shoes of your 
fathers were dumped into the 
ocean.  With the help of Mitch 
and Ned, R.A.W. tracked the 
signal off shore.

Stray bullets ricochet above them.  Mitch and Ned return 
fire.  Kareem moves the group behind a large rock and sets 
off some explosives.  The wall rips open.  Once the debris 
settles, the group flees into the jungle. 

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

The group, being chased by guards, hack through the jungle.  
Ned hides behind a large tree, waits for a guard, and kills 
him with a harpoon gun. Another guard passes Ned and stops 
at the dead guard.  Ned slits his throat with a diving 
knife.  Ned throws his bloody arms up into the air.

NED
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!

A final guard jumps out.  Mr. Bluebeard attacks the guard, 
saving Ned, but the guard shoots the bird.  Ned screams, 
throwing a knife into the guard’s chest.  Mitch pulls a 
crying Ned towards the beach.

EXT. BEACH - DAY (SUNSET)

The group dodges giant Galapagos-esque tortoises on the 
sand.  Soon, more guards catch up.  They use the giant 
tortoises for cover during an intense firefight.  Kareem 
lobs a high-impact grenade, killing the guards.  
Ned has been shot in the arm, Mitch has sprained his ankle.  

The group hobbles to a boat tied to a dock.  Kareem starts 
the boat.  Karen helps Ned and Mitch aboard.  Tyler and 
Peter catch up.  A huge plume of smoke rises from the heart 
of the jungle.

TYLER
Dad!  Come on!
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PETER
(looking at jungle)

I never gave you the life you 
wanted.

TYLER
I don’t care about that.  Let’s 
go.

PETER
Thank you, son.  I’m so proud of 
the man you’ve become.

The sound of a single shot reverberates.  Peter’s face goes 
slack (M.O.S.) Tyler falls apart, unloading his gun into 
the jungle, sobbing and screaming.  A shot misses Tyler, 
throwing a few splinters from the dock into the air.  
Kareem pulls Tyler into the boat while Tyler fights to keep 
shooting.

EXT. SMALL SPEED BOAT - NIGHT (DUSK) - MOVING

Kareem drives the boat towards a Naval ship, bouncing up 
and down from waves. Mitch attempts revive Peter in vain.  
Blood covers everything.  Ned tries to peel Mitch off of 
Peter’s dead body.  Tyler sobs in Karen's arms.

EXT. NAVAL SHIP - DAY 

The entire surviving R.A.W. team, dressed in baby blue and 
olive striped uniforms with black pagris, attends Peter’s 
burial at sea.  They touch Peter’s body, one by one, 
placing flowers upon him, marking his forehead with a red 
dot.  

Mitch rests in a wheel chair, his cheeks wet.  Ned breathes 
heavy, his left arm in a sling.  Tyler faces out towards 
the sea, his back to Peter. 

The naval congregation uses a white shroud to carry Peter 
over to the edge of the ship.  Peter is then wrapped before 
being thrown over.  The body disappears beneath the water.

Karen approaches Tyler.

115. 



TYLER
Hey...

Karen slips her hand into his, puts her head onto his 
shoulder.  Tyler weeps in silence.

EXT. BEACH (HERMOSA BEACH) - NIGHT

Tyler throws Peter’s belongings into a bonfire.  A batch of 
olive green suits go up in flames.  Karen observes from the 
shadows.

Tyler pulls out a small black box and sealed envelope.  The 
box contains a circular golden medal with an imprinted 
chakra wheel design surrounded by a lotus wreath, suspended 
by a straight bar hanging from a dark green and saffron 
striped ribbon.  

Tyler turns the medal over and it reads:  “Ashok Chakra.”  
The firelight dances across his face as he takes the medal 
out of the box before throwing the box onto the flames.

KAREN
It’s beautiful, Tyler.

TYLER
Yeah.  It is, isn’t it.

Tyler shoves the medal in his pocket and holds up an 
envelope:  “Peter Mauler, Care of Tyler Mauler”

He tears off one end of the envelope, pulling out an 
official letter from the Indian Government’s R.A.W. and a 
check.  Tyler throws the empty envelope in the fire, hands 
the letter to Karen, and examines the check.

KAREN
(reading)

“The Ashok Chakra is awarded for 
conspicuous bravery, acts of 
daring, preeminent valor, and 
self sacrifice in the face of 
danger.  This decoration has been 
awarded posthumously to Peter 
Mauler for his heroic assistance 
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(cont’d)
in ridding the world of the 
international criminal, Rex 
Buckley.”

Tyler folds the check, places it into his pocket, and 
resumes burning a large stack of Rex Buckley books. Karen 
comes across a photo of Peter and teenaged Tyler holding 
guitars.

KAREN
Is this you? 

TYLER
I don’t know anymore. 

(beat) 
Run away with me.

They lock eyes.  Karen nods her head, embracing Tyler.   He 
throws the photo onto the inferno.  It bubbles and burns. 

EXT. LARGE BLUE YACHT - DAY - MOVING

A large blue yacht, “Mr. Bluebeard,” cuts through waves 
towards a jungle island.  “Rex Buckley Enterprises” has 
been crossed out in red paint. 

Ned, wearing dark glasses, an open Hawaiian shirt and 
shorts steers the boat with a Cuban cigar between his 
teeth.  Karen sunbathes in a bikini as Tyler double checks 
two backpacks.  

EXT. JUNGLE ISLAND - DAY

The yacht pulls up to a dock where Miguel and other ex-
compound workers wait.  They greet Tyler and Karen, helping 
Ned unload supplies from the boat.

The men carry the luggage towards a cluster of modern 
scientific buildings.  A large wooden sign reads:

“The Peter Mauler Parrot Sanctuary and Research Facility”
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Ned’s cackling causes Karen and Tyler to turn around.  Ned 
has his arms spread out with ten blue parrots perched upon 
him.  Everyone laughs. 

INT. LIVING ROOM (1995) - DAY

A Super 8 video clip show father and son in happier and 
younger days.  A younger Mitch Mauler and Ned Gupta are 
seen drinking beers.  Peter is seated behind a drum set and 
twelve year old Tyler holds an electric guitar.  Tyler and 
Peter break into a sloppy version of The Rolling Stones' 
"Jumping Jack Flash."  Everyone is smiling and laughing.

The writers’ names, director’s name, starring actors’ 
names, and producers’ names are written on various items 
and places.  E.G.:  “Written by Justin Maurer and Tim 
Maurer” is fashioned to look like the label on a bottle of 
Jack Daniel’s. 

The Rolling Stones version of "Jumping Jack Flash" kicks in 
and final credits roll.

FADE OUT:

THE END
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