BULLET TI ME

by
Quentin Hi dal go and Dougl as Johnson



FADE | N:
EXT. C TYSCAPE - N GHT

The night sky glows an angry red. A billion street |anps
burn away anything so delicate as starlight.

SUPER: "THE SPRAW. - A few years from now'
| NT. LOFT BEDROOM - NI GHT
Dark. Peaceful. A man restlessly shifts across a bed.

This is SHARKEY. A face of chiseled stone, chipped away by
life. H s armseeks out...

SAMANTHA (SAM. A lithe, redheaded beauty filling out the
sheets beside him H's armenvel ops her and they fold into
each other. An island of two, adrift in sleep.

The honme is confortable, but spartan. Few personal touches:
Sonme candl es, An ORNATE BRASS CRI CKET BOX, and..

A HUGE FUCKI NG GUN. 9MM | ong-slide. Customgrip.

IN THE LI VI NG ROOM

Early norning sunlight highlights a FRAMED PHOTO. Sam and
Sharkey on a beach. Younger days. A faded nenory.

A wi ndow sl oWy pushes inward. ..

The frame is knocked to the ground. A BLACK BOOT sw ngs
i nsi de, crushes the glass. CRAAAACK

| N BED
Eyes SNAP open.

SHARKEY
You hear sonet hi ng?

SAM
You. Snoring. Go back to sleep.

Eventual ly, he relaxes. Too soon..

A door BURSTS open, a GUNMAN crashes in. Auto-fire FLASHES
deat h.

The nightstand is shredded...But, the 9mm has di sappear ed.
It's already in Sharkey's hand, BLASTING The Gunman drops.



2.
More FOOTSTEPS across the roof. Sharkey tracks the sound..

A shotgun BLASTS a hole through the ceiling. The bedpost
di sintegrates. Sam SCREANMS.

Sharkey pulls her away. Tosses her to the living room He
RETURNS FIRE toward the ceiling. A body DROPS to the bed.

Soneone RUNS. Sharkey dashes outside to the..
Cl TY STREETS

The KILLER flees. Sharkey raises his gun. Lines himup in
the CUSTOM SI GHT - pl ati num agai nst cobalt blue. And..

He pulls up. Sharkey watches him di sappear.
BACK | NSI DE

Shar key scans the roomfor Sam She's gone! Fear creases
his brow for the first tine...

Sam enters fromthe bedroom angry.

SAM

They foll owed you here?
SHARKEY

| don't bring my work honme with ne.
SAM

Your work is Dbleeding out all over

nmy bed!
She cups sonething in her hands...

A SHADOW ri ses from behind the bar. Sam gl ares through
Shar key, oblivious to the threat.

Sharkey hesitates. The intruder is a WOVAN. ..
BLAM
Bl ood splatters Sam She coll apses to the floor.

SHARKEY
Sam

Her rushes to her side. Blood covers Samis hair and
ni ghtgown. He checks for a wound.

SHARKEY
You' re ok. It's over.



She opens her hands, revealing..
THE BRASS CRI CKET BOX.

She pushes it into Sharkey's hands. Inside, coins jingle.
She all but spits with disdain.

SAM
One nore for your collection box.

Shar key takes the cricket box. Stands.

SHARKEY
"Il call Z.
SAM
Tell himyou' re done.
SHARKEY
| can't.
SAM

It's a job, Johnny. Nothing nore.

Shar key spots the broken frane on the floor. He picks it
up. dass shards cover happy sml es.

SHARKEY
| leave, they retire me. They retire
us bot h.

SAM

So, we only have one way out? Wen
you're dead? Wiat kind of life is
t hat ?

Shar key | ooks at Sam Covered in another woman's bl ood.
Anot her gl ance at the shattered photo. Menories viol ated.

SHARKEY
When you' re dead. ..

SAM
VWhat ?

He pries the gun fromthe dead wonan's hand.

SHARKEY
One way out. \Wen you're dead.

He raises the gun. Samls eyes go w de..



DR. MARU (V. Q)
"Ah, ny Beloved, Fill the cup that
clears / Today of past Regrets and
future Fears"
BAM
INT. THE OWNI - LAB - DAY
A hand sl anms shut the safe-like door of THE SCOOP

DR. MARU
From "The Rubai yat of QOmar Khayyani'.

DR MARU struts around the lab, as if on a stage. Rock star
meets nmad scientist.

SUPER: " ElI GHTEEN MONTHS LATER'
Behi nd Maru, WH TE- COATED LAB TECHS dote on The Scoop

DR. MARU
When we enbarked on this project,
that was the goal. Cear today of

past regrets.
THE CONTRCL ROQOM

Safely behind glass, a group of CORPORATE TITANS, sit al ong
a long conference table, engrossed by the performance.

DR MARU
And we di scovered...It can't be done.

The group shifts uneasily. Mirnurs.

At the head of the conference table, a FLI CKERI NG HOLOGRAM
hol ds sway, |ike an aging nmafia don..

NI CK.  The reclusive, ruthless founder of Omi Corp.
DR. MARU
Oh, the Scoop works, gentleman.
Just not as we intended.
Ni ck' s hol ogram nods to Maru... begin.
Maru turns back to his dream his baby...
THE SCOOP

A futuristic contai nnment chanber nmade of high-density steel.
A keypad, sone levers. A billion dollar gleam



DR. MARU
Hi story is inviolable. The Scoop
tested it and proved it. Not even
God can change t he past.

Maru punches in the coordinates. The Scoop WHHRS to life.

DR MARU
But, the future?

He smles confidently, presses his face to a small viewer on
The Scoop, and mani pul ates the | evers.

FLASHES of light. A CRACK of thunder..

The machi ne powers down. Maru spins the |ock on the door.
As mist billows out, he reaches Iin and renoves...

A few SMALL, FURRY balls.

DR. MARU
A week ago, we used The Scoop to dip
into the future - three years into
the future - and we pull ed back
sonmet hing exactly |ike these.

He wal ks into the Control Room and sets themgently onto the
conference table.

DR, MARU

Meet Bizzle. Part web browser, part
medi a device, part...Pet.

An Executi ve touches one. [t GROALS. Maru sm | es.

DR. MARU
doesn't know you. It inprints to
its "master". If you lose It, it
will find you. |If sonmeone steals

it, it won't work for them

Ni ck eyes the Bizzle, fascinated.

DR MARU
The circuitry is neuron-based. The
menory capacity is so large, its
limt is unknown. The bi 0-gene
t echnol ogy so advanced there is no
known precursor.

NI CK
A living machine.



EXEC #1
So, three years from now Omi Corp
unveils the first man-nmade |ife fornf®

DR, MARU
No.

Maru reveals the I.D. plate hidden in the ear of the Bizzle:
“Pat ent Pendi ng: Pangaea Corp”.

NI CK
Pangaea does.

EXEC #1
Z.'s conpany?

DR. MARU
I n one possible future, yes. But,
if we can reverse-engineer the Bizzle
and file for the patents first, the
Bi zzl e beconmes ours. Pangaea expends
the effort, Omi Corp reaps the reward.

The Executives smle, inpressed.

DR. MARU
The Scoop is the future of industrial
espi onage.

NI CK
A brilliant idea. Wth one problem

NI CK' S ASSI STANT t osses sone papers on the table.

NI CK
Z. filed for the patents six days
ago. 24 hours after you brought
back the first Bizzle.

Mar u sl unps.

NI CK
Sonehow, by invading this possible
future we made it nore likely to
happen. A nost unwel cone side effect.

Ni ck reaches to crush one of the Bizzles. H's hol ogram hand
passes right through it. The Bizzle YELPS in fear.

NI CK
Now, | need you to fix it.

DR. MARU
It's too late. The past cannot be
changed, only the future is in flux.



NI CK
Then | need a new future. One in
whi ch Pangaea ceases to exist.

The Assistant hands a slip of paper to Maru. N ck waves
Maru back to The Scoop.

Maru types the coordinates into the keypad. The machi ne
WH RS to |life once again!

NI CK
One in which Z ceases to exist.

Maru presses his face to the viewer. Suddenly, he junps
back - an expression of shock and confusi on.

DR MARU
No! This is playing God. W have
no idea of the inplications.

NI CK
Bring me ny future.

Rel uctantly, Maru mani pul ates the |evers.
FLASHES. THUNDERCRACK. The machi ne powers down.
Maru spins the | ock. The door BLOWAS OPEN.

Trenmbling, Maru reaches into the blackness. He w thdraws
sonething fromthe belly of The Scoop..

SOVETHI NG BLOODY. The Executives GASP. All except for..
Nick. An electric smle spreads across his hol ographic face.
Seeing is believing.

I NT. THE OMNI - LAB - N GHT

A vacant office. Dimlight. Secrecy.

THE MOLE, a shrew sh-|ooking Lab Tech, one of the Wite Coats
from Maru' s denonstration, hisses into a di sposabl e phone.

MOLE
Send in Sharkey. NOW

The Mol e crunples the phone. He noves to a row of containnment
cabi nets, presses open the first door.

A few Bl ZZLES roll out onto the counter. The Mbdle ignores
them Focused - a man with a pl an.
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He pops open the other doors, cherry picks a fewitens, then
sweeps theminto a titanium suitcase.

A CALI CO Bl ZZLE anbles up to him 1ooks up inquisitively.
The Mole smles. He nabs the Bizzle and grabs his case.

MOLE
Let's go nake sone noney.

EXT. MARI NA - DAY

The inlet teens with boats. Every square inch occupied. A
once exclusive marina, reduced to a seafaring tenenment. You
couldn't reach the ocean if you tried.

Shar key steps across a sloop and onto his..
HOUSEBQOAT
Shar key approaches the cabin door. A cat greets him MAO

SHARKEY
What are you doi ng here?

He reaches for the keypad, but the door is ajar.
Sharkey pulls his pistol. The cat slips casually...
| NSI DE

Shar key KI CKS t he door open, ainms his gun at...

TYLER - a stunning blonde with a warm face and a dancer's
body. Pouring drinks.

TYLER
Hey Sharkey. Don't shoot ne, 'kay?

SHARKEY
What's goi ng on?

TYLER
"' m maki ng drinks, silly.

She hands him a gl ass.

SHARKEY
That's not why | gave you the code.

TYLER
Hush yoursel f! What woul d you do
w thout me? |'myour favorite
nei ghbor.



SHARKEY
| just don't want you to be ny
favorite dead nei ghbor. What's
that snmell?

TYLER
| made dinner. Hungry?

She whispers the last bit in his ear. He pulls back.

TYLER
Tense. | can cure that.

She runs her hands across his chest. He pulls her away.

SHARKEY
| told you, I'mnot one of your
Johns. You need sonething, |'m

here. O herw se. ..
He nods toward the door.

TYLER
Sorry. dd habits. Do sonething
| ong enough, it beconmes who you
are.

SHARKEY
You are not what you get paid for

He sits down, lays his gun on the table.

TYLER
Sonme nights, doesn't feel that way.

SHARKEY
No. Sone nights it doesn't.

She reaches for her drink. Spots the photo of Sam and Shar key
on the beach. Re-franed.

TYLER
You never tal k about her.

SHARKEY
Let's keep it that way.

TYLER
| don't want to be al one tonight.
Can | stay? Just for a while?

SHARKEY
You cooked di nner, didn't you?
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Tyler smles. Refills his glass, raises hers.

TYLER
To us. A couple of strays.

SHARKEY
Dinner. That's it.

TYLER
You do wonders for a girl's self-
est eem Sharkey.

SHARKEY
| like you, Tyler. But, if anybody
found out...

TYLER

Yeah, | get it.

SHARKEY
No, you don't. M job...

A RINGinterrupts them Sharkey touches his ear.

SHARKEY
Shar key.

VO CE (O S.)
Nowd

D sconnect. Sharkey pauses, then stands and grabs his gun.

SHARKEY
| have to go.

TYLER
You al ways do.

SHARKEY
Sorry. Ad habits.

TYLER
You are not what you get paid for

SHARKEY
Sonme nights, doesn't feel that way.

INT. THE OMWNI - MARU S OFFI CE - NI GHT

Maru ponders the skyline, deep in thought. A HULKI NG BEAST
of a bodyguard, TEDDY, enters, clears his throat.

TEDDY
Need sonet hi ng, Doc?
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DR MARU
When Promet heus stole fire fromthe
gods, do you know how t hey t ook
their revenge?

TEDDY
Who?

DR. MARU
They tied himto a rock, where an
eagle feasted on his liver. Every
night the liver grew back and every
day the eagle would eat it again.

He faces the guard, smles sadly.

DR. MARU
| wonder what the Gods have in nmnd
for nme?

TEDDY
l"msorry, | don't--

DR. MARU

" m expecting a visitor. Have him
meet me in the |ab.

Maru turns his back on him That is all.
SECURI TY DESK

Teddy exits Maru's suite and signals to STAN, a uniforned
security guard manni ng a conpl ex control panel.

TEDDY
| swear | never know what he's
tal king about. He's all worried
about eagl es and shit.

STAN
Eagl es? | thought they were all
dead?

TEDDY

Hey, Toshi. Heads up. Einstein's
expecti ng sonebody.

The panel in front of him BEEPS as the el evator nears.

TEDDY
Doc' s nystery nman?

STAN
| dunno. They didn't call it up.
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Teddy approaches the elevator just as the cab arrives.
Doors slide open...snoke seeps out. Zero visibility.

TEDDY
VWhat the fuck is this?

St an panics and unl eashes a barrage into the cab. Teddy
draws and pops off a few, as well.

They drop magazines and reload. Guns held on the doors.
The snoke clears. No one here.
TEDDY
Stupid fucking prank. Call those
idiots up, and...

DING The el evator behind them opens. Sharkey steps out,
BLASTING fire in front of him

Stan falls. Teddy takes a body shot and drops |ike a rock.
Shar key steps over himand crosses to the security panel.

TEDDY
Freeze, notherfucker!

Sprawl ed across the floor, spitting up bl ood, Teddy funbles
wth his gun. Sharkey turns..

SHARKEY
"' mnot here for you.

TEDDY
Fuck that.

SHARKEY

Your choi ce.
BLAM  Sharkey draws and fires before Teddy even reacts.
THE LAB
Sharkey steps in, gun first. He scans the room

It's a DI SASTER AREA. Tabl es overturned, papers burning.
The Scoop lies gutted and battered. Ruined.

Maru sits calmMy in the center of it all.

DR. MARU
Ri ght on tinme, M. Sharkey.
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SHARKEY
You know ne?

DR. MARU
Absol utely. Do you?

Maru faces him Sharkey is taken aback by the oddity of the
reply. He lowers his gun.

DR MARU
This is the case your boss has sent
you to retrieve.

SHARKEY
VWhat' s i nside?

DR. MARU
The future. Signed, sealed, and
now delivered. Wuld you like to
see?

SHARKEY
It has nothing to do with ne.

DR. MARU
And, what if it did?...Are you
famliar with Heraclitus?

SHARKEY
No.

DR. MARU
Pity. He once wote that a man's
character is his fate. Do you know
your character, M. Sharkey?

SHARKEY
| know your fate.

DR. MARU
Tell me then, are they the sane?

Suddenly, Maru PULLS A GUN and SHOOTS HI MSELF in the head.
A mllisecond behind, Sharkey draws, doesn't fire. No reason.
He hoists the case onto the desk, inspects the |ock.

On i mpul se, he punches in a random nunber. The | ock POPS
OPEN.  Shar key junps back, surprised.

He lifts the |lid, tentatively. Thinks better. He shuts it.
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EXT. THE OWI - PLAZA - DAY
Shar key wal ks away. Dawn rises on the horizon.
| NSI DE MARU S OFFI CE

Maru's body slunps to the floor, his hand bunps agai nst a
DIG TAL TIMER ticking off: 4, 3, 2, 1...

BOOOOOM !
BACK QUTSI DE

THUNDER. d ass SPRAYS outward. A FIREBALL erupts fromthe
20th floor. Sharkey speeds away.

EXT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - DAY

A next-gen corporate canmpus. Part city-state, part continent-
island. An eruption of technol ogical beauty sprung from
concrete and nmacadam

| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - PLAZA - DAY

Sharkey strides across the plaza. Light dances through water,
as fountains pipe Bach. Qpulent.

BURKE approaches. The chairman's 'yes' nman. He reaches for
t he case.

BURKE
Excellent! Z will be pleased.

Shar key ignores him wal ks on.

BURKE
Right. You give it to him

| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - THE GROITO - DAY

MR. Z Stands in a jungle-themed grotto, flanked by TUXEDO D
POLITICIANS. A black tie fund-raiser.

He is rotund, yet powerful. Quiet, steely authority plain
on a face altered by various vanity surgeries.

Z
Adapt or die.

GENETI CALLY- ALTERED TI GERS pace behind gl ass. Blue, green,
pi nk...every col or of the rai nbow EXCEPT orange and bl ack.
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Z
As the homes went up in Bhutan, it
became clear that the tigers would
have to find another place to live.

YOUNG BEAUTI ES serve cocktails in skin-tight dresses made of
el ectro-chromatic material. The gowns cycle from peek-a-boo
to can't-see-through. Party-goers eat it up

Z
We believe that owners will take to
themlike the once popular pit bull.

Shar key and Burke enter.

Z
One of our many upcom ng bi o-gene
products. Pangaea will |ead the

world into the next era.

POLI TI C AN
Soneone had better inform N ck
Omi corp stock is chasing you down
ever since he corralled Maru.

Z
We don't believe Maru will be with
Nick for long. Now, if you'll excuse
ne. ..
Z approaches Sharkey and Burke with open arns. A wonman takes
over for Z, |eading the group to another room
Z
Vel done, ny boy. Wl done.

Sharkey offers the case. Burke again puts his arns out for
it. Sharkey ignores him hands it to Z

Burke turns his open arnms to Z. Z hands it off w thout a
gl ance. Burke all but hugs the case.

BURKE
"Il scan it imediately, M. Z

Bur ke dashes away.

Mar u?

SHARKEY
Dead. He rigged the roomto bl ow

Z throws an arm around him
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Z
All the cleaner for us. N ck's new
invention is just so nuch junk, and
our stock should rebound by tonorrow.
This is a glorious day, son. For
your service, ny spoils are yours.

Z sweeps an armto show he neans everything...and everyone.
Wi tresses pout preciously for Sharkey's attention.

SHARKEY
['mtired.

Z
She's dead two years, Sharkey.

SHARKEY
Ei ght een nont hs.

Z
Car pe di en

ONE OF THE WAI TRESSES stal ks forward. Long, athletic |egs
stretch all the way up to fierce green eyes. She cocks one
perfectly arched eyebrow. ..

CONTESSA. A woman to be reckoned wth.

SHARKEY
Maybe t onorrow.

A flash of anger from Contessa. Z catches the tension between
them bursts out in a chuckle.

Z
Al business. Very well, I'Il call
you when | need you.

Z nods his dismssal, finger-waves Contessa to his side.

He cups a butt-cheek in his hand and dials her dress down to
w ndowpane.

SHARKEY
One other thing. Maru? It's like
he knew | was com ng. He just handed
over the case and gave up

Z
Men act strangely when they face
deat h, Sharkey. You should know
that best of all.
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| NT. SHARKEY' S HOUSEBOAT - NI GHT

Sharkey flips on a small light over a mni-bar. He places
his gun on the counter and pours hinself a drink.

He peeks into the bedroom Tyler dreans peacefully. He
hovers over her for a long beat, then quietly shuts the door.

He tosses a pillow onto the sofa and plops dowmn. Only the
eerie glow of the marina pul ses through the w ndows.

MAO  Hi s adopted conpani on junps up and snuggl es next to
him Sharkey curls his lip, but doesn't shoo it away.

He pulls over his brass cricket box and spills out sone pocket
change.

Carefully, he counts out two coins...then drops theminto
the brass contai ner.

CLINKI  CLINK! The coins jangle off others already stowed.
The ritual conplete, he ponders the cat...

SHARKEY
When are you goin' hone?

| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - NI GHT

Burke wi nds his way through passed-out party guests and BURSTS
t hrough heavy wooden doors into..

Z' S PENTHOUSE

BURKE
You need to see this!

Pants around his knees, Contessa splayed across his desk, Z
doesn't even break stride.

Z
This can't wait ten fucking m nutes?

BURKE
No.

Z focuses, and forces the finish. He zips up his pants and
anbles toward the bar. Pours hinself a scotch

BURKE
W scanned the case.

Z
It's enpty?
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BURKE
No. There's sonething in there.
Somet hi ng. . . organi c.

Z
Bi o- weapon? Virus?

BURKE
No. Nothing like that.

Z
You're trying ny patience.

BURKE
W were told Maru had brought back

sonme kind of technol ogi cal
br eakt hrough. But, this is..

Z awaits a conpl ete sentence..

BURKE
Sonet hi ng that cannot be.

Z
Again with the fucking word ganes?
Did you open it?

BURKE
Ch, god no!

Z boils...about to blow. Behind them Contessa cackl es.
She straps a knife to her thigh. Tugs her skirt over it.

CONTESSA
Pussy.

| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - CONFERENCE ROOM - NI GHT

Z throws open the doors. The roomis crowded with
TECHNI Cl ANS, pouring over conputer nonitors in a corner

Meanwhi |l e, the case sits alone on the conference table. A
nunber of video caneras capture it fromevery angle.

Z
Let's end the suspense, shall we?

Burke turns and cl oses the heavy doors behind them
BURKE

Ehere's somet hi ng you shoul d know
irst...



Z knocks the caneras away and pulls the case toward him
throws it open and...

SOVETHI NG PLOPS fromthe case, and lands in his |ap..
The shock of disbelief silences the room
Staring up at him is...H S OMWN SEVERED HEAD

Z
VWhat the fuck is this?

Bur ke wi nces.

Z
s this ny own head trying to bl ow
me?

BURKE

W believe so, yes.

19.

Z holds the head up by its hair and stares into its eyes.

The resenbl ance is so perfect, it's eerie.
He tosses it across the table.

Z
A f ake.

Burke nods. A Tech pulls out a thin netal rod and PLUNGES

it into the head. SQUI SH

Z
(to Burke)
| s that what you're going to do
with me, when |I'm dead?

Bur ke manages a weak smle. The nonitor at the end of the

rod lights up. The LCD reads: NO DNA MATCH

TECH
How can there be no |.D.?

BURKE
You called it. One of Nick's tricks.
Pretty convincing, | mght add.

He | aughs. Sonme of the Techs join in. Z does not.

Z
Does that thing access the governnent
dat abase?
(off the nod)
Set it for internal.
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The tech flips a lever. Plunges the rod in again. Once
again it lights up. This tinme: DNA MATCH
Z
The governnent doesn't have ny rea
DNA profile.

No one knows what to say. Z scans the room calmny.

Z
Al right. The head is mne. So,
woul d one of you I.Q -off-the-chart
MI.T. degreed, worthless cocksuckers
pl ease explain to nme how that's
renotely possible?

The roomfalls silent, revealing a small CHI RPI NG noi se.
Like a cricket in the room The conference phone.

BURKE
Hel | 0?
(a beat)
Nick is on the |ine.
Z
Well, by all neans, put himon.

Bur ke hangs up the handset and pushes a button on the phone.

A small donme of light expands fromthe box. Inside the |ight,
a mniature videogramof Nick springs to life.
Z
Ni ck. To what do we owe the
pl easure?
NI CK

| hope you've opened Maru's present.

Z
Yes, it's just what | always want ed.
Very thoughtful of him

NI CK
It's real, you know.

Z
W' ve established that.

NI CK
Dated it yet?

Z
No. W& were about to.



NI CK
Shall 1 wait?
Z
Wy don't you save us the trouble?
NI CK
It's from next Tuesday.
Z
The future?
NI CK
Your future.
Z
Ah yes, the magical Scoop. So, |I'm

to believe that three days hence,

my head and ny body becone enbroil ed
in a termnal argunent and separate
forever. |Is that correct?

NI CK
Afraid so.

Z
Care to tell me who presides over
t he divorce proceedi ngs?

NI CK
And ruin the surprise?

Z
Anything el se, Nick? |[|'ve got a
mllion things to do before | die.

NI CK
You don't believe it.

Z
VWhat's not to believe? MW own
fucking head sits before ne.

NI CK
But, you still think you can change
the future?

Z
Isn't that why we're both in
busi ness, Ni ck?

Ni ck sweeps his arns out.

21.
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NI CK
Wo's in the roomw th you, Z?
Your best and brightest? Your nopst
trusted advisors? I'll let you in
on alittle secret. The future is
a virus. And, you just infected
themall!

Z scans the room

NI CK
That head is your future - one |
hand- pi cked for you. And, the nore
peopl e who see it, the nore certain
It 1s to happen. You' ve just sealed
your fate, Z. Hows that for a
head tri p?

Z
Go fuck yoursel f.

NI CK
You are now infinitely nore capable
than I.

Ni ck blinks off. The room explodes in chatter.

VARI QUS PEOPLE
Don't worry, boss...if we pinpoint
the exact time of death...run an
ocul ar inprint scan..

Z says nothing. Deep in thought. Suddenly, he rises.

Z
VWho el se knows about this?

BURKE
In our group? Only the people in
this room And, our Mle.

Z
VWhat about Shar key?

Bur ke wei ghs the possibilities.

BURKE
The case was unl ocked.

Z wal ks out of the room Puzzled |ooks all around. Finally,
Bur ke cl aps his hands.

BURKE
Al right people, let's nove!
MORE
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BURKE ( CONT' D)

We've got 72 hours to figure out
who did this and why.

The Techs poke and probe the head, trying to make it give up
its secrets.

The doors re-open. THREE ARVED GUARDS step in, Z behind
them He sweeps an accusing finger at the Techs.

Z
Kill "emall!

The Guards OPEN Fl RE. Bur ke di ves for cover.
Techs wiggle and jerk as bullets R P THROUGH THEM

When the snoke clears, Z surveys the carnage, satisfied.
Bur ke pokes his head up fromunder the table.

BURKE
That was close. Had to be done,
t hough. Fewer people who know about
your future, the |l ess chance of it
happeni ng. 1 ngeni ous, boss. 1Ing--

BLAM Ri ght between the eyes.
The guards turn. Z holds a snoking pistol. Then..

GUARD
VWhat the fuck is that?

Z's severed head lies before them They turn back to Z. He
cuts the Q8A short.

BLAM BLAM BLAM
Z
A future none of you will ever live
to see.
| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - Z'S PENTHOUSE - DAY

Contessa brings a crystal glass filled with scotch to Z, who
sits like a King on his throne.

CONTESSA
Sharkey will be here at noon.

Z
Excel l ent, now get ne Price.

She stands frozen, stunned.
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CONTESSA
Price?!

Z
| "' m havi ng the fucking nother of
all bad days, Contessa. Don't
gquestion nme on this one.
EXT. CTY STREETS - DAY

PRI CE | eans against a wall, bored. He's a tall, rock-hard
killer with ice blue eyes and shock-bl onde hair.

He pulls a single bullet fromhis pocket. Taps it down into
a closed fist. Wen he opens the fist, no bullet!

He mnmes a gun with the hand, presses the finger-barrel
against his tenple and pretends to blow his brains out.

Tongue lolling fromhis nmouth, he reaches up to his other
ear and pulls out the vanished bullet. Ta-da!

Alittle magic to pass the tine.

Suddenly, a town car pulls to the curb across the street. A
VEELL- DRESSED EXECUTI VE cl i nbs out surrounded by bodyguards.

Price pulls a real gun. Snaps the bullet into the chanber.

He pushes through the crowd toward the Executive, just as
hi s ear phone goes off. BZZZZZZT!

PRI CE
(i nto earpiece)
Can't talk now
CONTESSA (O S.)
(on phone)
Z needs your services.

PRI CE
No- can-do, sweetheart. |'m busy.

Price spins the Executive around, puts the gun to his head.
BLAM Brains splatter.
Bedl am as the Exec's bodyguards draw their own guns.

Price turns, gun BLAZING He "fans" the hammer of his
automati c: gunslinger-style.

BLAM BLAM BLAM
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The guards fall |ike dom noes.

PRI CE
Ckay. Now, |I'mfree.

| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - GROTTO - DAY

Z stands near a small waterfall. He watches his pet tigers
fight over sone fresh neat.

Cont essa approaches quietly, Sharkey in tow.

Z
Shar key, ny boy. Thank you for
com ng.

SHARKEY

Who's the target?

Z
Al ways t hi nki ng about the next job.
How conme you never ask why? Aren't
you curious what was in that case?
How it can hurt N ck?

SHARKEY
It"s not ny concern.

Z
Isn"t it, though?

Z wat ches Sharkey cl osely, searching for a tell. Sharkey
stares back, waiting.

z
It seens there is a second case. A
conpanion to the first. Qur Mle
now possesses it.

SHARKEY
VWhere is he?

Z
He fancies hinself an entrepreneur.
He’ s gone under ground, entertaining
other offers. Find him Bring him
to me. Alive.

SHARKEY
["'mon it.

Z
Not so fast, son. | want you to
neet soneone.
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Enter Price. Awy twst of his |ip that m ght be m staken
for a smle.

Z
| believe you two have net.

Price stifles a | augh.

PRI CE
Under different circunstances.

Z
Price is your partner on this job.

Sharkey can't believe what he's hearing.

SHARKEY
| work al one.

Z
Not on this. This is too inportant.

SHARKEY
He's freel ance. He can't be trusted.

Z
|"mnot telling you to trust him
I"'mtelling you to work with him

Z turns back to his tigers. D smssed.
| NT. SHARKEY' S CAR - NI GHT
Sharkey ZIPS through traffic, cutting across the Spraw .

PRI CE
So, hows the w fe?

SHARKEY
You spend sone tinme checking me out
after Aval on?

PRI CE
| asked a few questions.
SHARKEY
You shoul d have gotten better
answers.
PRI CE
Look, I'mjust making small talk.
SHARKEY

Vell, you suck at it.
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Near collision! Sharkey swerves, Price exhal es.

SHARKEY
She's dead. Ei ghteen nonths now.

PRI CE
Real | y? How?

SHARKEY
Killed by freelancers. Like you.

PRI CE
Not |ike ne.

Shar key rai ses an eyebrow.
PRI CE
If it had been ne, you'd both be
dead.
EXT. SKUNKWORKS - NI GHT
Sharkey pulls to the curb, exits.

He draws his signature pistol and checks the slide - CH K-
CHUK! Price does the same. He has the sane make as Sharkey.

PRI CE
Ni ce pi ece.

SHARKEY
At least | trust your judgnent in
guns.

PRI CE

|'ve never seen that before.
Price points to the uni que nose pi ece.
SHARKEY
Custom Extends the barrel another

inch. Better bal ance, |ess heat,
more velocity. M good |uck charm

He licks a finger and taps it.

PRI CE
Mnd if | give it a tap?

SHARKEY
Yeabh. | m nd.

Price gl ances around, notices the gates to the Skunkworks.
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PRI CE
You sure he's in this shithol e?

SHARKEY
This is where every uni nagi native
ratfuck conmes to hide.

He hol sters his piece..

SHARKEY
Look, Avalon was a long tine ago.
You blinked, | benefited. Strictly
busi ness. W gonna have a probl enf?

PRI CE
| got paid all the sane.

SHARKEY
Then understand, this is my show.
You nove the wong direction, say
the wong thing, I'll kill you.

PRI CE
Rock on, tough guy!

I NT. SKUNKWORKS - COURTYARD - CONTI NUCUS

The yard is crammed with tables and wares. Pernmanent flea
mar ket. A year-round bazaar of crap. VENDORS descend..

VENDORS
(all at once)
Wanna fuck girls?...Get high?...Fresh
mangoes?

Shar key ignores them points high a-top the walls. Watch
towers. GUARDS wi th machi ne-guns pace back and forth.

PRI CE
This is the old prison!

SHARKEY
Used to be. Now, it's a flophouse.

Price eyes heavily arnmed security.

PRI CE
It's suicide stormng in here.

SHARKEY
Nah. .. hard part is getting out.
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MAI N HALL

Shar key pushes into the dark, dank receiving center. Sone
OLD TI MER sl unps over in a Plexiglas booth. Dead.

Shar key noves for the entrance gate. Suddenly...

QLD TI MER
Hey, hey, hey! \WWere you two
shitbirds think you' re going?

Turns out the AOd Tinmer ain't quite dead yet. Easy fix.
Price's hand dips inside his jacket for his gun.

PRI CE
Showt i ne.

Shar key grabs himby the wist.

SHARKEY
No guns. Not yet.

Sharkey turns to the Ad Tiner.

SHARKEY
No trouble, old tiner. W just
want some action.

QLD TI MER
VWll, | want sone tight pussy and a
warm place to shit, but | ain't
boring you with ny letter to Santa.

PRI CE
Huh?

OLD TI MER
Fi ve hundred doll ars.

PRI CE
For what ?

OLD TI MER

Fi ve hundred gets you in. \Watever
the fuck you do inside costs nore.

SHARKEY
(to Price)
Pay the man.

PRI CE
You don't carry a wallet?
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SHARKEY
No.

He frowns, pulls out sonme noney and shoves it into the slot.
| NT. SKUNKWORKS - JAIL CELL ROW - CONTI NUQUS

Sharkey and Price creep along a row of cells. Inside, junkies
shoot smack, hookers turn tricks.

Monte Carlo night, by way of San Quentin

PRI CE
VWhat the fuck, man?

SHARKEY
When you need to lie low, you can't
get any | ower.
They nove further into the abyss, continuing the search..
FOURTH FLOOR

Sharkey and Price exit a stairwell. This floor |ooks
seriously fortified.

PRI CE
Last chance?

SHARKEY
He' s here.

PRI CE
O, you were w ong.

Shar key ignores the taunt, signals Price to nove one direction
whi |l e he takes the other.

DEATH ROW

Price peers down the | ong, narrow Death Row cel |l bl ock
Ten cells on each side. Solid netal doors.

| NSI DE ONE OF THE CELLS

The Mol e straddl es a bunk, half undressed. Case beside him
the Bizzle in his hand, denented smle on his face.

He punps the Bizzle's tummy with his thunbs. Texting.
MOLE

(to hinself, typing)
Have itenms. \Wat's your bid?
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Price steps in, surveys the tw sted scene..
PRI CE
| don’t even want to know what you're
doing to that hanster.

MOLE
Who the fuck are you?

The Ml e shoves the Bizzle in a pocket. Pulls up his pants.

PRI CE
Z sent ne.

He drops hold of his pants at the nention of the nane.

MOLE
| wasn't gonna sell, | swear. |
took it for him | just want a
fair price.

PRI CE

Oh, yeah? Got sonething good?

MOLE
| know who does it.

SHARKEY
Does what ?

The Mol e spins. FACE- TO- FACE W TH SHARKEY.
MOLE
Holy shit. \What are you doing here?
Leave ne al onel

The Mol e claws past themlike a frightened animal, Dbreaks
the glass on an alarm box and pulls the |ever.

WHOOP!  WHOOP! WWHOOP

SHARKEY
Fuck!

Cel |l -doors at either end SCREECH I NTO MOTI ON. The Mol e slips
t hrough, as the door CLANGS SHUT behi nd him

Price and Sharkey RUN for the other door.

Bars click tight...TRAPPED

CELLBLOCKS

The Mdl e PILEDRI VES t hrough. PULLS every al arm he passes..
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BEEP- BEEP- BEEP! DI NGDI NGDI NGDI NGDI NG CLANG  CLANG CLANG
EVERYWHERE AT ONCE

Al'l over the facility, Celldoors CLANG shut. SHOUTS OF
PROTEST from t hose | ocked i nside.

Guards SCOOP UP Kevl ar and guns.
Lots and | ots of guns.
DEATH ROW

Shar key inspects the | ocked-down cell bl ock. The heavy netal
doors hang on hi nges, NOT pneunati c.

SHARKEY
Open the doors!

They SW NG open down either side, like shields. Cover.
SOUNDS from around t he corner..
Jackboots POUND grating. Quards MJUSTER at either end.

Sharkey and Price close ranks in the center. DOZENS OF GUN-
BARRELS | evel at them

Backs pressed up agai nst each other, Price grins...

PRI CE
Now is it showime?

SHARKEY
Now.

Tinme slows. The two nen draw pistols, and unl eash death.

They' re answered by the BLAST of machine-gun fire. Sharkey
and Price dive behind the netal doors, dinpled by |ead.

Guards can’t maneuver. Ricochets nmake it harder. Sharkey
and Price pick themoff. Bodies pile up.

SHARKEY
How many on your side?

PRI CE
Baker’ s dozen.

SHARKEY
| got eight. We go ny way.



33.

They step out. Side by side, they march toward the ei ght
guards at the end of the hall.

7, 6, 5 4... Fuck this! The last three GQuards RUN FOR I T.
Price GRABS one of the dying nen through the bars.

PRI CE
Ht the button.

The dying guard punches a Bl G RED button.

The door slides open. They hustle through the gate. Price
turns, kills the guard. Col d-bl ooded.

He snatches a stocked weapon belt off the corpse.
STAI RVNELL

They plunge down stairs, BOOTS STOWP up toward them  Sharkey
ducks out onto another |evel..

THI RD LEVEL LANDI NG

PRI CE

Where are you goi ng?
SHARKEY

The alarm CGotta open these doors.
PRI CE

How do we shut it off?

Shar key dashes past a closet. Stops, then doubl es back.
The sign on the door: ELECTRONI CS ROOM

He tosses open the door. Inside, thousands of switches TW TCH
back and forth. ..

SHARKEY
Nerve center.

In a blink, they both draw...BLAM A shower of sparks.
Then, silence. Facility-w de, the alarns cease.

PRI CE
VWi ch way now?

SHARKEY
Only one way. The way we cane in.

Down the stairs...
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SECOND LEVEL LANDI NG
Price and Sharkey enmerge at the hub of a three-way corridor

Guards with machi ne-guns block two ways, the third quickly
fills with nore. ..

No way out.
PRI CE
Fun while it | asted.
SHARKEY
| say when we die... Under/over?

He nods toward the weapons belt. Price smles.

PRI CE
Over/under!

Price leaps in the air, tossing the weapons belt high.
Shar key tunbl es backwards as if slipping on a wet fl oor.

Wi le falling, Sharkey shoots. The bullet slanms into a snoke
cani ster as the weapons belt passes over his head.

VWH TE SMOKE TRAVELS DOMN THE HALL, FILLING IT.

Guards OPEN FIRE. Bullets rip through the cloud. Biting
into the nmen at the other end. It’'s a turkey shoot!

Price and Sharkey crawl away in opposite directions.
Price finds a door, tunbles down a staircase into...
THE MAI N HALL
He spies the Ad Timer in the Plexiglas booth.
PRI CE

This is the worst fucking place

| ve ever stayed!
He reaches through the slot, grabs the guy.

PRI CE
G me back ny five hundred doll ars.

CLI CKI'  Behind Price, sonmeone cocks a gun.

Price turns, finds hinself face-to-face with the Bl GGEST,
VMEANEST, MOTHERFUCKI NG GUARD ever.
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GUARD
Got cha.

PRI CE
Sorry, you're not ny type.

GUARD
You' re fucked, just the sane.

Shar key steps out behind Price, raises his gun.
THREE- WAY MEXI CAN STAND-OFF.  Price in the m ddle.

SHARKEY
Just |i ke Aval on.

GUARD
Freeze, asshol e.

The Guard shifts his aimfromPrice to Sharkey.

PRI CE
O her side would have been nice.

SHARKEY
|’ m fine.

PRI CE
Good for you.

GUARD
Twitch and | open fire.

SHARKEY
| won't twi tch.

Behi nd them THE MOLE DASHES PAST.

He SLIPS on a used needl e and CRACKS HI S HEAD on the | obby
tile. Ka-BONKI He's out cold.

Everyone turns toward the ridicul ous sight. Then, back to
the matter at hand.

GUARD
Bot h of you, put down the guns.

PRI CE
What ever you say.

Price drops the gun. Holds up his hands.

GUARD
Now t he ot her one. You.
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Sharkey steps to the right. The guard steps left. The two
men circle one another. Price at the bulls-eye.

GUARD
Put down your gun or your friend
eats it.

PRI CE

Hey, this is between you two.

GUARD
Shut up.

Shar key pulls back the hammer.

PRI CE
He's the one with the gun.

GUARD
Shut the fuck up

PRI CE
Take it, already.

Sharkey FIRES. The bullet WH ZZES AHEAD. .
Past Price, who TILTS his head out of the way.
| MPACT!

The Guard SLAMS against the wall. TRAILS a bloodstain as he
SLIDES to the ground.

SHARKEY
Al in good tine.

Price nabs his gun

PRI CE
|’ ve seen better.

Deadpan. Can’t hold it. Breaks into a grin.
THE MOLE
Shakes of f stars. Sharkey extends a hand..

SHARKEY
Ready to end this?

The Mole gets to his knees, offers up the case.

MOLE
Don't kill mel Pl ease!
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Shar key surrenders the gun. Shows enpty hands.

SHARKEY
No one's going to kill you. Now,
what's goi ng on?

MOLE
You...you don't know?

SHARKEY
Do all you labrats talk in riddles?

MOLE
Ch ny God! W just becane best
friends forever. Get ne out of
here, and I'Il tell you everything..

SHARKEY
" mtaking you to Z.

MCOLE

No! You can't go back there. Ckay,
listen. Two days from now. ..

The Mol e’s head EXPLODES. Red and gray matter SPLATTER the
| obby wall. A mllisecond |ater, the report.

BLAM
Price, framed by the exit. Snoking gun in hand.
SHARKEY
What the fuck are you doing? W’'re
supposed to take himalive.

PRI CE
Change in pl ans.

SHARKEY
Z is going to have your head.

PRI CE
Actually, it's your head he wants.

Price draws a bead. He’s not kidding.

SHARKEY
Why ?

PRI CE
Who cares?

Sharkey casts a glance toward his gun. Price smles.
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PRI CE
The sanurai nmaster. Stranded w t hout
hi s sword.
Shar key freezes.
PRI CE

Sorry, buddy. Scorched Earth. Z
sai d everyone who's touched that
case dies.

The dead Mdle and the case lie an arm s-length to Sharkey's
left. His gun lies a fewfeet to his right.

PRI CE
You don't really think you can make
it, do you?
Shar key gl ances at the gun. Crazy gleamin Price's eye.

PRI CE
Damm, that’'s the spirit!

Sharkey JUMPS. Price FIRES.
Shar key's gun skips away as Price's shot RI COCHETS off it...

But, Sharkey went the other way! He snatches the Mle's
case, HOPS UP...

BOOM He bl ocks the next shot with the case. The silver
sheen dinples frominpact.

Shar key CHARGES. OOOOFF! He slanms Price in the gut with
the case. Price crunples.

COURTYARD

Shar key BURSTS into the sunlight, blinded.

Paper and produce FLY EVERYWHERE under a barrage of gunfire.
Up ahead, the large rusted gate sw ngs shut.

Shar key never breaks stride, bears right. He runs straight
up a large pile of trash and leaps to the wall.

Anot her hop fromthe catwalk to the ground! And he's gone.
Tire SCREECHES and horn HONKS in his wake on the other side.
MAI N HALL

Price watches fromthe doorway. Bent double. GASPI NG
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He | ooks back at the Mdle, just as..
The Calico Bizzle crawls from his pocket.

PRI CE
What the hell is that thing?

He picks it up, amazed. Turns it over..
The Bi zzl e GROALS and nips at his finger

PRI CE
You littl e bastard!

Price tosses the Bizzle in the air, whips out his pistol..

BLAM The Bi zzl e expl odes in a spray of bl ood and neural
tissue. The furry carcass SPLATS uncerenoni ously.

Ri ght next to a prize left behind in the rush. Price's eyes
light up at the sight of...

SHARKEY’ S GUN
I NT. JUMBO S PAWN SHOP - DAY

The front gate opens. A WOMAN punches a security code into
a keypad. Al this with six pairs of shoes in her arns.

She maneuvers past goods: clothes, guitars, antiques, jewelry,
wat ches. The only thing we don't see are..

SHARKEY
Guns! \Were the hell are your guns?

The woman drops the shoes to the floor. Wth her body no
| onger canoufl aged, her anple attributes are highlighted.

JUMBO i s wel | - naned.
JUMBO
Danm t! Sharkey? Wat the hel
are you thinking, breaking in here?

SHARKEY
| need your hel p.

When he energes fromthe shadows, she spots his wounds.

JUMBO
Jesus, what happened to you?

SHARKEY
Long or short version?
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JUVBO
Shor't .

SHARKEY
|''ma dead man.

JUMBO
| m ssed sonething there. Long.

SHARKEY
Z turned on ne. Serious nean. |
don't have the slightest clue why.

JUMBO
The life you choose.

SHARKEY
Don't start. You sound |ike Sam

JUMBO
Samwas right. You play with
assfuckers, you get fucked in the

ass.

SHARKEY
You kiss your girlfriend with that
nout h?

JUMBO

And nore, baby...

She hits a light-switch. A neon sign behind the counter
conmes to life: ABSOLUTELY NO STOLEN GOCDS!

SHARKEY
Where' d you get the sign?

JUVBO
| stole it. Wat's in the case?

He plops the titanium case on top of the counter.
SHARKEY

| think it's why Z wants ne
dead. .. Wiich brings nme to the guns.

JUMBO
You know | don't sell guns. | get
enough heat fromthe cops. | don't

need a 10-year bit getting broom
| ove from bul |l -dykes.

She exam nes the digital lock, scans it with a magnifier.



41.

JUMBO
Crypto-lock. Mlitary-grade. Dd
you try a conbination on this?

SHARKEY
Yeah. Thought |'d get | ucky.

JUMBO
You' re lucky you didn't bl ow your
head off. It's rigged.

SHARKEY

| need to see inside. How |long?
JUMBO

Got a hot date?
SHARKEY

Are you listening? | need a gun.

She gives the case anot her once-over.

JUMBO
You' ve got tine.

EXT. MARI NA - SHARKEY' S HOUSE BOAT - DAY

Shar key slinks across the dock, eyes alert. Wsted effort.
Just a qui et Sunday norning.

A few yards away, Tyler steps out onto the deck of the
houseboat. She wears his kinono, the stray cat in her hands.

Their eyes neet. Her lips curl into a sleepy-smle. Even
the cat perks up at the sight of him MO

BOOOOOOOOWM !

The houseboat ERUPTS into a FIREBALL. Burning shrapnel
litters the mari na-turned-battlefield.

The bl ast knocks Shar key across the bow of a nearby boat.
He sits up slowy, coughing pain and snoke.

A burning | ake of oil where his boat once noored...

SHARKEY
Tyl er!

He runs toward the weckage. Junps in and wades through
chest high debris and burning remains.

Tyler's body bobs up to him Hair matted wi th bl ood.
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He reaches out to her: |I'mso sorry.
- CONTESSA _
Boo-hoo. Did | blow up your favorite
whor e?

Cont essa watches fromthe opposite end of the docks -
det onat or in hand.

Behi nd her, TWDO GUNMEN race forward, machine-guns barKking..
BRRRRRTTTTTTT! Bullets pelt the water around him

Shar key di ves. ..

UNDERWATER

White streaks in the water as bullets strafe past.

Sharkey swi ns under a hull. Bubbles trickle from his nouth.
He | ooks for an opening...the boats tied closely together..

ON THE DOCKS

Gunnen straddl e the decks, strafing the narrow wat erways
bet ween t he boats.

UNDERWATER

Bul l ets crosscut tracer paths through the water. Trapped!
The last of the air escapes fromhis lungs. No choice..
He pushes off fromthe hull and swins INTO the strafing.
ON THE DOCKS

Shar key | unges out of the water. Right into the face of the
First Gunman. Eyes go w de.

Sharkey pulls the Gunman backwar d.
The machi ne-gun SPITS wild as the man tunbles into the drink.

Bul | ets SPRAY the other boat. The Second Gunman JERKS as
he's CUT | N HALF.

UNDERWATER

The Gunman sprays hate everywhere. Hull boards splinter
Fi sh expl ode.

A powerful kick...Sharkey's foot catches the gun barrel.
The gun arches in a sem-circle.
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Bul l ets pierce the hull above.
| NSI DE A BOAT

SHOTS smash through the floor. A bullet RI COCHETS off an
anchor reel. The reel spins wildly. SPLASH

UNDERWATER

The Gunman regains control. Levels his machi ne-gun at
Shar key's chest, just as..

AN ANCHOR SLAMS | NTO THE GUNVAN S HEAD.

The wei ght catches on his jacket and drags hi m down.
Shar key grabs the gun and pulls hinself...

ON THE DOCKS

Gasping for air.

BLAM BLAM Shots ricochet above his head. Contessa.

CONTESSA
Nobody fucks with ne, |over.

SHARKEY
Conme get a kiss.

PFFT. The machi ne gun spits out one sad, soggy bullet.

SHARKEY
You gotta be ki dding!

CONTESSA
Can't keep it up?

Shar key tosses the gun aside. He junps fromone boat to
anot her, barely keeping his bal ance. .

Cont essa hops and |l eaps with no effort. Gaining on him..
He runs by a nast and grabs the boom SPINS it around..
She JUWPS it with ease.

CONTESSA
Don't play hard to get with ne.

He spots an opening and ducks in. She dives after him
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| NSI DE THE CABI N
He TRIPS her as she spills down the stair-| adder.
She turns her gun, he KICKS it away. He SWNGS at her..
SMACK! She goes down. Hard.

She | ooks up...lip bloodied, hurt in her eyes..
CONTESSA
How coul d you?
SHARKEY
Oh, please. You love it rough.
CONTESSA

Yeah. | do.
She snatches out her knife. A huge 10" serrated bl ade..

CONTESSA _
Time to cut you down to size.

She jabs forward, he CGRABS her by the neck and hol ds the
knife arm A deadly dance. Hot breath on the other's cheek.

They TOPPLE to the floor... THRASH AROUND. .. Her on top, then
him He gains advantage, pins her arns. And she..

Thrusts her hot mouth into his and KI SSES H M

CONTESSA
Stick it in. | |ove grudge fucks.

Shar key PUNCHES her in the face, scranbles for the hatch..

She HURLS the knife. THWACK!I Split wood an inch fromhis
face. Still vibrating...

She springs like a panther, as he hoists hinself up the
| adder. He snatches the knife..

SLAMS down the hatch and slips the knife through the I ock.
She pounds on the hatch, scream ng |ike a banshee.

SHARKEY
Just like old tinmes, eh tiger?

EDGE OF THE MARI NA

The cricket box sits at the bottom of a shall ow pool,
glistening. Sharkey snatches it up and slips away.



| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - Z'S SUI TES - DAY
Face red, Z barks into a phone.

Z
VWhat the fuck is going on?

PRICE (O S.)
Looks Iike your gal blewit.

Z
What do you nean?

EXT. MARI NA - LATER
Price surveys the danmage to the mari na.
| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON:
PRI CE
| nmean she blewit. Her nen are
dead and there's no sign of him

Z
VWhere's Cont essa?

Prices pauses, hears nmuffled shouts froma nearby boat.

PRI CE
Hol d on.

45.

He strolls onto the boat. Kicks away the knife and lifts

the hatch with a shoe.
Contessa glares up at himfromthe hol d.

PRI CE
She's fi ne.

He lets the hatch sl am shut on her again.

Z
Goddamm cocksucker! | want his
head. Hear ne? You find him

Price steps back out onto the dock.

PRI CE
I'"d love to Z. Unfortunately, your
dunb bitch blew up his houseboat.
Along with anything that m ght have
told us where he'll go next.

Cont essa barges onto the dock behind Price, furious.
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He points to his earphone, claps his thunb and fingers
together, mmcking Z's nouth ranbling on.

Z
Then, you snoke himout. Lean on
his friends. Find his spot soft
and squeeze it until he screans.

Price spots sonething floating in the water.

PRI CE
Man | i ke Sharkey doesn't have any
soft spots.

Z
Everybody has a weakness, Price.

Price reaches out and pulls the itemtoward him

A photo. Singed, but still intact. Sharkey and a redhead.
Armin armon a beach.

PRI CE
What's the story on Sharkey's w fe?

Z
Dead. Blessing in disguise. Bitch
never got with the program

Price tears the photo in half: Sharkey on one side, Sam on
the other. He stares at the woman...

PRI CE
Yeabh. Her name was...
Z
Samant ha.
PRI CE

That's right. A real hot nunber.

Z
You net her?

PRI CE
Once or twce.

He pal ns the photo, passes a hand over it. Like a nagician:
The two together, then Sam di sappears. Sharkey al one.

PRI CE
So sonehow t hese fuckups get past
t he deadli est gunman in the business,
and kill his wwfe. Quite a trick.
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Anot her pass of the hand and it's Sam on her own.

Z
VWhat are you getting at?

PRI CE
You know what ninety percent of
magi c is?

Z
En-fucking-1ighten ne.

PRI CE
M sdirecti on.

The hand passes over again: Sam di sappears, Sam reappears.
Finally...they both di sappear!

PRI CE
l'lIl send Contessa back.

Z
Where are you goi ng?

A flick of the wist, and the untorn photo appears in Price's
fingers. He stares at Sam & Shar key. How happy they | ook.

PRI CE
| found a soft spot.

| NT. LOFT - DAY - FLASHBACK
Sharkey raises the pistol, points it at Sam

SHARKEY
One way out. \Wen you're dead.

Sam s eyes go w de.

SAM
What are you doi ng, John?

Sharkey ains at the dead fermal e assassin. Red hair. Simlar
body type. The face is all wong, though.

BLAM
No nore face.

SHARKEY
| can't |eave, but you can. Shove
what ever you need into a bag. Keep
it light.
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SAM
John.
SHARKEY
Now!
Sharkey flips through a wallet. It's full of credit cards

and ID. Samis.
He drops it beside the corpse.
| N THE BEDROOM

Sam opens a jewelry box. Pearls. D anond earrings. An old
Swi ss arny knife.

She picks up the Swiss arny knife. Turns it over and over
in her hands. Shoves it in a pillowase.

I N THE LI VI NG ROOM

Sharkey lights a candle. It's hand-nade. Bits of detritus
trapped in wax. Artsy. Signed by the artist: Sanmantha.

He uses it to SET FIRE to the curtains. The couch.

He reaches behind the couch and pulls out a CHERRY WOCOD BOX.
He runs a hand over the snooth finish.

Sam wat ches himfromthe doorway.

SHARKEY
Anni versary present.

SAM
That' s next week.

Sharkey smles. He hands her the cherry wood box.

SAM

You're getting rid of me?
SHARKEY

| can't protect you any nore.
SAM

| never asked you to. Al | want

is for us to be happy again. Can't
we do that?

SHARKEY
| gave up ny shot at happi ness when
| chose this job.
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SAM
You chose ne first.

SIRENS in the distance. Sharkey can't |ook at her..

SHARKEY
Don't tell nme where. Just go.

SAM
Fuck you then, you pig-headed ass.
| never want to see you agal n.

She shoves the box in the pillowase and stornms out.

SHARKEY
It's better if you don't.

The entire house is in FLAMES now. Sharkey stands paral yzed.
Eyes fixed on the floor...

ON A PHOTOGRAPH. .

Sam and Sharkey on a beach. Younger days. A fading nenory.
END FLASHBACK

EXT. CITY STREETS - DAY - BACK TO PRESENT

Mles away. Months |ater.

Sam stares down the road, lost in a nenory. She sits astride
her YAMAHA XR- 52000 spinner cycle. A masterpiece of chrone
and jet propul sion.

A YOUNG EXECUTI VE startles her.

EXECUTI VE
My train | eaves in three m nutes.
Can you get ne there?

SAM
If I don't, it's on ne. Sams
Spi nner Servi ce guar ant ee.

EXECUTI VE
| don't have to wear one of those,
do 1?

He indicates her helnet: old fashioned, hard plastic shell.
She points to a pair of slim headphones on the seat.

SAM
There's a phase-hel net there.
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He slides it over his ears. An electric BUZZ and whiff of
ozone, as a sem -transparent field crackles around his head.

EXECUTI VE
VWhat's with your retro-hel net?

SAM
| like protection | can feel.

And, she's off. The bike SCREAMS to |ife as she darts into
traffic and weaves her way through the city spraw.

Advertisenments FLASH at them as they bounce through traffic.
The i mages burn onto her face shield and hold for a nonent.

She grins as she finds a niche in the traffic and hits the
THRUSTERS. She is good at this.

COVMUTERS di ve out of her way, as she blows toward the station
and up a ranp.

SCREEECHH! The bi ke cones to a sliding stop, tires snoking.

EXECUTI VE
Gate's closed. Too | ate.

He pulls a pass fromhis coat and scans it. A BUZZ
di sapproves. Another try. Nothing.

SAM
Let me give it a shot.

An unusual barrette flashes in her hand..

Bronze curlicues and genstones married to steel. A hint of
sawt eeth, a screwdriver...industrial art.

She pulls a small blade, jimmes it into the electronic
reader, then rips it free.

DI NG The gate opens

She pops the clutch. The bi ke ROARS up to the edge of the
platform Just in tinme to see the train pull away...

Sam frowns. The Executive renoves the phase hel net.

EXECUTI VE
Damm, you're good. \Were'd you get
that hair clip?

SAM
It was a gift.
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He pulls a bill and hands it to her. She waves it off.

EXECUTI VE
Atip. For the effort.

Sam ponders the $10 bill. The HUD display flashes: $90
destination fee. She slaps the display off.

I NT. JUMBO S PAWN SHOP - DAY

Junbo slips a fiber strand inside the titaniumcase. The
i mage of the lock gears fill a nearby conputer screen

ON MONI TOR: Inside the lock, a small pincer nudges out toward
a m nuscul e bubble of Iiquid.

JUMBO
VWhat the hell is that?

Suddenly, the pincer SPRINGS. Quickly, she slips the pick
between it and the bubble. A heart-stopping beat!

The bubble remains intact. Junbo exhal es.
RINNGGE  Junmbo JUWPS BACK. [It's her earphone.

JUVBO
Hel | 0?

EXT. G TY STREETS - DAY

SHARKEY
You get it open?

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON:

JUMBO
l|"mlucky I"'mstill breathing. You
didn't tell nme you boosted this
thing froman evil genius.

SHARKEY
| didn't.

Junbo slides her chair across the workstation to a conputer
nmonitor, taps sone keys. She reads:

JUMBO
Dr. Julius Maru. Born 1994. D ed,
hmm . . yesterday! The Omi corp
press release touts his "extensive
br eakt hr oughs i n quantum physics
and string theory." R ng a bell?



SHARKEY
But, he wasn't evil.

JUMBO
Very funny. Do you have any idea
what kind of shit this guy was into?

SHARKEY
W didn't bond.
JUMBO
Time travel. Word on the under net

is he cracked it.

SHARKEY
| didn't get the case from Maru

JUMBO
Maybe not, but it's his. Get back
here, pronto.

SHARKEY

Too nmuch heat. They tracked ne to
the boat. Tyler's dead.

JUMBO
Shit. 1'msorry, Sharkey.

SHARKEY
| let her get close. Stupid.

JUMBO
Li ke Sam

Sharkey stops in his tracks. A revelation hits him
FLASHBACK
Sharkey and Price drive to the Skunkworks.

SHARKEY
She's dead. Ei ghteen nonths.

PRI CE
Real | y.

Price cocks a doubtful eyebrow. ..
END FLASHBACK

SHARKEY
He knows!

52.
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JUVBO
What ?

SHARKEY
"1l get there when | can. GCet
t hat case open!
INT. NICK' S OFFI CES - N GHT

Paper walls, matted floors. TWD MEN square off, faces hidden
by mesh masks. Each holds a 4-foot banboo shi nai.

Athird nman, THE SENSElI, nods. The taller warrior CHARGES!

THWACK!  THWACK! The shorter nman fends off attack, the tal
man gai ns qui ck advantage - a fluid, graceful warrior.

Wth two quick strokes, he strips his foe of sword and nmask.

Then, the coup de grace...the tall man sweeps his sword
underfoot, tripping his foe to the ground.

The tall nman extends his shinai..

TALL NMAN
Yi el d!

The smaller man PULLS OUT A HUGE GUN from under his ki nono.

SHORT MAN ( DONOVAN)
Sod of f!

BLAM BLAM BLAM
Meet DONOVAN.

He adjusts his nosering and tosses off his kinono, revealing
a tapestry of tattoos.

BRADY, the Sensei, approaches. There is a distinct
resenbl ance between the nmen, though | ess decorative.

BRADY
VWhat the fuck, Donovan?

DONOVAN
Banboo is for wankers.

Brady steps on the shinai, kicks it into the air, snatches
it cleanly. SWOOSH  SWOOSH  Sword and body as one.

Li ghtning fast, he strips the gun from Donovan, bal ances it
on the tip, and directs it to his hand..
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As his finger tightens on the trigger, N ck's hol ogramfl ashes
in front of them
NI CK
Brady, | have a job for you and

your brother. Are you going to
kill himtoday?

BRADY
Not t oday.
(1 owers gun)
He has so much nore to | earn.

INT. NNCK'S OFFI CES - N GHT
One hundred mllion has a look all its own.

An open titaniumcase, stuffed with dianonds. Brady and
Donovan eye the treasure. N ck's hol ogram addresses them

NI CK
|"ve got a lead on the man who killed
Maru. Seens he has a wife. She
lives in Steel Town.

BRADY
W'll handle it.
NI CK
Careful. Z's own nen hunt hi m now.
| want you to find himfirst.
DONOVAN
W'll bring you his head on a silver
pl atter.
NI CK
For paynment this precious, | have

sonet hi ng nore dangerous in m nd.
| want himalive.

EXT. ALLEY - N GHT

Steamrises along the edges of the tight alley, traveling
along laundry lines and porch lights. Conpact housing |ines
each side - residences |1 ke storage containers.

A garage door rolls open and Sam eases her bike in.

| NT. SAM S GARAGE - NI GHT

Part garage, part office, part apartnent.

She collapses into a chair and taps a renote. Misic fades
up. Roy Orbison cries for the |onely.
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She fl ops sone cash down. Slim pickings.
SAM
At this rate, | should buy ny way
out of here in, oh, 300 years.

Sam gazes at a photo hanging over her conputer nobnitor. An
open beach sonmewhere...uncrowded, untainted by civilization.

SAM
Hang tight. W'IlIl get there.

EXT. SAM S GARAGE - LATER

Gravel CRUNCHES under tires. Cars approach. Headlanps franme
the door to Sanis container, then blink off.

| NT. SAM S GARAGE - CONTI NUQUS
Sam sl eeps soundly...

SLAP! A HAND cl anps over her nouth. Eyes snap awake! She
struggl es, but can't nove.

SHARKEY
Shhhh.

Sharkey flashes a smle as he | oosens his grip..
SLAP!  Across his face. He stifles a reaction. d ares.

SAM
Li ghts.

The lights conme on across the apartnent/garage.

SHARKEY
| guess the "shhh" was | ost on you.

QUTSI DE
Li ght shoots through vents along the top of the garage door.
Price steps fromhis car.

PRI CE
He' s here!

Price signals. MERCS approach the container..
BACK | NSI DE

Sam dresses as Sharkey rifles through drawers.
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SAM

VWhat do you want? | told you
never wanted to see you again.

SHARKEY
| think we both said that.

SAM
Yeah, but | neant it.

Round one: Sam  Sharkey keeps sear chi ng.

SHARKEY
| need sonet hi ng.

He finds it. The cherry wood box. Inside: A PISTOL and
engraved plaque: |'LL ALWAYS LOVE YOU. BE SAFE. SHARKEY.

It is intricately etched with gold lattice. Beautiful.

SHARKEY
You did this?

SAM
Found art. You use what you' ve got.

SHARKEY
You anmaze ne.

He smles. Checks the chanber. Pulls the mag. Nothing.

SHARKEY
Where are the bullets?
SAM
| don't have any.
SHARKEY
Who the hell keeps an unl oaded gun
around?
SAM

| didn't want the damm gun! Wy
woul d | buy bullets?

SHARKEY
So, why keep it at all?

SAM
Just take it and get out!

The garage door SHAKES under force. They can't open it.
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SAM
What have you dragged nme into now?

Shar key JUWPS | NTO ACTI ON. G abs what he can, barricades
t he garage door. Locks deadbolts into the concrete.

SHARKEY
They were already on their way.

He snatches an oversi zed ball peen hammer and stows it in
his belt, then bounds up the steps toward Sam

Qut si de, bodies SLAMinto the entryway door.

SAM
Dam you

SHARKEY
Stay down and |let ne do ny thing.

He shoves her through the bat hroom door, pops open the circuit
box with his hammer. Shuts down the entire unit.

Pitch bl ack

CRASH  The barricade gives and FOUR MERCS blindly push into
the unit, tripping and clunking into furniture.

Qutside light trickles in. Barely enough to see. Enough
for Sharkey.

A smal | CREAK gi ves one away. . .

Shar key cones down full force - the HAMVER focused on the
Merc's sternum  CRUNCH!

H s gun FIRES as his chest caves in. He drops, WHEEZI NG

BLIND FI RE bl azes. Mercs enpty their weapons into each other.
@unbl asts illum nate ghoulish screans.

VERC LEADER
It's me! Hold your fire!

WOUNDED MERC
What're you doing? |'mhit!

Sharkey flips the circuit breaker. Light floods the room
Everyone is blinded. Mre WLD GUNFI RE

Shar key HEAVES t he hamrer at Merc Leader.

A YOUNG MERC shields his eyes and FI RES at Sharkey. ..
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He DI VES for cover, grabs the arm of the Weezy Merc.
Westles for his gun. The guy has a death grip on it...

SNAP!  He tw sts Wheezy's armat an ungodly angle, ains arm
and gun. BLAM The Young Merc dies well.

VWheezy still won't drop the gun. He SCREAMS, as Sharkey
twsts his broken linb toward each new target.

oM BLAM ONMNYW! BLAM
Gun enpty, Sharkey ends his pain -- an elbow to the throat.
Sharkey bolts to the bathroom grabs Sam

SAM
| hate you.

SHARKEY
Good. Use that to stay alive

He drags her up to the makeshift kitchen, next to the oven.

GUNFI RE RI PS t hrough the garage door, riddling the apartnent
with ricocheted bullets and debris.

SAM
You' re wrecking ny hone.

SHARKEY
They' re wrecki ng your hone.

SAM
Well, stop them

He snarls at the ridicul ous request, scans the unit for the
nearest dead man. The nearest gun.

The garage door now tattered, hanging by threads.
REI NFORCEMENTS step through snoke and debris.

PRI CE
Knock, knock. Is this a bad tinme?

Shar key scranbl es out and SNAPS up Young Merc's gun.
CLI CK.  Hamrer -j am

SHARKEY
Wrt hl ess d ocks.

Mercs grin and BLAST netal his way. He dives back.
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PRI CE
| need that case, Sharkey. Gve it
tome, and I'Il only kill you. The
ex can live.

SHARKEY

How di d you know about her?
PRI CE
| saw her trawling the station for
fares about a year ago! Renenbered
her from Avalon. That's a face you
never forget.
Samcan't help but smle at the conplinent. Sharkey glares.

SHARKEY
| s there another way out of here?

She shakes her head.

SHARKEY
Then, we neake one.

He SLAMS his elbow into the side of a portable oven.

SHARKEY
(shouti ng)
What if | don't have the case?
PRI CE
Then, I'll have to kill you both

and let Z sort it out.

The oven pops open, revealing a | arge propane tank. Sharkey
yanks it free.

Sam reacts: Are you nuts?? He lies on his back, propping
the tank on his feet.

SHARKEY
Hey, Price?

PRI CE
Yeah?

SHARKEY

You're a shitty negoti ator.
He LAUNCHES the tank into the air wiwth his | egs.

SHARKEY
Get down!
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The Mercs react to the incomng assault...unleashing HELL
BOOOOOOVMM ! Hi ndenburg in a shoebox.

A MASSI VE FI REBALL RIPS through the apartnment. Mercs fly
backward, netal tears flesh. Sharkey covers Sam

A war zone. Debris everywhere. Sprinklers tripped, fighting
fires in vain. But...no openings In the walls.

He gl ances up. ..
A HUGE HOLE in the roof exposes night sky.

SAM
Nice. D d you bring a rocket?

Shar key eyes a Spinner bel ow t hem

SHARKEY
You any good on that thing?

SAM
| can...wait, what are you thinking?

SHARKEY
Start it up. Now

He topples the refrigerator, bridging the upper and | ower
| evel s. Then, heaves a shelf on top. D shes and pans CRASH

He | eaps down and joins Sam on the Spinner, points to the
fridge. It's a makeshift ranp.

Right up to the ceiling..

SHARKEY
Are you this good?

SAM
Baby, |1'mthe best.

Sam pops on her hel net and GUNS the engi ne.
Price and the Mercs OPEN FIRE as the Spinner H TS THE RAMP. .

Bul l ets spatter as Sharkey and Sam hit the ranp and SHOOT
t hrough the hole and out onto..

THE ROOF
The edge of the hole. The Spinner CRACKS down hard.

They race to the edge and hurtle off the corner..
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Onto the back of a truck, and then a JUWP to the road!
The Spi nner SCREECHES and TEARS out into the city.
| NSI DE
Price fumes. He kicks down burning debris.

PRI CE
Get the danmm cars started.

He grabs two Mercs nearby.

PRI CE
Not you two. You know how to ride
a Spl nner?
THE ROOF

A Spi nner BLASTS out of the ceiling hole, a trail of fire
behind it. The Merc | ands wobbly, nearly | osing control.

The second Spinner follows himout of the hole, kicking high
and catching the rear wheel on the edge..

It FLIPS top over bottom and TUVBLES BACKWARD i nto the hole.

The first LEAPS off the building and onto the road just as a
HUGE EXPLOSI ON rips the night sky.

THE ROAD
Sam gl ances back, sees the FIREBALL that once was hone.

SAM
You asshole. Everything | ever
wor ked for was back there.

SHARKEY
"Il make it up to you

SAM
Right. 1In another life.

INT. THE OMNI - SECURI TY SU TE - N GHT
Command central. Chatter-buzz of intel, glow of video feeds.

A SENTRY points to a pulsing BLIP on a GPS screen. Brady
touches hi s earpiece.

BRADY
We've got him
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EXT. THE SPRAW - CONTI NUCUS

Donovan and TWO GUNMEN crui se the streets in a suped-up car
A mean machine, built for speed.

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON:

DONOVAN
Brilliant, mate. Any |onger and we
woul d have ni pped off.

He BLOAS through a red light.
POLI CESHI ELD CAR
A sleepy COP stirs as his radar RINGS: 100MPH.
Stenciled on his door: PCLI CESH ELD. A Pangaea Conpany.
DONOVAN S CAR
BRADY

Upl oadi ng | ocation now. Cops should
be all over it too.

CHERRI ES fl ash behi nd Donovan. He smrks and SLAMS t he pedal.
Policeshield follows in hot pursuit.

DONOVAN
Wul dn't be a party without Ad
Bill.

EXT. FREEWAY - CONTI NUOUS
Sam races, DODGE NG traffic. Sharkey |eans, spying past her
SHARKEY

| can't see a fucking thing past
t hat enormous head shell.

SAM
Just hold tight. Trust ne.

Bul l ets RI COCHET of f nearby cars. Sam SWERVES qui ckly.

SHARKEY
W' ve got conpany.

SAM
"Il handl e the road, you handl e
t hem

Shar key gl ances back. The Merc on the Spinner speeds toward
them Two cars behind, Mercs with GUNS BLAZI NG
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SHARKEY
Faster!

SAM
That, | can do.

Sam weaves across | anes, SLALOVS outside of the freeway
supports then back into traffic.

The Spi nner behind them noves cl ose - keeping a straight
line, barely DODGA NG frightened drivers.

SHARKEY
He's still with us.

Shar key struggles to renove his jacket.

SAM
| told you to hold tight.

SHARKEY
Keep it steady.

Sam hugs a straight line. The Merc speeds closer..
Sharkey rips the jacket free as 9mm death whi zzes past.
Sam barrels forward. 110nph, bl ow ng through traffic.
Shar key noves his hand over Samis hip - a cal mng signal.

SHARKEY
We good?

SAM
Do it.

Sharkey | ets go and BENDS BACKWARD! Head upsi de down, the
rear wheel skimmng his hair.

He flaps the jacket |ike a parachute...and, releases it.
It ball oons open, COVERI NG THE HEAD OF THE MERC
The Merc | oses control, grabs at the jacket. Futile.

He SMASHES into a support pillar. The Spinner SHATTERS into
a thousand pieces. H's body, a snudge on the concrete.

PRI CE' S CAR
PRI CE

Get inside. I'magoing to run this
fucker off the road.
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The Merc pulls his guns in and straps in.
SAM AND SHARKEY' S SPI NNER

SHARKEY
One down, two to go.

SAM
Make t hat four.

She points toward. ..
AN ONRAMP

Two COP CARS swarm down the ranp, into the chase. Stenciled
on these doors: OVWN FORCE: An Omicorp Enterprise.

The four cars bear down...

SAM
Getting crowded on this side.

She | eans hard and SCREECHES across | anes and the divider..
| NTO ONCOM NG TRAFFI C

Sam swerves in and out across pani cked headlights.

PRI CE' S CAR

PRI CE
Danmi t !

He floors the pedal and signals to the other car: CGET OVER
The Merc driver reacts: ARE YOU FUCKI NG CRAZY?

PRI CE
Ri ght fucki ng NOW

The Merc nods and spots his opening..
WRONG WAY FREEWAY LANE

SMASH'  Through inpact barrels, water SPRAYS. An oncom ng
car spins out of control and SLAMS into the divider.

The Merc swerves in and out of the panicked wake behi nd Sam
She | eans toward the divider, then pops the throttle..

The Spinner SNAPS up and ONTO THE DI VI DER
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Price gawks at the Spinner doing a tightrope at 80nph on 8"
of concrete between the two pursuing cars.

PRI CE' S CAR
TWD OWNI FORCE CARS on either side of Price. PULL OVER

PRI CE
Time to end this fucking circus.

Pri ce SWERVES and SMASHES into the cruiser on the inside.
Price forces himinto the divider. Sparks fly. Metal SINGS

CRUNCH The Omiforce car catches on the divider. Price
YANKS hi s enmergency brake and TURNS into it...

He PUNCHES nose first into the divider, but not before the
Omi force car FLIPS UP AND OVER | T!

It flies high, headed straight at...

SAM AND SHARKEY' S SPI NNER

In a split-second, Sam sees it and hops down to the road.
The Omiforce car SKIMS over her as it passes through..
And CRASHES ON TOP OF THE MERC ON THE OTHER SI DE!

The Merc and several others pile up into a tw sted grave of
metal and fire.

On the opposite side, Price and the renaining Omiforce
crui ser spin-out.

SHARKEY
| f you get us through this, 'l
ki ss you.

SAM

VWhat do you think | just did?

SHARKEY
We're not out of it yet.

Sam gl ances in her mrror...
ANOTHER CAR bears down on t hem

SAM
You' ve got to be kidding ne.



66.
PRI CE' S CAR
Price snaps to attention as DONOVAN S CAR ZI PS past him

PRI CE
Who the fuck invited this guy?

He throws his car into reverse. PEELS off the
divider... SMASHES into the side of the side of another car..

The POLI CESH ELD CRU SER chasi ng Donovan.

PRI CE
More fucking cops?

Price FLOORS it. Back in the hunt...
DONOVAN S CAR

Donovan spots Price behind him He smles thinly, blasts
sone vintage SEX PI STOLS. Hi's Gunnen | ock and | oad.

DONOVAN
Any o'them sods get close, X em

OWNI FORCE CRUI SER
The Omi-cop pulls al ongside the PCLI CESH ELD car. .

OWNI - COP
(over speakers)
St and down. You've entered an area
under Omiforce protection. W'|
take it from here.

POLI CESH ELD COP
Smoke this, fool

Pol i ceShield Cop FLIPS H M THE Bl RD, peels away.
OWNI - PARTNER
You gonna take that from sone Pangaea
pi ece of shit?

OWNI - COP
Not fuckin' likely.

He SWERVES t he wheel and SI DESW PES t he PCLI CESHI ELD cr ui ser.
SAM AND SHARKEY' S SPI NNER
Sam eyes t he approachi ng sedan, FOG GROA5 THI CK ahead. .
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SAM

You sure have a |l ot of friends.
SHARKEY

And, I'mfresh out of jackets.

PRI CE' S CAR
Price bears down on Donovan, bl ow ng past the feuding cops.

PRI CE
Take this dick out.

MERC
Onit.

The Merc opens a wi ndow and | eans out just as Donovan's car
pl unges into |iquid-thick snog.

VERC
| can't see--

BLAM A barrage of bullets cut himshort. Lights out.
He hangs |inply out the window as Price races into the fog..
Visibility. Zero.

PRI CE
Fuck!

SAM AND SHARKEY' S SPI NNER
Shar key spots a sign: BRI DGE OFFRAMP. He points..

SHARKEY
Time to | eave.

Sam shears across | anes and LEAPS onto the ranp.
THE COP CARS
The Cops continue to swap paint. The chase a distant nenory.

POLI CESH ELD COP
Omi sucks ass!

He SMASHES into the Omiforce cruiser again.
DONOVAN S CAR

Deep into the fog now. ..
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DONOVAN
| can't see shite.

A Gunman | eans out on the roof...

GUNVAN #1
There they are!

The spinner cuts across their vision. Price SVWERVES. ..
Qunnman #1 tunbl es out the w ndow. Under Price's tires!

GUNMAN #2
Jake!

PRI CE' S CAR
Tires SMOKE AND SQUEAL, as Price lays a sharp turn

He GRABS AIR and sails over an enbankment, SMASHI NG onto the
of f-ranp, behi nd Donovan.

THE COP CARS

As the last glinpse of Price's taillights sink behind the
of f-ranp, both sets of Cops realize they've m ssed the turn.

I n uni son, they YANK THEI R WHEELS, and..

BOTH CRUI SERS FLI P! Si de-by-si de, end-over-end, the POLICE
CARS TUMBLE down the w de-open freeway. Qut of the chase.

DONOVAN' S CAR

DONOVAN
Up front, mate.

GUNMAN #2
Fer fook sake.

DONOVAN
CGet your arse in that w ndow.

Gunman #2 reluctantly clinbs out the w ndow.

DONOVAN
Can you see the | ane markings?

GUNVAN #2
Keep it steady.

DONOVAN
Find the bl oody lines, or we both
take a dive into the drink.
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GUNMAN #2
Ckay, okay. | got 'em

EXT. BRI DGE - CONTI NUCUS
Sam KI LLS THE LI GHTS. The worl d becones eerily serene.

Only the WHINE of an electric engine purrs beneath them as
they glide through the m st.

SHARKEY
How can you see anyt hi ng?

SAM
| can't. Have to trust the HUD

| NSI DE HER HELMET: A heads-up display shows their bearings
on a surface-inmge topographic map.

SHARKEY
"' mat your nercy.

SAM
You' ve never been at the nercy of
anyone in your entire life. Now,
you wanna take a breath and tell ne
what the hell is going on?

SHARKEY
|"mnot sure yet. Sonething about
a case | left with Junbo.
SAM
And, the Four Horsenen back there?
SHARKEY
Z's nen. Sone of them | don't

know who else is in on this.

SAM
Famliar. Your ass is in a sling.
Z is involved, and guns are pointed
at us fromall over.

SHARKEY
"1l get us out of this. | prom se.

SAM
Li ke last tine?

SHARKEY
You wanted out, | got you out.

SAM
| wanted us out. Not ne. Us.
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SHARKEY
You want to have this argunment now?

SAM
Wiy bot her? Not hi ng has changed. ..
You are at the nmercy of soneone. |
just can't get used to the thought.

The ROAR of pursuit closes in.

SHARKEY
Can we | ose them once we're out of
this?

SAM
May be.

SHARKEY

Not good enough.

SAM
Agr eed.

She flicks a switch and the HUM of the electric notor dies.
The Spinner DROPS BACK. A waith floating in the clouds...

The two cars barrel forward, CGROALI NG ENG NES st al ki ng.
Lights reflect |ike expanding stars.

They PASS Sam and Sharkey, oblivious to the Spinner, or to
each ot her!

SHARKEY
Now.

SAM
Not yet.

The light of the cars begins to fade, silence creeping back.

SHARKEY
Now?

SAM
Now

Sam H TS a button and the Spinner SCREAMS to |ife. She pops
t he TURBO and her H GH BEAMS si nul t aneously. . .

The FLASH refl ects across the fog: an EXPLOSI ON OF LI GHT.
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PRI CE' S CAR

The LI GHT BLAST blinds Price. He jerks the car left, |oses
control ...

DONOVAN' S CAR

SMASH'  Price careens into him CRUSH NG the | eg of the
gunman on the w ndow.

Donovan | oses his grip on the wheel and SLAMS into railing.
THE BRI DGE

Spar ks spray across the fog. The two cars westle for
position, both losing to the railing.

Donovan's car FLIPS and ROLLS, side over side..
It STOPS in the mddle of the bridge. Dead.

Price's car CRUNCHES into the railing, spraying steam The
front end punctured and bl eedi ng out.

SAM AND SHARKEY' S SPI NNER

Sam and Sharkey speed away. Qut of the fog and off the
bridge...

SAM
W made it!

HOOOOOONNNNNNNK!

A TANKER TRUCK energes from nowhere...Across their path...
She |l ays down the Spinner, instinctively.

Sam and Sharkey splay out, skidding across pavenent.

The tanker brakes hard, shuddering and groaning. Trying to
stop. Big tires lock in clouds of snoke...

Si | ence.
SI DE OF THE ROAD

The weck freezes in tine. Snoke mxes with fog, a slow
HI SSI NG noti ceabl e. .

The shaken DRI VER junps down off his rig.

DRI VER
Mot her on a mattress! You alri--
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BLAM Hi s head expl odes.
Price stal ks forward. Snoking gun outstretched.

PRI CE
Ww  This thing really packs a
wal | op!

SHARKEY (O S.)
Looki ng for nme?

Price spins, finds Sharkey in his sights. Sharkey notices
t he nose piece on the gun. H'S GUN

SHARKEY
Ni ce pi ece.

PRI CE
Isn't it? Gft froman old friend.
Thi nk you can take us?

Shar key eyes the dead driver between them H s jacket open,
a 9nm protrudi ng out.

PRI CE
Tsk. The world would be so nuch
safer if fewer people carried guns.
Don't you agree?

Shar key tenses. Price cocks.

PRI CE
That's the spirit!

CH KI'  Sam steps right between them Sharkey's gift .45
held high - in all its laurel-etched, enpty-chanbered glory.

SAM
You drop that hammer, | drop you.

THREE- WVAY MEXI CAN STANDOFF. Samin the mddle...with an
unl oaded gun

SHARKEY

Sam Put the gun down. There's no--
SAM

SHUT UP!
PRI CE

Easy little lady. You m ght hurt
yoursel f.
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SAM
| was married to John-fucking- Sharkey
for eight goddammed years. You
think I don't know how to use this
beaut y?

Pri ce considers her.

SAM
Not that | need to. At this range,
with this gun, I could blow a hole

t hrough you the size of ny ass.
Price gl owers.
Just then, DONOVAN S CAR BLASTS OQUT OF THE FOG. . .

Qut of control, and on its last legs. It goes into a SPIN
headed straight for them

Donovan | eans out the wi ndow and SPRAYS BAD | NTENTI ONS. .

Machi ne-gun bursts H T the tanker as Sharkey drags Samto
t he ground.

Price FIRES at Sharkey as he dives behind cover.
The tanker EXPLODES into a cloud of fire and snoke.

Price energes, drawing a bead on what's left of Donovan's
car...No novenent.

A CLICK and REV of a Spinner captures his attention.

He turns just in time to spot Sam and Sharkey ZI P away. He
wal ks slowy in their direction, then stops. No chance.

Behi nd him Donovan stunbles fromthe car. Fully afl ane.

PRI CE
You fucked up ny nojo, asshole.

Price drops himw th a single shot, then wal ks to the body.

PRI CE
Who sent you, anyway?

EXT. THE SPRAW. - NI GHT
Sam and Shar key glide down backstreets. Sharkey grimaces.

SAM
VWhere to?
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SHARKEY
Drop nme off. You'll be safe once
you clear the Spraw .

SAM
That expl osion affect your hearing?
| said, where do we go?
He dabs a hand under his coat. Fingers red with bl ood.

SHARKEY
Junbo' s.

She sl aps her facemask down. The HUD di splays: JUVBO S PAYDAY
LOANS

SAM
Have you there in 60 mnutes. Sanis
Spi nner Servi ce guar ant ee.

EXT. JUMBO S PAVWN SHOP - DAY

Sam swi ngs the spinner past Junbo's shop and eases down an
al l eyway. The HUD fl ashes: DESTI NATI ON ARRI VAL.

SHARKEY
Five m nutes to spare.

SAM
Easy pi ckins.

SHARKEY
What do | owe you?

Sam pul | s of f her hel net.
SAM
Thi rt een- hundred-twenty-two doll ars
and fifty cents. Excluding tip.

SHARKEY
And what's an appropriate tip?

SAM
Bi g spender |ike you?

They | ock eyes. Sharkey gazes at her, tenderly.

He steps toward her...Sam softens, closes her eyes. He |eans
forward. And...

COLLAPSES to the ground!
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SAM
Johnny!

She reaches down to grab him and then she sees it...BLOOD.
A smal |l pool beneath him growi ng. Hi s blood.

SAM
VWhen?

SHARKEY
Price.

SAM

You shoul d have told ne.

SHARKEY
Had to get you away fromthere

| NT. JUMBO S PAWN SHOP - DAY
A BUZZER rings. Junbo glances at a closed-circuit LCD
ON THE MONI TOR: Sam props up Sharkey.

Junbo races to the door. She slips a hand around Sharkey's
wai st and hel ps himin.

Junbo and Sam ease hi m down onto a couch

SAM
Gently.

JUMBO
(to Sharkey)
Who's the skirt?

SAM
H , Maggi e.

JUMBO
Ch ny, God. Sam

She throws her arns around her.

JUMBO
What are you doi ng here? You can't
be seen with him
(suddenly angry)
Wait! Did he...?

SAM
Yeah.
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JUMBO
(now concer ned)
And, now they...?

SAM
Yeah.

Junbo shakes her head, then indicates Sharkey and Sam

JUMBO
(suggestive)
So, have you...?
Sam gl ar es.
JUMBO
VWll, it's good to see you. You
| ook great...Have you | ost weight?

SHARKEY
Junbo.

Junbo turns back to Sharkey.
JUMBO
Right. Sam there's a ned-kit in
the wi ndow. Sone junkie pawned it.
Junbo peels away Sharkey's shirt. Reveals the wound. Bad.
Samreturns with the case.

JUMBO
Okay. This is going to hurt.

Junmbo haul s back and SMACKS Shar key across the jaw with the
medi cal kit.

Shar key BLACKS CQUT.
| NT. JUMBO S PAWN SHOP - LATER

Junbo tinkers with the titani um case. She | ooks over at Sam
who cradl es Sharkey's bronze cricket box, lost in thought.

JUMBO

You still love him
SAM

And, he still kills people.
JUMBO

Sounds |i ke a Mexi can stand-off.
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Junbo points to the cricket box.

JUMBO
VWhat is that thing anyway?

SAM
Cricket box. First piece | ever
made. Crickets synbolize your
Fonﬁcience. Cl ean consci ence, good
uck.

JUMBO
So, he uses it as a change purse?

SAM
The coins cone fromhis work. One
for each...target.

JUVBO
Sounds nor bi d.

SAM
He doesn't |ike doing it, Maggie.
He never did.

JUMBO

A box full of coins don't nmeke a
cl ear conscience.

Sam shr ugs.
SAM

It's his debt. P.OD helikes to
say. .. Payabl e On Deat h.

I N THE OTHER ROOM
Sharkey stirs. Sam noves to his side, w pes his forehead.

SAM
We got the slug. You'll be fine.

SHARKEY
Wy does ny jaw hurt?

SAM
W didn't have a bullet you could
bite on...but, we do now.

She pulls out the slug and flips it to him

SHARKEY
Ni ce.



78.

SAM
It was dug in deep. Both of us had
to work it. Good thing | had this.

She fl ashes her barrette.

SHARKEY
VWhat the hell is that?

SAM
| call it my Swiss Arny barrette.
(off his I ook)
Don't you recognize it?

She shows off the contraption..

SHARKEY
That old knife | gave you?
SAM
Use what you've got. | had to do

sonething...gifts were never your
strong point.

He takes it into his hand. The practical tools still remain,
sone hidden underneath. But, nowit's a piece of art.

SHARKEY
Leave it to you to turn it into
sonet hi ng beauti f ul

Sam checks hi s dressing.

SHARKEY
That stunt you pulled with Price..

~ SAM
You're going to lecture ne on
reckl ess behavior?

SHARKEY
No.

SAM
Fuckin'-a-right you're not! Every
day | expect to read how you finally
got yoursel f kill ed.

SHARKEY
l"msorry. |...

She hushes himw th a finger to his |ips.
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SAM
Stop there. You've never said "I'm
sorry" before. | want to let it
sink in.
She smles. Squeezes his hand. Junbo strolls in.

JUMBO
Ready to see how this turns out?
|"ve got it open.
I NT. JUMBO S PAWN SHOP - WORK DESK - LATER
She opens the |lid of the case..
I NSI DE: A newspaper, headline obscured.

He ignores the paper and pats down the pockets and corners
of the case. Nothing.

Sharkey frowns. That's it? A newspaper?

Curious, he lifts the paper out. Sonething slips from between
its pages onto the floor...

SHARKEY' S GUN

JUMBO
That | ooks fam i ar.

She | eans down and picks it up. Sharkey puzzles this out...
FLASHBACK

Price, Sam and Sharkey on the bridge. Price pulls out
Shar key' s gun.

END FLASHBACK
Sane custom nose piece as the gun in Junbo's hand.

SHARKEY
Sonet hi ng doesn't nake sense.

Sam and Junbo are baffl ed: No shit!

SHARKEY
Price has nmy gun. | left it behind
when | grabbed this case.

JUMBO
Honey, it may be a little worse for
wear, but this is your gun.
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Shar key takes the gun from Junbo, turns it over. A |ong,
deep SCRATCH runs down the handl e..

FLASHBACK

Shar key dives toward the case. Prices shoots. The bullet
ricochets off Sharkey's gun, SCRATCHING it.

END FLASHBACK

SHARKEY
But, that's inpossible.

Shar key gl ances back at the case. G abs up the paper. Shakes
it, seeing if sonething else falls out. Nothing. Then..

SAM
John.

Sam nods toward the paper. Sharkey folds it over.
HEADLI NE: "Z Assassinated!”™ And below that...
"John Sharkey identified as killer."

SHARKEY
VWhat day is it?

JUMBO
Monday. The 29t h.

Sharkey's eye skips to the dateline: TUESDAY, DECEMBER 30t h.
He tosses the paper back into the briefcase.

JUMBO
VWhat kind of twisted shit is this??

And then, the front of the store BLOAS OPEN
Sharkey craw s fromthe rubble. The entrance, a gaping hole.

SHARKEY
Sam

A HUGE MAN W TH A SHOTGUN ducks in the through the ring of
fire that was the entrance.

SAM
I"mall right.

SHARKEY
Get Junbo. [I'Ill handle this guy.
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Shot gun stands i nmobil e, blocking the entrance. Sharkey
ducks and rolls to the briefcase. Snatches up his gun.

SHARKEY
Two ways this can go down. Either
one, we're wal king out of here.

Sam pul l's Junbo fromthe debris. She's bl eeding bad. Shard
of glass in her side.

SAM
Maggi e!

From behi nd Shot gun, two SMALLER MEN surge into the store.
Dressed in black, each w elding a signature weapon...
NUNCHUCKS, TI GER HOOKS.

Shar key wei ghs his options. Not good.

Finally, one |ast man enters. BRADY. Blade at his side.

BRADY
M. Sharkey? W finally neet.

SHARKEY
You the boss? Good. You die first.

Sharkey shifts his aim Brady | aughs.

Nunchucks LASHES out. The chai ned-wood- bl ocks SLAP the gun
out of Sharkey's hand. The GUN SKI TTERS across the floor.

BRADY
Ni ck wants to see you. W? I'd
rather kill you. Don't push ne.
Shar key holds his stinging hand. Straightens up, defiant.

Nunchucks steps forward, whi pping his weapon around his body
in a blur of notion.

Shar key reaches back. Grabs the nearest weapon..
A BOALI NG BALL?

He fends off a couple of blows -- wood bl ocks slide harnlessly
of f the black orb.

Nunchucks charges again. Sharkey spots his chance..
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BAM  Sharkey drops the heavy ball on Nunchucks foot.
I nstinctively, Nunchucks reaches for his smashed toes, and
t he wood bl ocks snmash into his own skull. He goes down.
Shar key dives across the floor...scranbles for the gun..
A tiger hook SNAPS the gun from Sharkey's hands.
Ti ger Hook TWRLS THE GUN on his blade. Casually, TOSSES it
into another room Twi n bl ades shining, Tiger Hook sl ashes
forward. .. Sharkey grabs..
A PRETTY PI NK BI KE?
Sparkly streaners, flower basket on the front...Cute.
He holds the bike out |like a shield. The tiger hooks SLASH
away the tires, RI P spokes fromthe wheels, SLICE the seat
of f.
Desperately, Sharkey grabs at the bi ke chain..
He SNAPS it |ike a whip. CRAAACCCK! The chain waps around
Ti ger Hook's neck, slicing his throat. Tiger Hook tfalls to
hi s knees, choking for air.
And then, there were two.
Brady gives Shotgun the nod. He STOWS toward Sharkey.

Shar key punches himin the gut and chest, but the bl ows glance
of f, harm essly.

Shot gun pi cks Sharkey up, like a sack of shit. And THROAS
H M THROUGH A WALL.

| N THE CORNER
Junbo COUGHS up bl ood.

SAM
"1l get help, Mggie.

Sam dashes for the door. Shotgun reaches back with one
power ful hand and pulls her back.

SAM
She' Il die!

Shot gun takes up his place in the doorway again. Shrugs.
I N THE OTHER ROOM

Sharkey rises to a knee. Brady turns the corner.
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BRADY
The tattooed man? The one you killed
on the bridge? He was ny brother.
Nudges his bl ade handle up with a thunb. SHHHI | | NGGE

BRADY
| warned you not to push ne.

Sharkey | ooks to his right. About a foot away, his gun gl eans
in the |ight.

Suddenly, Brady's eyes wi den and sweep the room Sharkey
eyes the room as well...

SAMURAI SWORDS DECCRATE ALL FOUR WALLS!!

Al'l shapes, sizes and weights. Qite a stash.

Sharkey steps away fromthe gun, turns to Brady. Bows |ow.
Brady smles. Bows low, in return.

Chal | enge accept ed!

Sharkey noves to a wall, handles a few bl ades before sel ecting
a stunning gol d-etched steel blade about three feet in | ength.

SHHHI NNGGGE  Brady takes several practices sw ngs.

Shar key sweeps the bl ade before him Pure, brute force.
The two nen circle each other. Then..

Brady CHARGES. Sharkey fends off bl ow after bl ow.

Brady toys with Sharkey. Inflicting small, painful slices
across his chest and arns. Death by a 1000 cuts.

Ducking a powerful slash, Sharkey throws hinself into a wall.
SLAM Bl ades shake fromthe walls, CLANK down on his head
Feebly, he holds up his blade to fend off a bl ow.

Brady' s bl ade SLICES right through Sharkey's sword...

The tip falls uselessly to the ground.

Sharkey is defensel ess...finished.

Brady smles. He presses on Sharkey's bullet wound, the
torture contorting Sharkey's face. And then..
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Shar key REVEALS H'S GUN, snatched up during one of his
tunbles! Ainmed at Brady's heart.

SHARKEY
Maybe 1'Il stick to guns after all.

Sharkey smles and pulls the trigger..
CLI CK
Enpty. Betrayed agai n!

Brady plunges forward but pulls his blow at the final
second...sword tip a lash's width from Sharkey's eye.

Shot gun enters, dragging Samw th him kicking and scream ng.

SHARKEY
| swear to you, if he hurts her, I
will kill you.

Brady considers Sharkey for a nonent. Then, nakes a signal
with his hand. Shotgun drops Samto her feet.

Sharkey lets the gun fall to the floor.
EXT. JUMBO S PAWN SHOP - DAY

Shot gun pushes Sharkey and Saminto the back of a sedan.
Brady follows, titaniumcase in hand. He gives a signal..

Shotgun smles, levels his nanesake. Squeezes off a shot.
BLAM Saml's Spinner EXPLODES fromthe bl ast.
| NT. SEDAN - DAY

Through the rear wi ndow, Sam watches burning shrapnel rain
down, as the sedan races away fromthe scene.

SAM
Maggi e. . .

Sam eyes Sharkey. He keeps his head down, but reaches over
and squeezes her knee. |It's not over yet.

EXT. SAFEHOUSE - DAY

A decrepit Victorian house. Boarded-up, abandoned. The
sedan pulls to the curb.

Shot gun pushes Sam and Sharkey into the yard.
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As soon as they break the plane of the gate, the ranshackle
house DI SAPPEARS, replaced by a nodern, fortified safehouse.

The teardown is a mrage. A protective deception
| NT. SAFEHOUSE - FOYER - DAY
A SMALL ARMY on guard. Nick's hologramgreets his captives.
NI CK
Excel l ent! Show our visitors to
the library.
I N THE LI BRARY

Shot gun shoves Sharkey and Saminto a pair of plush chairs.
Hol ogram Ni ck beans at them from behind a | arge oak desk.

Suddenl y, a hidden doorway opens. Another nman enters..
NI CK

The real Nick. Flesh and blood. The hologrammmcs his
every nove. Eerie.

Sam waves a hand through Hol o-Ni ck's chest. It passes right
t hrough. N ck pushes a button and the hol ogram blinks off.

NI CK
A convenient protection. They can't
assassinate you if you're not there.

He turns to Sharkey.

NI CK
M. Sharkey. You're a very difficult
man to capture.

SHARKEY
Wy try?

Brady hoists the titaniumcase onto the desk.

SHARKEY
You get a bul k di scount on those
t hi ngs?

Shar key nods to another case behind Nick. The glitter of
di anonds inside. N ck SLAMS the lid shut.

NI CK
The contents of your case are far
more interesting.
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Nick raises the lid, renoves the newspaper and tosses it on

t he desk:

"Z Assassinated!"

NI CK
Have you caught up on soon-to-be
current events?

SHARKEY
Sonme sort of set-up.
NI CK
| assure you, it's real. It's the

very reason your former enployer
has turned on you.

SAM
How?
NI CK
So sinple, it's brilliant, really.

Nick draws a large X on a piece of paper

He points

NI CK
You see, tine isn't aline, it's an
hour glass. The top of the chalice
brinms wwth all possible futures.
In the bottom l|lies the certainty
of the past.

to the intersection of the |ines.

NI CK
The place where they neet is the
present. A singular event. The
poi nt at which one and only one of
t he possible futures becones reality.

He draws an arrow thrusting fromthe past into the future.

NI CK
Now, what if soneone could reach
through the tiny hole of the present
and scoop up evidence of one such
future' s existence?

SHARKEY
Mar u.

NI CK
Sadly, he didn't share his nethods
before his end. Thanks to you.

SHARKEY
So, this is payback
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Hardly. If | wanted you dead, you'd
be history | ong ago.

SHARKEY
So, what do you want ?
NI CK
| want you to fulfill your destiny.
He taps the headline.
SAM

Why an assassination? Wy not make
Z drop froma heart attack?

NI CK
|''msure those possibilities exist,
but | don't "make" anything happen.
| amforced to work wth what |
find. | found you.

He points to Sharkey, smling.

NI CK

Now, shall we make history?
SHARKEY

No.
NI CK

M. Sharkey, | assure you, if this
headl i ne does not cone to pass,
then you wll discover one even

| ess to your Iiking.

SAM
John, don't do it.

NI CK
How about "Wonman Found Headl ess"?

Brady slides out his sword. SHH I NG

SAM
Don't listen to him

NI CK
O maybe "W fe Tortured to Death,
As Husband WAt ches"?

Brady steps forward. ..
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SAM
Goddamm it, Sharkey! No one tells
you what to do!

NI CK
Donovan was good at headl i nes.
wonder what his tw sted inmagination--

SHARKEY
Enough.

NI CK
Smart nman.

SHARKEY

G ve ne ny gun.
Ni ck holds the gun out. Sharkey reaches for it...
Ni ck thinks better. Hands the gun to Brady.

NI CK
Brady will give you the gun when
it's tine.

Shot gun yanks Sharkey out of the chair.

NI CK
Get him patched up. Can't send him
into the wolf's den bl eedi ng out.

SHARKEY
Let her go. Then, | kill Z.

NI CK
You know | can't do that.

TWO GUARDS pul | Sam away.
SAM
John, if you do this, he'll own
you. Just like Z!
Sam is dragged through the hidden door.

SHARKEY
l'll be back for her.

NI CK
Time, as they say, is a-wastin'.
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| NT. SAFEHOUSE - STORAGE ROOM - DAY

The Guards HURL Samto the floor of a threadbare room CLICK
The door | ocks behi nd her.

Sam surveys things. Only one door with a small peep-w ndow.

She reaches into her hair, undoes her barrette. She pops
out a hidden screwdriver and unsnaps a tiny nail file..

She's got work to do.
| NT. SEDAN - DAY

Sharkey cuffed in the back seat, cuffed. Shotgun rides next
to him Brady is at the wheel.

SHARKEY
You buy this tinme travel shit?
BRADY
Ni ck doesn't con
SHARKEY
So, you think it's ny destiny to
kill Z? | suppose you'll be top

dog after that.
Brady allows a smle to creep through.
SHARKEY
Makes you wonder. Was it also ny
destiny to kill your faggot brother?
Sharkey's turn to smrk. Brady swerves into an alley.

SHOTGUN
Were you goin'?

Brady hits the brakes.

BRADY
Get hi m out.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY
Brady steps out of the car. Shotgun foll ows.

SHOTGUN
Ni ck said..

BRADY
|"mnot going to kill him
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Brady opens the trunk and pulls out his banboo shinai.

SHOTGUN
I f you kick the shit out of him he
won't be able to kill Z

BRADY
Sure he will. It's his destiny,

remenber? Now, get him out!
Shot gun grinmaces and | eans back in to get Sharkey...

Sharkey KICKS his head into the roof, then waps his |egs
around hi s neck. .. SNAP

He shoves Shotgun out and leaps to his feet. Brady is
wai ting. ..

CRACK!I  The banmboo sword snashes hi mover the head! He falls
to his knees and rolls away.

Brady charges toward him sword raised..
Sharkey flips to his feet and catches Brady's hands.

The shinai flies away as Sharkey twists his cuffs and w enches
Brady to the ground.

He junps on top of Brady and SMASHES his face into the
asphalt. Again and again...and again. 'Til he's dead.

He reaches inside the stiff's jacket, pulls out a key and
unl ocks his cuffs. He spots a G_.EAM and reaches in Brady's
j acket to grab..

H S GUN

He yanks the mag, checks the chanber. Enpty.

Shar key pats down the corpse's pockets. Nothing...he dives
deeper, cones up with A SINGLE BULLET.

SHARKEY
One shot, huh? You knew I'd be
gunning for you once we were done.
He pockets the lone bullet. For |ater.

SHARKEY
Quess what? W' re done.

Shar key gathers up the guns laying around. They won't need
them anynore. He clinbs behind the wheel of...
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THE SEDAN
He flips open an ashtray conpartnent. Scoops out two coins.

VROOOOM  VROOOOOOOMMMVMM  SCREEEEEECCCHHHH!  Shar key cuts
a tight U and the car THUMPS over Shotgun's body.

| NT. SAFEHOUSE - STORAGE ROOM - DAY

Samjimmes the lock and hears the final tunble CLICK  She
qui etly opens the door, peeks into the hallway.

A GQUARD at the end of the hall. ANOTHER GUARD appr oaches.

GUARD
Car comng. W gotta check it out.

They | eave.
Sam slips out of the bedroom runs down the hall into..
NI CK' S OFFI CE

She searches the roomfor an exit. The wi ndows are fake.
Fl uor escent bul bs behi nd | ace.

The main door is | ocked.
Then, she spots it...on the desk..
THE NEWSBPAPER: "Z Assassi nated!"

She's drawn to it, despite herself. She opens it and drinks
inall the lurid details. Then..

She GASPS!

SAM
No!

Ni ck lays a hand on her shoul der, from behind.

SAM
They find his body next to Z. That's
how they identify himas the killer.
You didn't tell himthat.

She HURLS the paper at Nick.

SAM
You sent himto die!

NI CK
Unfortunate, but...unavoi dable.
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From out si de: GUNFI RE. Scr eans. Deat h.

SAM
Johnny?

The door to the office jiggles. It won't give. HUCGE KICKS
rock the frane.

SAM
Johnny! W're in here!
(to Nick)

He didn't do it. He didn't go!
Nick plops into his chair. H's face a mask of di sappoi ntnent.

The door CRASHES IN. Samrushes forward. A noment of
confusion, then fear flashes on her face..

It's Pricel
EXT. SAFEHOUSE - DAY

The sedan pulls up in front of the Victorian house. Sharkey
t hrows open the car door, grabs the shotgun.

CHI K- CHUK!  Party tine.
Hi s face drops, as he breaks the plane of the gate..

Front door wi de open. TWDO DEAD BODI ES on the | awn. Sonet hing
is seriously wong.

| NT. SAFEHOUSE - DAY

Sharkey searches fromroomto room Bl oodstains, bodies.
Total annihilation. No survivors.

Then he spots it...on the floor..

SAM S BARRETTE.

He picks it up, clutches it tight. H's eyes go vacant.
FROM I NSI DE NI CK'S OFFI CE. . .

GURGLES. Sharkey follows the noise..

Until his jaw drops...

NI CK
Don't | ook at ne.

Sharkey can't NOT | ook: Blood and brake fluid gush fromthe
holes In N ck's body.
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Through ruined flesh, glinpses of shiny netal and wire..

NI CK |'S NOT HUVAN!

SHARKEY
Cybernetics?

Nick spits up an oily froth

NI CK
Artificial intelligence. Softwred
into this poor excuse for a
container, like Gepetto's puppet.

SHARKEY
VWhere's Santf?

NI CK
Price took her.

Nick smles through the gore. A horrible sight.

SHARKEY

(getting it)
He's taking her to Z

NI CK
You can't escape your fate...

SHARKEY
Wiy Z? Wiy do you want him dead?

NI CK
Busi ness! He's the conpetition.
(coughs up nore bl ood)
And I'mtired of dreamng in
silicone. Z holds all the crucial
bi 0- gene patents.

That horrible smle again.

NI CK
| want to be a real boy.

Shar key | ooks down at himin disgust.

NI CK
Save Sam kill zZ. Fulfill OUR
destiny.

SHARKEY

Oh, I'I'l kill Z. ..
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Sharkey draws his gun. Slips the Ione bullet he pilfered
from Brady into the chanber.

SHARKEY
But, you won't live to see it!

BLAM  The N ck-robot TW TCHES AND SPARKS.

SHARKEY
That real enough for you?

FFFFOOOOOM  The robot bursts into flanes.
Shar key watches Nick nelt into goo. Shakes his head.

SHARKEY
Fucki n' suits.

I NT. GUN SHOP - NI GHT

THE OMNER pokes his head up from behind the counter of a
wel | stocked gun shop.

ONNER
What can | get ya, young fella?

SHARKEY
Bul | ets. Lots of them

The owner swallows a frown. Piles box after box of amb on
the counter in front of Sharkey.

Shar key waves himon... MORE
| NT. PANGAEA COVPOUND - NI GHT

Z paces his penthouse furiously. Price saunters in with TWO
cases, tosses one to the ground.

PRI CE
That's the case you want.

Z lunges for the case and pops it open. He flips it
over...EMPTY...then hurls 1t against the wall.

Z
You brought ne an enpty case?!

PRI CE
It wasn't enpty when | opened it.

Price slowy draws the newspaper fromhis coat.
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Z
VWhat's that?

PRI CE
According to the people who died
for it, it's your future.

He hands it off to Z, then strolls over to the hum dor and
pi cks hinmself a cigar.

Z reads the story, the fear growng with each |ine.
Z
| knew it! The fucking traitor.
treated himlike a son

Z crushes the paper in his hands. H's eyes narrow...

Z

You read this?
PRI CE

Rel ax. 1've got a plan.
Z

| s Sharkey dead? That's ny plan!
PRI CE

Nope. He's on his way here.
Z

You arrogant cocksucker.

Price yanks a pistol, levels it at Z. Z steps back.

PRI CE

| said rel ax.

Price admres the piece. Custom9mm platinum agai nst cobalt
blue. He twirls it, holds the butt out...offers it to Z

Z
The next words out of your nouth
had better pique ny fucking
curiosity.

PRI CE
This is the gun that kills you.

Z nods: go on.

PRI CE
It's Sharkey's. | took it fromhim
after | killed the nole.

( MORE)
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PRI CE ( CONT' D)
Read the article all the way through.
The bullet that kills you? 1It's in

this gun.
VA
What am | supposed to do with it?
PRI CE
What ever you want. That's not the
guesti on.
Z
Pray tell, what is?
PRI CE
| f you have the nurder weapon, how
can Sharkey kill you?

Z skins through the paper again...a smle grow ng...then..
ALARMS bl are. Conpound breach
THE LOBBY

G ass CASCADES across the | obby as a BLACK SEDAN BARRELS
THROUGH the front entrance.

The car bounces over sone planters and ends up nose first in
the fountain. A Bach fugue greets the intrusion.

Guards flood the area. SPIT automatic gunfire.

Shar key marches strai ght in, BLAZING A PATH OF LEAD before
him No shots wasted. A single bullet for each guard.

Sharkey's ballet |eaves a trail of bodies and shells. This
is what he does best.

Z' S PENTHOUSE

PRI CE
He' s here.

Z thrusts his armout. Sharkey’s gun ained at Price’s head.

Z
VWhat’'s in the other case?

Price tosses the case on the wet bar. d ass tunbl ers CRASH
to the ground. He opens the lid. Flashes the dianonds.
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Z
Way didn't you just take the noney
and run?

PRI CE
|’ ve got noney. | want sonething
nore...|l want to be Nunber One.

Z

And, you think you can buy that?

PRI CE
Yeah. Wth N ck's genstones and
Shar key' s cor pse.

Z
How did you know Shar key woul d cone?
It’s suicide for him
Price nods to one of the security nonitors..

PRI CE
Ace in the hole.

ON THE MONI TOR: Sam stares up. Muth taped. Hair yanked
back. Contessa twists the curly locks tight in her hands.

Z
Ni cel y done.

PRI CE
Then, we have a deal ?

Z
Lead Sharkey to nme. | want to kil
himnyself. Wth the very gun he
woul d have used to kill ne.

THE LOBBY

Shar key stal ks across the | obby. Guards run toward him
BLAM BLAM BLAM

Anot her |ine of dead nen.

Monitors across the canpus blink to life. The alarmsilences
for the first time...

Z smrks fromout of the screens.
Z

What's taking so |ong, Sharkey?
You know the way to nmy office.
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Z grins. Sharkey FIRES at the screen. |t EXPLODES.

The screens lining the walls continue to speak..

Z
O, maybe you're dead al ready?
Pity. 1'd hate to m ss your visit.

SECURI TY OFFI CE

TWO TECHS track Sharkey's progress on multiple nonitors.
Price rides their shoul ders.

TECH #1
Section J is | ocked down.

PRI CE
Perfect. Leave the door at the end
of the corridor open.

ON MONI TOR:  Sharkey creeps down a hallway trying doors.

PRI CE
Next one, Sharkey! Take the bait.

ON MONI TOR: Shar key approaches the |ast door. Jiggles the
knob. Locked. He jiggles again.

PRI CE
VWhat the fuck? Throw the | ock.
Throw t he | ock!

ON MONI TOR:  Shar key noves al ong.

PRI CE
Shit! 1 told you to unlock the
door.
TECH #2
| did.
PRI CE
Loser.

Price BLASTS HM QUT OF H'S CHAIR

PRI CE
VWhere i s he now?

Scared speechl ess, Tech #1 points to another nonitor.
ON MONI TOR: Sharkey bursts into a courtyard.

Price’s eyes skip to another view of the courtyard.
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ON MONI TOR: A BATTALI ON OF GUARDS hi de behi nd sone rocks.

PRI CE
Oh, hell. Kill the fucking |ights!

Tech #1 hits the swtch. No response. Keeps trying.

TECH #1

| can’t!
PRI CE

VWhat the hell is going on?
TECH #1

| don’t know. Don't kill ne!

ON MONI TOR:  GUNFLASHES erupt everywhere at once. A firefight
so HUGE it can be heard throughout the canpus.

BZZT! Price touches his earphone.

Z (O S)
What the fuck are you doi ng?

PRI CE
W’ re havi ng sone technica
difficulties down here.

Z (O0S.)
Bring himto ne already! | don't
need himfucking up ny entire

conpound.

Price watches the nonitors in awe. Sharkey is a blur. Poetry
in notion.

PRI CE
Look at him He' s magnificent!

Tech #1 punches buttons. Raw panic. Nothing responds.

TECH #1
Total systemfailure. | can’t
control anything. Soneone is
overriding us!

Price pull his gun. Checks the mag.

i PRI CE
0?

TECH #1
Pl ease, don't shoot ne.
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PRI CE
Could it be hinf

TECH #1
| don’t know

The tech throws his hands up in front of his face: Please!

PRI CE
Like 1'd waste a bullet on you.

The Tech rel axes. Price SHOOTS hi m
Z' S PENTHOUSE

Z runmages through a closet. Finally, he cones out with a
prize: A SAW

Z
Cut off ny fucking head, will you?
"1l nmount yours on ny wall!
From out si de, EXPLOSIONS. Fireballs. Chaos. Screanms. Z
sprints to a w ndow and observes.
Z
Goddanmm t! Can't anybody foll ow
orders any nore?
COURTYARD
Price skids to a stop in the common area. CQunfire CEASES.
FI VE GUARDS point sem -automatic rifles in his direction.
Price follows their gaze to find..

Sharkey on the other side. Standing his ground.

SHARKEY
Looki ng for nme?

PRI CE
Al ways.

SHARKEY

VWere's ny wfe?

PRI CE
She’s fine...Wien this is all over,
she’ s gonna give ne a bl ow ob

They simultaneously fire! Bullets pass within mllineters.
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In an instant, the air is thick with scream ng GUNFI RE

The two nmen dance around one anot her, behind cover and out,
as if they each know the other’s noves ahead of tine.

Nei t her man can get the edge. As they circle closer..
CLICKI  CLICKI CGunslides snap open. Qut of anmmo.
PRI CE
Goddam! You really are the best.
This is too fucking sweet.

SHARKEY
Still got ny gun?

Price sm es.

SHARKEY
1’11 be wanting that back, too.

PRI CE
Conme get it!

Enpty mags drop. CHUKI CHUK!I New mags | ock and | oad.
And they’'re off again..

Shar key spins behind a colum, BLAZI NG AWAY. Price ducks
and rolls. Pops up FIRI NG

Price dives through a set of glass doors and into..

AN ADJO NI NG FOYER

A heavy netal bar SLAMS into place, seals the outside doors.
Price wat ches incredul ously.

Bars seal himin fromthe other side. Price is trapped
bet ween two sets of gl ass doors!

Shar key approaches, sizes up the glass walls. On the other
side, Price shrugs confusion.

Sharkey ains at Price’s head. BLAM The shot bounces off
the glass. Barely a scratch. Bulletproof.

Sharkey glares at Price through the gl ass.

SHARKEY
Sone ot her ti me.
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PRI CE
Wi t!

Price BANGS on the glass prison, as Sharkey strides away.
THE GROTTO

MONI TOR:  Price snmashes at the glass wall with a velvet rope
stand. He’s getting nowhere.

Contessa watches. Smles to herself. She punches sone
buttons on a security panel.

THE COURTYARD

The canpus is PLUNGED | NTO DARKNESS. A P.A crackles to
life...

CONTESSA (O S.)
|"ve got what you want, |over.

Cont essa YANKS the tape from Sanmi s nmouth. OOQuuuch!
Sami s SCREAM echoes t hroughout the conpound.

SHARKEY
Sam

CONTESSA (O S.)
Let's have a threeway!

A few select |lights FLICKER BACK ON. They create an
illumnated path. Straight to Contessa.

Z' S PENTHOUSE
Z screans into his intercom

Z
Contessal What the fuck is this?

No response. Z throws his chair into his nonitor. CRASH

Z
Goddanmi t!

He touches his earphone.
Z

Price! Were are you? What the
hell is going on?
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PRICE (O S.)
Contessa's taken control of the
conpound. She’s |ocked ne in.

Z SMASHES hi s earphone on the floor. Stonps on it for good
measure, unable to contain his rage.

Z
I " m fucking surrounded by idiots.

THE GROITO

Shar key wal ks through the open doorway and scans the area.
The COLORED Tl GERS pace back and forth in their dioranas.

GUNFI RE sprays the entry as Sharkey dives behind sone rocks.

CONTESSA
You t hought you'd be cute at the
marina? Now it's ny turn
Contessa steps into the dimlight.

She holds a five foot pole in her hands. At the end, a slip
noose collar. The kind used to guide tigers around.

I nside the collar, bound and gasping for air..
SAM

SHARKEY
Let her go, Tessa. This has nothing
to do with Sam

CONTESSA
Doesn’'t it?

Contessa tightens the noose. Sam collapses to her knees,
clawi ng at the collar.

CONTESSA
What the hell do you see in this
scrawny bitch, anyway?

SHARKEY
She never did anything to you.

CONTESSA
No. But, you did.

Shar key gl ares at her.

SHARKEY
So, let'’s settle it. One on one.
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CONTESSA

You really want ne to |l et her go?
SHARKEY

Yes.
CONTESSA

Say pl ease.
Sharkey shifts his gaze to Sam Softens.

SHARKEY
Pl ease.

CONTESSA
You' re pathetic. She’s not worth
your begging...You need a real wonan.

SHARKEY
| asked. Now I'mtelling you...Let
her go.

CONTESSA
Make me!

SHARKEY

Wth pleasure.

Sharkey draw and FIRES. Contessa twirls to the side. The
bull ets ricochet off the glass dioranas.

I nside, the tigers GROAL displ easure.

Cont essa ducks. Samgets yanked into the side of the security
desk. Head first.

Contessa pulls her 10" blade. Steadies the pole on the desk
top and SLAMS t he bl ade through wood and | eat her. .

Pi nning Samin pl ace.

CONTESSA
St ay!

Contessa slips out of hiding and unl eashes death: 100 rounds
per mnute. ..

Shar key di ves behi nd sone fake plants.
The bul |l et proof glass on the dioramas cracks. @ ass SHATTERS.
One of the tigers JUVPS DOM into the room
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Sam stretches a hand out for the knife. The pole hol ding
her at bay, just out of reach.

The machi ne gun continues to weak havoc.

O her tigers anble over to the hole. One by one, they LEAP
OVER THE SHARDS into the room

SHARKEY
Fuck me.

CONTESSA
You said it, sweetheart.

The tigers pace along the perineter. GROAING
One of the Tigers LEAPS.
BLAM  BLAM

Sharkey rolls to the side. THUDI 1000 pounds of dead neat
spl ays across the ground.

CONTESSA
Come on, kittens. GCet your supper.

Cont essa w ggl es the pol e hol di ng Sam
CONTESSA
Shake that ass for them honey.
They like live bait.
Atiger SNIFFS the air. GCircles in for the prey.
BLAM
Shar key takes it down.
CONTESSA
This is natural selection at work,
Sharkey. Don't interfere!
She BLAZES in his direction.
Sonme tigers race for the door: too crazy in there.
The bl ack and pink tiger stays, ROARS. CQunfire ceases.
The Tiger crouches |ow. ..stal ks toward Sam
Sam st ruggl es agai nst the pole..

Contessa smles at Sanmis plight, teeth like a tigress herself.



106.
Shar key pops up. Contessa OPENS FI RE keepi ng him at bay.
The Tiger draws cl ose..

Sam YANKS BACK ON THE COLLAR WTH ALL HER M GHT. The knife
POPS free. Twirls upward.

Cont essa snatches it out of the air. Amazing reflexes.
The tiger LEAPS..

Sam swi ngs her neck, the |ong pole ARCS AROUND. SLANMS | NTO
Contessa. KNOCKS her off bal ance.

The tiger CRASHES down on top of Contessa.
They westle across the floor, Contessa knifing its back.

Sam tosses the pole to the ground. Sharkey grabs her hand
and they run out of the room SLAMM NG t he door behind them

The big paws maul at Contessa. She’'s no match for the beast.
Two big CHOWS and her body falls Iinp.

THE COURTYARD
Sharkey pulls Samoff to the side. Undoes her bindings.

SAM
You slept with that bitch?

SHARKEY
A nonent of weakness.

SAM
Weakness, ny ass. Your taste in
wonen has al ways sucked.

SHARKEY
Not al ways.

Sharkey rubs the circul ati on back into her hands.

SAM
We can argue this later. Let's go!

SHARKEY
It's not over yet.

She grimaces, grabs his wounded shoul der. .. he SCREAMS!
SAM

You' re not going anywhere with that.
It's over.
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He sl aps a new nagazine into his pistol.

SAM
Listen to me, John. |If you go after
Z, you'll die.

SHARKEY
Thi s ends now.

SAM
Your body is found at the scene.
Think it through, John.

She reaches for his gun. He pulls his hand away.

SAM
You said it yourself. This isn't
even your gun. Price has your gun

She reaches for it again. They both eye the gun in his hand.

SAM
This is an artifact froma future
we don’t want. The |onger you hold
onto it, the nore certainit is to
happen. Leave it. Walk away.

SHARKEY
| can’t.

SAM
John, you’'re maki ng the prophecy
come true. It’s your life or the

gun. It can't be both.
He snatches his hand back, annoyed.

SHARKEY
Tinme for you to go. Far away.
Sonepl ace you | ove.

SAM
Don't do this again. Wen will you
| earn? You have to | eave this
behi nd.

SHARKEY
| have |l earned. You were right.
And, tonight | finally do sonething
about it.

He presses sonething into her hand, wapped in tissue.

She opens the tissue to reveal her barrette. Tears run down
her cheeks.
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SAM
Pl ease, John. W need to stay
t oget her.

SHARKEY

In another life.
He wal ks toward his destiny.
Z' S PENTHOUSE

Z tidies up his desk. Pours two generous scotches. He
pockets Sharkey’s gun and gl ances to the door.

Not hing to do now but wait. Not |ong..
SHARKEY STEPS OUT FROM BEHI ND Z. Pokes a gun in his back.
Z

Can’t you do anything the way you're
supposed to?

SHARKEY
| used to. Then, you decided to
kill nme.

Z

| had no choi ce.

SHARKEY
You coul d have trusted ne.

Z
Like I did when you told nme your
w fe was dead?

SHARKEY
She was dead to ne.

Z
| preferred her dead to ne.

Z faces Sharkey. Calmas a sumrer day.
Z
Scotch? You |l ook Iike you could
use sone.
He i ndi cates Sharkey's wound and bl oodi ed shirt.

SHARKEY
| didn’t cone to drink
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Z
That’s right. Al business with
you, isn't it?

SHARKEY
| hate this fucking business.

Shar key whi ps out his cricket box. He tosses it at Z's feet.
CO NS SPI LL EVERYWHERE ACROSS THE MARBLE FLOOR!

Z

VWhat the fuck is this?
SHARKEY

A debt. | pay off tonight.

Z funbles for his gun. Sharkey cocks his. CH K

Price steps out behind Sharkey. @un pointed at his head. Z
steadies his own pistol.

PRI CE
Just |i ke Aval on, eh?

THREE- WAY MEXI CAN STANDOFF. Sharkey in the m ddle.

PRI CE
Deja Vu. Man, there is a shitl oad
of that going around these days.

SHARKEY
This doesn’t involve you

PRI CE
Conforting. Forgive ne if | don't
| ower ny gun.

Z
Do you have any idea how nmuch your
little folly has fucking cost ne?
Get on your knees.

Sharkey stands tall. Z expl odes.

Z
| told you to beg, you son-of-a-
bitch! Get down and lick ny shoes
i ke a good dog!

SHARKEY
No beggi ng tonight.

Z
Don't you know what this is in ny
hand?
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SHARKEY
A gun.

Z
The gun! Your gun! How the fuck
do you think you can kill nme when

| * m hol di ng your gun?

SHARKEY
That’ s not ny gun.

A nonent of confusion crosses Z's face.

He notices the gun in Sharkey’s hand...custom nose piece.
Spots the gun in Price’s hand...custom nose piece.

Back to his own gun..
NO NOSE PI ECE! Price gave himH S gun...not Sharkey’s!!

Z
Fuck.

They all SQUEEZE OFF at once.
Z: BLAM Shoots wld.
Shar key: CLICK!I  Chanber jam

Price: BLAM A screaming straight shot. The bullet whizzes
past Sharkey’s head. ..

It NICKS H S EAR but keeps going. Toward its target...
Z's eyes go w de.

SLAM! Right into his forehead. Z crunples.

Shar key ducks and swirls, cones up aimng at Price.
Price holds his aim Neither man noves. Finally...

PRI CE
Your ear.

Shar key touches a finger to his ear. Snears bl ood.

PRI CE
| suppose you'd have done better?

SHARKEY
Nope.

Price lowers his gun
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PRI CE
Li ar.

Price smles, tidies up the crime scene. Arranging it.
Sharkey tries to puzzle it out.

SHARKEY
Why ?

PRI CE
| saw the future. And it wasn't
with him Gve me a hand here.

Price grabs Z' s shoul ders. Sharkey takes his legs. They
move himto center of the room

PRI CE
We need anot her body.

SHARKEY
The hal | way.

PRI CE
Grab that briefcase. Leave the
ot her.

Price ducks out into the hallway. Sharkey |ooks around the
room Taking it all in.

He sees the enpty suitcase, overturned in a corner. And the
other, on the wetbar. Wth $100 mllion. He also sees..

THE NEWSPAPER
Sharkey grabs it, reads all about how he is supposed to die.

Price stunbl es back in DRAGA NG A BODY behind him Spots
Shar key readi ng the paper.

PRI CE
Get rid of that, too. O it’'ll
bl ow the cops’s m nds.

Sharkey picks up a lighter. Lights a corner. Watches the
prophecy burn to a crisp.

PRI CE
Al'l right. Now your gun.

Shar key hesit ates.

PRI CE
That's the one they find at the
crime scene.

( MORE)
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PRI CE ( CONT' D)
You need to | eave it behi nd.

Shar key presses his gun into the stiff’s hand.
Price raises the gun in Z s dead hand, and..
BLAM  Poi nt blank shot into the stiff’'s face.
PRI CE
So much for dental records. Only
one nore touch.

Price holds out his palnms. Enpty. A bravado flick of the
wist...

THE DNA TESTER appears in his hand! He smles for show
PRI CE
Do you know what ninety percent of
magi c is?
He takes Sharkey's hand. Pokes his finger. Blood wells.
BEEP! DNA Match: John Sharkey.

SHARKEY
M sdirecti on.

PRI CE
Smart nan.

Price flips a swwtch on the tester, plunges it into the stiff.

BEEP! DNA Match. This is now John Sharkey!

PRI CE

Voila! You re officially...
SHARKEY

Dead.
PRI CE

Wrd of advice? Stay that way.
An under st andi ng passes between the two nen.

PRI CE
And, now for ny final trick..

He produces: THE SAW

Price | eans down by Z's body, Sharkey stands by the doors.
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SHARKEY
VWhat's the other ten percent?

PRI CE
Magi c!' O course!

Next tinme Price |ooks up, Sharkey’s gone. Curtains sway in
the breeze. A disappearing act of his own.

Price grins, lowers the sawto Z's neck, and HACKS.

| NT. PRI CE'S PENTHOUSE - DAY

Price enters carrying a paper sack and a titanium suitcase.
He bends down and grabs the norni ng newspaper. .

The headline: “Z Assassinated!”

_ PRI CE
Fairy tal es can cone true.

He pulls out Sharkey’s gun. Lays it on the table, with the

paper, reaches into the bag and pulls out one final nenento...

Z'S SEVERED HEAD.
He sets the head down. Stands back. Admres his haul.
Three good | uck charns. Harbingers of bright days ahead.

He strolls to the bar. Splashes sone scotch into a tunbler.
Takes a wel | -deserved sip. Turns back and finds..

THE TABLE IS EMPTY.

The souvenirs are gone! Snatched away to the past... Price
puzzles it out. Then | aughs.

PRI CE
Wwn't do you any good, N cKk.

Anot her sip. Then, he punches a nunber into a speakerphone.

VO CE ON PHONE
Pangaea.

PRI CE
Call the board members. | wanna
meet them Tonight at 5 PM

VO CE ON PHONE
VWho is this?
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PRI CE
Price. You all work for ne now.

VO CE ON PHONE
Who died and left you boss?

PRI CE
Ever ybody.
He lets out a snug little laugh. 1It’s short-1lived.
NICK (O S.)
Not quite everybody.
A cold chill up Price’s spine. He spins to face..
NI CK' S HOLOGRAM
Alive and well. Smling like the cat who outfoxed the hound.
NI CK

|"d say you work for ne now.
Price’s smle fades, along with his dreans.
EXT BEACH - DAY

Bright, blue, unspoiled. Everything you see when you cl ose
your eyes and i nmagi ne paradi se.

Sam sits on the beach, lost in thought. Eyes rimed in red.

A newspaper flutters at her feet: “Z Assassinated!” The
sanme ol d headline. Everything she feared.

SAM
Goddam you, Shar key.

She reaches into her hair and renoves her barrette - the all-
purpose industrial art keepsake..

Then, HURLS it out into the ocean.

SHARKEY (V. Q)
What are you doi ng?

She spins around. Sharkey smles down on her.

SHARKEY
That thing was nore useful than a
gun.

SAM

| don't |ike guns.



SHARKEY
Nei t her do I.

SAM
The Sharkey | knew made his |iving
with a gun.

SHARKEY
In another life.

Enotions swrl in Sam An awkward pause. .
A BELLHOP struggles up. A titaniumcase in hand.
BEL LHOP
Excuse ne, sir. \Were should | put
your | uggage?
Bef ore Sharkey can say anything...

SAM
In my room

She smles, then THROAS herself into Sharkey's arns.

kisses himas if it were their first. About tine!
Wen they finally cone up for air..

SAM
So, what we do now?

SHARKEY
Live like there's no tonorrow.
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She

Shar key wraps an arm around her waist. They lazily follow

t he Bel | hop.

SAM
VWhat’s in the briefcase, anyway?

SHARKEY
Who knows? Could be a newspaper
could be a stash of dianonds.

SAM
But definitely not a gun?
SHARKEY
Christ, | hope not.

FADE QOUT:
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