Fast Cash

Original Story and Screenplay

by



FADE IN:

EXT. SANTA MONICA BEACH: PALISADES PARK - NIGHT

Screen is totally black. WAVES can be heard as the TITLES roll.
A puppy-like SNORE, occasionally broken by the SOUND of someone
trying to get comfortable in an uncomfortable place. CLEARING
OF THROAT. The SNORE resumes, counterpointed with CRASHING
WAVES. Suddenly, red police car lights FLASH silently in the
total darkness. Sound of a KNOCK on a glass window.

OFFICER JASON (0O.S.)
Excuse me...

KNOCK again.

OFFICER JASON
Excuse me, sir.

Muffled SOUND

STACY (0O.S.)
Huh - what?

OFFICER JASON
Sir, you can't park on the beach
at night. It's against the law.

STACY (0.S.)
(waking more fully)
I didn't know...

OFFICER JASON
Please step out of the car. I'll
need to see your driver's license.

Sound of CAR DOOR OPENING. The driver, STACY MASON, late 30's,
is barely illuminated by the flashing red lights while handing
the Officer a driver's license and struggling half asleep to
climb out of the car in ragged sweat clothes and a wool cap
pulled down low.

The officer shines his flashlight onto the driver's license
then looks surprised at the driver.

OFFICER JASON
Stacy Mason? Ms. Mason, why are
you sleeping in a car on the
beach? Don't you know it's against
the law?

STACY
Officer, I'm sorry. I didn't know
it was illegal.



She starts to SOB.

STACY
(incoherent)
...just left my husband - have no
where to go...

OFFICER JASON
There are hotels...

She shakes her head sadly.

STACY
He took all my money.

OFFICER JASON
Shelters...

STACY
Please can I just sleep here till
dawn? I've got a - a, uh, job -
uh, interview...in just a few
hours.

OFFICER JASON
Well, it is almost dawn. Okay.
I'll let it go, but don't do it
again.

Officer Jason returns to his car, as Stacy watches. When the
red lights pull away, she quietly slips back into the car.
Light SNORING resumes in the total darkness.

EXT. SANTA MONICA BEACH - DAWN

In the early light, the rear of a Lamborghini appears. The
California Vanity plate reads: RICH

Two arms quickly are raised over a tousled head of hair to
simultaneously remove her rumpled sweatshirt and pull on a
dress. Stacy struggles to take off her sweatpants while still
seated.

She finally opens the car door, with both the dress and pants
on. Stacy glances around to see if anyone is watching. No one
is paying any attention. She quickly pulls off the sweatpants,
and stands up trying to smooth her very wrinkled conservative
linen sheath.

STACY
(mumbles to herself)
Darn! Now I really do look like
someone from Iowa!
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Stacy reaches back into the car for her battered overnight bag
on the passenger seat. From it, she rejects equally-rumpled
clothes.

She opens the trunk so she can put her overnight bag in it.
Inside are a few dry-cleaning bags and an expensive leather
attaché case. She pulls a knit mini-dress out of one of the
bags, holding it up to herself.

EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL SANTA MONICA - DAY

The Lamborghini zooms in. The two young SHUTTERS VALETS jump to
attention when they see the car. Stacy emerges, looking
stunning but more than** **a little graceless in the expensive
tight knit mini-dress and her own open-toed heels that are worn
and scuffed. She tugs at the dress to make it longer.

Her unkempt hair is now swept up in a loose top knot held by
two yellow #2 pencils with slightly chewed erasers - giving
her a charming bed-head look.

She fumbles with the handle on the masculine attaché case as
she approaches the hotel. The two valets cat-whistle quietly.

Stacy smiles to herself, and she picks up her step just a bit.

SHUTTERS DOORMAN
Welcome to Shutters, Miss! Enjoy
your day.

STACY
Thank you!

She strides into the hotel.

EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL PATIO - DAY - MARCUS GROSSMAN

Mid-50's, cell phone glued to his ear, motions to his
assistant, TREVOR, wearing a BIG DEAL PRODUCTIONS monogrammed
shirt, to pass him some more pastries as he shouts into the
phone.

MARUS
Yeah, well you can tell that slimy
little toad for me...

He breaks in mid-sentence as he sees the maitre d' guiding
Stacy to his table. He clicks off the phone and stares.

MARCUS
Wow! Becka didn't tell me you were
a knockout.
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He looks her up and down. Stacy blushes, but gamely puts out
her hand.

STACY
Stacy Mason.

MARCUS
Welcome to LA, Stacy. And welcome
to Big Deal Productions' new Santa
Monica office.

He snorts. Stacy eyeballs the pastries.

MARCUS
Sit down. Trev, pour her some
coffee. So, whadda ya got for me?

STACY
Got for you?

MARCUS
Yeah, you know, give me your
pitch.

STACY
Oh, uh...I thought we'd first get
to know each other.

MARCUS
Honey, honey, I wouldn't mind
getting to know you, but not now.
Hey don't tell Becka I said that.
So give it to me.

STACY
(hungry and clearly
distracted by the pile of
pastries)
Is that an almond croissant?

MARCUS
Well that's certainly refreshing.
You are definitely from the
Midwest, all right. Girls around
here don't eat anything, ever.

He motions to Trevor to hand her the pastry basket. She grabs
one and wolfs it down.

MARCUS
Okay. You're fed. Now what's the
pitch, Stacy from Iowa?

She pulls a script out of the attaché case and tries to hand it
to him. He laughs.



MARCUS
You think I have time to read a
script? No, I just want to hear
the idea from your own sweet lips.

STACY
(very nervous)
Well, it's a story about...

INT. HOLLYWOOD - WOW!'S COFFEE BAR- LATER SAME DAY

In a crowded hip espresso bar, Stacy sees BECKA, late 30's, at
a table drinking a latte. Becka has clearly taken advantage of
every cosmetic procedure available and looks like a twenty-year
old Victoria's Secret model, barely contained in a very short
pencil skirt and tank top.

Becka jumps up when as Stacy approaches. The two women appraise
each other for a moment, then hug.

BECKA
Stace baby! I can't believe it
after all these years. You look
hot! Shit, girl- is that Missoni?

Stacy looks confused. She stares in amazement at her friend,
trying to avoid looking at her chest.

STACY
Uh, so do you, Rebecka.

BECKA
(corrects her)
Becka.

STACY
Uh, okay, Becka. Wow, Your body
has really filled out. I mean, in
high school you were so skinny
and...

BECKA
Bigga, betta Becka! Yeah, baby,
you can have it all here. But
enough about me. Let's get you
some octane.

STACY
No thanks, I'm coffeed out. I met
with your boyfriend, Marcus.

BECKA
Markie! Isn't he the bad boy!



STACY
Oh, he was very nice to me. He
didn't have a lot of time, but he
did listen to my story...

BECKA
(interrupts)
Your pitch.

STACY
Ah, so the story's the "pitch" he
kept asking about?

Becka laughs and nods, waving her to continue.

STACY
Okay, okay, so I'm an Iowa hick.
Anyway, he said he liked the idea.
And he'd get back to me.

BECKA
Crap. They all say that. I'll make
sure...
(smiles provocatively)
- that he does get back to you.
So...

Silence as the two former high school classmates are
uncomfortable, both unsure after so many years of what they
still might have in common.

Stacy nervously rubs the white line where her wedding band used
to be.

BECKA
Hey, what's this about a divorce?
Gawd, I never thought you'd leave
Greg. Didn't you meet in, 1like,
first grade?

STACY
Second.

She shakes her head, sadly.

STACY
I thought I'd be married forever.
I mean, things were okay with us,
but he was - gone a lot.

BECKA
Typical mid-life guy. But who'da
thought he'd run around on you?

Stacy looks horrified.



STACY
No! You thought Greg? Ha! That
would've been kinder.

Becka waits as Stacy hesitates, ashamed.

STACY
He gambled away all of our savings
and investments...and the money my
parents loaned us to build our
Pottery Barn store! Now I'm afraid
we might lose it.

BECKA
Shit - well that really sucks,
but... what possibly inspired you

to write a screenplay...in Iowa?

STACY
Well, Katie, Nora, Julie, Emma,
and I - you know the old crowd
that never left Iowa - they all
say hello by the way - we formed a
book club...

Becka now looks very bored and watches a cute guy almost half
her age sit down at a nearby table. Stacy notices her
distraction, but keeps talking.

STACY
And I'd been taking a
screenwriting class online. The
club read a draft of my script...

BECKA
Mindboggling.

STACY
But when they heard about what
Greg had done, they encouraged me
to make some money by selling it
to Hollywood.

Becka perks up at the mention of Hollywood.

BECKA
(sarcastic)
And after all these years, when
you first called, I thought you
and your baton-twirling friends
were inviting me to our 20th
reunion or some damn thing!



STACY
(embarrassed)
Actually, the 20th Reunion
Committee happens to have the same
members as the book club.

Becka rolls her eyes.

STACY
We were trying to find old
classmates. Katie googled you and
found your Facebook page. You sure
are connected to a lot of guys!

Becka just smiles her 'Cheshire Cat' smile.

STACY
So, when this thing happened with
Greg, well the girls reminded me
that you were in Hollywood
connected to some big deal
producer.

A few PATRONS' heads turn towards them when they hear the name
"BIG DEAL."

BUZZ BUZZ! Becka glances at her cell phone.

BECKA
Crap! Gotta get back for a
meeting.
Hey, don't worry, Stace. I have a
way of convincing Marcus to read
your script. It's called a little
"attention." Turns out he doesn't
get enough "attention" at home.

Stacy blushes. They both get up to leave.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD - WOW!'S COFFEE - MOMENTS LATER

Becka straddles a motorcycle. She watches with surprise as
Stacy opens the door of the Lamborghini. Becka pulls the bike
up next to Stacy's car, glancing at the license plate.

BECKA
Nice wheels. For a lady who is
desperate for money, you sure
don't look it.

STACY
It's a loaner.
(MORE)



STACY (CONT'D)
Some drunk businessman tried to
pass my pickup yesterday as I was
getting off the freeway, and I ran
into the guardrail. So he loaned
me his car in exchange for not
turning him in for another DUI.
He's getting my truck fixed for
me.

BECKA
Is he married?

Stacy points to the designer knit she's wearing.

STACY
I think so. His wife's dry
cleaning was in the trunk

As Becka speeds off, Stacy looks at the bike's vanity plate
CONNECT.

I/E. LAMBORGHINI - DAY - STACY

She pulls out her cell phone as she starts to leave the parking
lot.

STACY
(to her phone)
Call Emma.

INTERCUT WITH EMMA'S LAW OFFICE IN IOWA

INT. EMMA'S LAW OFFICE IN IOWA - DAY

A storefront one-person law firm. Looks out on the town square:
reverse lettering on the window shows EMMA NEBEL, ATTORNEY AT
LAW.

EMMA
Emma Nebel, Attorney at Law,

STACY
Hi Emma, it's Stacy. I met with a
producer guy that Rebecka knows.
By the way she calls herself Becka
now. Anyway, this producer guy is
sort of a jerk, but I guess she's
still got a thing for married

guys.
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EMMA
Yep, I remember...So tell me about
the meeting. Did he like the
story?

STACY
Actually they call it a pitch. You
know, I think he liked it but it
seems like he was playing
hardball. He said he'd "look" at
it, but he didn't sound too much
like he was going to buy it this
week.

EMMA
(laughs)
Well of course he's not going to
buy it this week, hon. These
things probably take time.

STACY
Has Greg hired an attorney?

EMMA
I haven't received a call yet. By
the way, if you talk to him, don't
let him know that you are in Los
Angeles.

Another phone line lights up on Emma's desk.

EMMA
Hon, I've got to take another
call. And don't use any credit
cards or he will know where you
are!

EXT. BODY SHOP - DAY

The Lamborghini pulls into the gravel parking lot of a Santa
Monica body shop. The car's passenger door shows some paint
damage.

As Stacy's long legs emerge from the car, all of the mechanics
simultaneously peer out from the mechanics' bays to watch.
Oblivious to the attention, she enters the office.

INT. BODY SHOP - DAY

Behind the counter a heavily-tattooed man reads a hunting
magazine. He closes it slowly and looks up.



BODY SHOP OWNER
Yeah?

STACY
I...I was wondering about my
pickup truck.

BODY SHOP OWNER
(looking her up and down)
Get outta here.

STACY
A 1962 Chevy with Iowa plates...

BODY SHOP OWNER
Oh, yeah, I saw it come in
yesterday. That's yours?! It's a
beauty - or at least it was.

STACY
Do you think you can fix it?

BODY SHOP OWNER
Pretty dinged up. Gonna take some
fixing and we'll have to get the
parts from a junk yard. Of course,
it has to be paid in full before
we can start.

STACY
What?! But the guy that hit me
said he'd take care of it.

BODY SHOP OWNER
Not to me. He dropped the truck
off and said to call him when it
was ready.

STACY
Oh no - no - no! I need that
truck...now.

BODY SHOP OWNER
(with a nod toward her sports
car)
Honey, I'd stick to riding your
cute little "bull" out there -
more your type.

STACY
(confused at the car's
nickname, but with teeth
clenched)
Except I don't drive flashy cars!
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EXT. WEST HOLLYWOOD - BAR - NIGHT

This week's hippest bar. The BAR'S VALET takes Stacy's keys as
a throng of young people waiting to get into the joint eye her
convertible. Several nod in admiration. The BAR DOORMAN waves
her ahead of the line and into the building.

INT. BAR - NIGHT
Stacy joins Becka at the packed bar. Stacy takes in the scene.

STACY
Wow! This - is just wow!

BECKA
Close your jaw, baby - you're
letting flies in.

Drinks appear in front of them and the bartender nods to two
hot much younger guys, TREY and AARON, sitting at the other end
of the Dbar.

BARTENDER
Courtesy of Mr. Cool and Mr. Whip

Becka flashes a smile at them and downs the drink. Stacy stares
at her drink.

STACY
Does drinking this mean we have to
talk to them?

BECKA
No, but why would we not want to?
Just don't tell them about the 20-
year reunion!

Becka weaves her way over to the guys. Stacy reluctantly
follows.

BECKA
Thanks, guys. I'm Becka and this
is Stace.

TREY

Trey. This is Aaron. You ladies
come here often?

BECKA
(points to herself)
Since day one. Stace, though, is
visiting from I-oh-whatever.
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Becka leans in towards Trey's muscled body. Stacy's eyes widen
and she pulls back from the bar, just as Aaron attempts to put
his arm around her.

STACY
(stiffly to Becka)
I thought we were here to talk
business.

Becka narrows her eyes but Stacy looks adamant. Becka pulls
away from Trey, shrugs and takes Stacy back to other side of
the bar.

BECKA
I hope you are not going to be a
tight-ass, cuz it really cramps my
style.

STACY
Becka, I'm sorry, it's just that I
don't have time for...Anyway, is
he going to buy it or not?

BECKA
Who? What? Buy?

STACY
Your boyfriend, Marcus, Becka.
Can you just give me a few minutes
here. I need to know if he liked
my script.

BECKA
Well, I started to find out - but
then his wife called just as I was
about to...

Stacy covers her ears which makes Becka crack up.

STACY

(angry)
You didn't even ask him!

BECKA
Stace, calm down. Marcus usually
does what I ask. I just have to
get him in the mood.

STACY
Well how long is that going to
take?



BECKA
Sometimes, I can get him to look
at it sooner, but truth
is...here's how it really works
out here. One of Marcus's
assistants will read it. Then, if
that guy likes it, he'll send it
up the development chain - and
eventually, if you're lucky, it
will get to him.

Stacy looks like she has been hit with a brick.

14.

She picks up

her purse, and storms out of the bar leaving Becka sitting

there flummoxed.

I/E. LAMBORGHINI - LATER SAME NIGHT

Stacy drives around looking for a space to park.
parks on a street, putting quarters in the meter.
frantically punches a number into her cell phone.

STACY
Katie! Katie, it's Stacy. Yeah, I
know it's late. I'm sorry. No, I'm
fine. I just needed to hear a
familiar voice.

INTERCUT WITH IOWA FARMHOUSE

EXT. IOWA FARMHOUSE - NIGHT

She finally
She

KATIE, late thirties, pretty Midwestern farm wife, carries a
cell phone out to the porch swing. Inside the darkened

farmhouse the family sleeps.

KATIE
(quietly)
It's okay, hon, Jeff and the kids
are asleep. How's it going? Did
you get to show anyone your
screenplay?

STACY

Well, Rebecka set me up with a
producer who is sort of a creep
but - and I guess it's a good
thing - she's sleeping with him -
and god knows who else in this
crazy town.

(pauses)
Katie, it's wild here.
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KATIE
We knew that going in, but it's
your big chance, Stacy. You gotta
be tough. So what did "The Creep"
have to say?

Stacy shakes her head and sighs.

STACY
The guy was totally non-committal.
I had some crazy plan that I would
drive here, sell it...

Her voice falters.

STACY
- and come home. Pay my folks back
- save the store.

KATIE
Hon, are you okay for money?

Stacy looks into the distance and takes a deep breath.

STACY
I can hang on for a few days.

Behind Katie, a young girl pads out in her nightgown.

KATIE
(to the girl)
I'll be right in, sweetie, go back
to bed. Stacy, I'm waking up the
house. Call me tomorrow and let me
know what he says. I know he'll
love it. Sweet dreams.

STACY
Right. Good night, Katie.

Stacy clicks off the phone and sits looking out at the frenzy
of activity on the street. Then looks down at the dashboard.

CU Clock on Car - 11 pm

She bolts out of the car, puts more quarters in the flashing
red parking meter, then jumps back in, and reclines the seat.
She lets out a big sigh and closes her eyes.

Dozing, she is rudely awakened by the flashing lights of the
PARKING METER MAID. A brusque city employee jams a ticket under
the windshield wipers while knocking on the windshield.
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PARKING METER MAID
Hey, you can't sleep here. Go back
and make up with your husband or
boyfriend or girlfriend or
whatever...

As the meter maid drives off, Stacy pulls the ticket off the
windshield and looks at the $68 fine in horror.

EXT. SANTA MONICA BEACH PARKING LOT/INT. CAR - DAWN

MONTAGE:

The Lamborghini moves every two hours from parking spot to
parking spot. At each stop, Stacy sets her alarm on her phone,
closes her eyes in exhaustion, jolts awake with the alarm
ringtone song of "Put on a Happy Face", moves the car, and
repeats the sequence.

END OF MONTAGE

EXT. SANTA MONICA BEACH PARKING LOT - MORNING

A ruggedly handsome police officer knocks on Stacy's car
window. Startled, she jerks awake, opens one eye, and looks up
at him.

OFFICER JASON
Good morning, young lady! I
thought I told you, you can't
sleep at the beach!

STACY
What?!

She suddenly recognizes his voice, and then realizing how good
looking he is, hastily tries to repair her appearance.

STACY
Oh, God, you scared me! It's you -
from yesterday.

OFFICER JASON
Look, Mrs...

STACY
Stacy.



OFFICER JASON
Stacy, I'm sorry about your
husband, but you really have to
find another place to sleep.

STACY
I can't waste my money! I just
need a few days to...complete a
transaction. Then I can go back to
Towa.

Officer Jason looks skeptical, but amused.

OFFICER JASON
Oh, so you've got a big drug deal
going down!

STACY
Of course not! I'm waiting to hear
about...about...

Officer Jason waits, watching her face.

STACY
(mumbles)
Selling my movie...

OFFICER JASON
Let me get this straight. You left
your husband, and you're driving
around, sleeping in your car at
the beach, waiting for your
screenplay to sell?

Stacy looks humiliated.

OFFICER JASON
(more kindly)
I think you might want to come up
with a Plan B.

Suddenly his radio calls him to an emergency.

OFFICER JASON
And Stacy, if I find you here
tonight,
(winking)
I might just have to buy you
coffee.

Stacy smiles, and he pauses, then pulls a card out of
wallet and hands it to her.

his

17.
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OFFICER JASON
Seriously, I'm a little concerned
about you. Call me if you need
help.

Stacy watches him leave, then gets out of her car in running
shorts and a tank top.

EXT. SANTA MONICA/PALISADES PARK/FOOD TRUCK - DAY

Munching a burrito from a Food Truck, Stacy buys an LA Times
and sits down on a bench at Palisades Park above the beach. She
immediately opens to the HELP WANTED section and circles the
ads that are for TEMPORARY or PART TIME.

Intent on her work, she is oblivious that next to her a PERSON
IN THE PARK reads the cover of VARIETY with the headline NO
MORE DEALS AS COMPANY REELS, BIG DEAL PRODS BATTERED BY DEAD
DEAL GODS. The photo shows an Warner Bros. lot's office trailer
that is pad-locked.

MONTAGE:

Stacy calls each ad, crosses it out, calls another, then
another. She finally crumples the newspaper and tosses it in
the waste can.

I/E LAMBORGHINI - LATER SAME DAY

Dejected, Stacy gets back in the car and drives slowly south
down Ocean Ave. As she passes the Fairmont, she turns left on
Wilshire and, seeing the Fairmont Valet Parking sign, turns
into the hotel. Leaving her keys with the FAIRMONT VALET shed
goes into the hotel, stopping at the Front Desk.

STACY
What's a single cost for one
night?

FAIRMONT FRONT DESK MANAGER
$382

Appalled, Stacy nods a "Thanks but No Thanks."

FAIRMONT FRONT DESK MANAGER
(mutters to a FAIRMONT
COWORKER)
If you have to ask...

Dejected, Stacy heads down the street. Suddenly she sees a
Pottery Barn store. Homesick, she wanders into the store in a
daze. She fingers items with her eyes closed as she recalls her
own store.
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POTTERY BARN CLERK
Good afternoon, how I can help
you?

STACY
Oh. I'm...uh... just looking.

The clerk looks on curiously, then moves away and discreetly
picks up a phone. Suddenly the POTTERY BARN MANAGER, is at her
elbow.

POTTERY BARN MANAGER
Can I help you?

Shocked, Stacy blurts.

STACY
I need a job.

The manager surveys Stacy's outfit.

POTTERY BARN MANAGER
I'm sorry - we only have one
opening right now and that is for
a delivery boy - uh, delivery
person.

EXT. POTTERY BARN WAREHOUSE DOCK - SAME AFTERNOON

Stacy, now dressed in her running shorts and a Pottery Barn t-
shirt, and a young man in a Pottery Barn t-shirt, DEREK, in his
early twenties, load furniture into a delivery van. Both look
exhausted. He admires her strength.

DEREK
You sure picked this up fast for
someone with no experience.

Stacy smiles wistfully. Her cell phone rings. Stacy's eyes
widen when she sees GREG on the Caller ID. She moves to the
other side of the loading dock for privacy as she reluctantly
answers.

STACY
Why are you calling me?

INTERCUT WITH GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - INT. GREG'S
ATTORNEY'S OFFICE

Stacy's husband, GREG MASON, 40, has his cell phone on speaker.
Greg, clearly was once a good-looking guy whose body now shows
the effects of too much partying over the years.
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Behind the desk sits a pasty overweight man: DALE CROWE, 50's.
Dale is one slimy lawyer.

GREG
Whoa...Stacy...calm down. Where
are you, babe?

STACY
Babe? Really, Greg? I'm busy.

GREG
Too busy to let your husband know
where you are?

LOUD CITY TRAFFIC. A PLOLICE SIREN SHRILLS. Stacy slumps
against the wall.

GREG
Are you in Chicago? Did you go to
see your folks?...You're still my
wife, you know. I've got a right
to know.

Stacy sees Derek pointing at his watch.

STACY
Greg, when you lost our money, you
lost your rights.

She disconnects the call abruptly. Derek watches her, but
averts his eyes as she approaches. He looks at his watch again.

DEREK
We're done for the day. See you
tomorrow. By the way, the boss
isn't too cool about personal
calls during business hours.

INT. GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER
The two men look at the phone, then at each other.

GREG
She hung up on me!

DALE
I think she's hiding something.

GREG
Stacy? I don't think so. She's way
too honest.



DALE
And you, my friend, are way too
gullible. Your sweet little
Honey's probably been planning
this for awhile.

Greg flinches.

GREG
Nah. She'll come back.

DALE
So why do you want to hire me
then?

GREG
Well, she filed. Don't I have to
respond within 30 days or
something?...I can't believe this
crap!

DALE
Okay, pal. It's $250/hour and I
need a retainer of $5000.

GREG
Uh...I'1l1l have to move some money
around.
DALE
(shrugs)

Once I get the deposit, I'll call
her attorney. What's the guy's
name?

GREG
Emma. Emma Nebel.

Now Dale rolls his eyes.

EXT. POTTERY BARN WAREHOUSE DOCK - MORNING

Stacy and Derek load boxes onto a truck. Her mobile phone
rings. "EMMA" displays on the caller ID.

INTERCUT WITH EMMA'S OFFICE

EMMA
Stacy, I need to talk to you.

STACY
Can I call you back on my break?
I'm at work.

21.
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EMMA
That's what I need to talk you
about.

STACY
(whispering)
No privacy here. I'll call you
back.

EMMA
Okay, but if you have to work, get
paid in cash. I'll explain when we
have more time.

They disconnect. Stacy looks over at Derek.

STACY
I'll be right back. Need to see
the boss.

INT. POTTERY BARN MANAGER'S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Stacy knocks on the door. The manager behind stacks of papers
looks surprised to see Stacy.

POTTERY BARN MANAGER
Yes? What is it now?

Stacy doesn't answer.

POTTERY BARN MANAGER
We don't give advances.

STACY
I don't need an advance. I need to
talk about my pay.

POTTERY BARN MANAGER
I think your second day here is a
little soon for a raise.

The manager stares at Stacy, taps her desk, impatient to finish
her paperwork.

STACY
(totally humiliated)
It's not a raise. I need...to be
paid in cash.

The manager's jaw drops. She stares at Stacy in disbelief.
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INT. DENNY'S COFFEE SHOP - NOON
Officer Jason and Stacy sit at the counter drinking coffee.

OFFICER JASON
So you had to quit?

STACY
Yeah and it took a lot of
convincing to get her to pay me
cash just for the first
afternoon's work. Nothing for this
morning. And that didn't even
cover my valet parking!

OFFICER JASON
Valet parking?! Stacy, you've got
some funny priorities about
looking good.

STACY
It's a long story...

OFFICER JASON
I've got time. Let's get some
lunch.

INT. DENNY'S COFFEE SHOP BOOTH - ~ LATER
Stacy and Jason push back plates of mostly eaten pancakes.

OFFICER JASON
I'm glad you called me. You know,
I still can't believe they could
make you pay alimony. That's
crazy.

STACY
Jason, it's absurd! He's the one
who screwed up the marriage, but I
guess I've always been the

"responsible one" - the one who
brings in the paycheck.
(pauses)

But my attorney says they can't
make me pay alimony if I don't
have a job!

OFFICER JASON
Seriously, Stacy, how long can you
survive without a job?

The waitress tries to pick up their almost empty plates. Stacy
grabs hers back.
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STACY
Could I have a doggy bag please?

EXT. BANK ATM - DAY

Stacy checks her bank balance. The ATM screen shows STACY
PERSONAL ACCT $6275.37. She discreetly opens her wallet and
counts two hundred dollar bills, five twenties, two tens and
some ones.

STACY
(to herself)
$320 and change. Phew, I'm still

okay.

She looks at the ATM balance again, starts to make a
withdrawal, pulls her hand back, then starts to touch the
keypad, then pulls back.

ATM CUSTOMER#1 (0.S.)
Lady, this ain't no slot machine.
Either get your money and go or
let me get mine.

The ATM CUSTOMER#1, a scary-looking youth, pokes her back. The
young man laughs as Stacy clutches her wallet and flees to her
car.

I/E. LAMBORGHINI - MOMENTS LATER

As she is about to leave the Bank's parking lot, her phone
rings.

BECKA (0.S.)
Hey, girlfriend, thought I'd give
you an update.

STACY
(excitedly)
Yes?

BECKA (0.S.)
Yeah. Marcus is being a prick. I
guess his wife is suspicious, so I
have to back off a bit.

STACY
That doesn't sound good.

BECKA (0.S.)
Yeah. I'm not even supposed to
call him on his cell phone! She
checks the log now.
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Stacy pulls over to the curb as this information sinks in. She
puts her head down on the steering wheel.

BECKA
Stace, ya still there?

STACY
(with no emotion)
I'm here.

BECKA
Hey, no worries. I'll find someone
else to read it.

STACY
(to herself)
Tell that to my creditors in Des
Moines.

She hangs up. Stunned by this development, Stacy sits there for
a moment. Looking up, through the windshield, she sees an RV
Camper rental store. She smiles to herself and starts the
engine.

EXT. DISCOUNT AUTO CAMPER STORE

A very determined Stacy zips into the parking lot, top down,
next to rows of tiny camper shells. Heads turn at the
Lamborghini.

INT. DISCOUNT AUTO CAMPER STORE
Stacy points to camper shells seen in the parking lot outside.

STACY
I want to rent one of those.

DISCOUNT AUTO CAMPER STORE CLERK
I don't think that's gonna fit on
your fancy sportscar.

The OTHER CLERKS snicker.

STACY
It'1ll fit on my pickup.

Eyebrows raised.

DISCOUNT AUTO CAMPER STORE CLERK
Right. You wanna bring the truck
in, or you want us to tie it down
on your convertible?
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EXT. LAMBORGHINI

The roof rack holding the camper shell is awkwardly mounted on
two boards which are tied to the convertible's frame. Other
drivers stare as Stacy drives very slowly on surface streets.

INT. BODY SHOP

The Body Shop Owner is on the phone. He looks at the window in
astonishment as Stacy pulls in.

BODY SHOP OWNER
Hey, Ron, I gotta call you back.
You're not gonna believe what just
arrived on my door step!

EXT. BODY SHOP

The body shop owner strides up to the convertible which is
trying to maneuver around the broken down vehicles in the
gravel lot.

BODY SHOP OWNER
What the hell is this?

Stacy ducks to avoid hitting the camper shell as she climbs out
of the driver's side.

STACY
Fix my truck - or I'm camping out
here.

She starts to untie the shell. The owner looks on in disbelief.

BODY SHOP OWNER
Okay, okay, we'll order the parts.
Now, get that thing out of here!

EXT. SANTA MONICA BEACH - AFTERNOON

Stacy stretches on the grass at Palisades Park, her shoulder
cradling her cell phone. Behind her, the Lamborghini**, **
without the camper shell, is parked at a meter.

INTERCUT WITH KATIE'S HOME

STACY
(into the phone)
Ha. Score one for Iowa.
(MORE)
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STACY (CONT'D)
The garage guy thought I was crazy
enough to live in a camper on his
property.

KATIE
(confused)
You're living in a camper at** **g
body shop?

STACY
No of course not. I took the
camper back to the store.

Stacy looks over at the Lamborghini.

STACY
But, don't worry, I have a real
comfy pad. Small. But comfy.

KATIE
So when will your truck be ready?

STACY
Two weeks. I just hope I can hold
out that long.

KATIE
Have you got any nibbles on the
screenplay?

STACY
Yeah. Becka gave it to another
company - to someone in - I think
they call it "Development".
They're reading it now. And I have
a meeting with them tomorrow!

KATIE
Fingers crossed, Stacy. You
deserve a break.

EXT. BLUE SKIES PRODUCTIONS

INT. BLUE SKIES PRODUCTIONS DEVELOPMENT OFFICE - DAY

Stacy nervously chews her lip as she watches a hip young
female, KIKI, in her early twenties flip through Stacy's
script. Stacy looks around at hundreds of scripts stacked on
the desk and floor. Finally Kiki looks up.



KIKT
Becka said this is your first
script, right?

Stacy nods.

KIKT
Interesting idea but it needs lots
of work. And your formatting
sucks!

STACY
I hadn't got to formatting with my
online..

KIKT
(interrupts)
Yet - I do like the thing about
the woman finding out she's really
strong.

STACY
Yeah, I really worked on...

KIKT
(interrupts)
But, you can't have a lead that
old! The protagonist needs to be
younger.

STACY
(suddenly feisty)
Excuse me, but the whole point is
that she discovers her strength
later in life. Otherwise the story
doesn't make sense, and...

KIKT
(interrupts as if Stacy
wasn't talking)
Or maybe someone who looks like
one of the Kardashians. Doesn't
really need to be a great actor.
Just have a great face and body.

STACY
But...

KIKT
You know we have an in-house deal
with a couple of top flight
writers. Maybe one of those guys
will see how to fix this.

28.
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STACY
You're gonna rewrite my script
without giving me the chance to...

Kiki dismissively tosses Stacy's script onto a towering stack
on the floor.

KIKT
(interrupts)
Look, girlfriend, this is your
chance.

Stacy cringes at the condescending tone.

KIKT
We'll call you in a few weeks if
they think it has promise. In the
meantime you should definitely
take a screenwriting seminar.

She hands Stacy a flyer.

KIKI
This one starts tomorrow. Tell
them Blue Skies Productions sent
you and they'll comp it.

KNOCK at the door. Kiki motions in yet another POTENTIAL
WRITER. As Stacy leaves, she sees Kiki pick Stacy's script
back off the pile and put it back on her desk.

EXT. KIKI'S OFFICE PARKING LOT - DAY

As Stacy walks over to her car, her mobile phone rings and she
answers it quickly.

INTERCUT WITH EMMA'S OFFICE

EMMA
Did you follow my advice?

STACY
Oh, yeah. I sure did. And now I'm
not working at all.

EMMA
Hon, I know you need to make some
money, but you just can't be
depositing checks right now or
Greg will have the court seize
alimony payments.



30.

STACY
Right. I get it. I'll figure
something out. Did you hear from
Greg's attorney yet?

EMMA
Oh, yeah. What a condescending
jerk. And they are definitely
watching you. Be smart.

STACY
I'm trying. But Iowa smart may not
be enough in ILA.
Stacy finally gets to her car, climbs in, lowers the top and
drives away.

INT. GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - DAY

Greg, looking embarrassed, hands Dale a check.

DALE
$500? Thanks, but the deposit is
$5000.

GREG

I think I can get the rest soon.

DALE
(raises his eyebrows)
Okay, no problem. Look we've got
to get someone to find out what
she's up to.

GREG
(shocked)
You mean hire a detective?

DALE
(nods)
But first we have to figure out
where she is. Can you access her
credit card statements online?

Greg looks away.

DALE
Hey, you're still married.

GREG
(embarrassed)
Yeah. I can.
(MORE)
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GREG (CONT’D)
It's her own account but I figured
out the pin pretty easily: the
year of our high school
graduation.

Dale motions him over to the computer. Greg keys in the credit
card internet site, account# and pin. The two scan the screen.

CU COMPUTER SCREEN No activity in the past ten days and the
last transaction was in Iowa.

DALE
That's strange. You said she's
traveling but there's no activity.

GREG
Still? I looked the other day, and
there wasn't any then either.

DALE
Hm. Your wife's pretty crafty. She
must be using cash. What about a
bank account?

GREG
You mean her personal one?

Dale nods. Greg, reluctantly, keys in a bank website Stacy's
account number and pin. The screen shows $6275.37

DALE
Homerun! Let's pull all the cash
out of her bank account so she is
forced to use the credit card.
Bingo. We find out where she is.

GREG
What? I can't do that.

DALE
Of course you can. This is no time
for scruples. She started this.
When she screams, and she will,
just tell her you needed it to pay
your attorney - which you do need
to do.

Greg hesitates. Dale stares at him. Suddenly, Greg hits the
TRANSFER FUNDS OUTSIDE THE BANK key. He transfers the entire
amount to his own private account.

DALE
Good boy.
(MORE)
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DALE (CONT’D)
I assume she doesn't know your
password.

GREG
She doesn't even know about my
private account.

Dale grins.

DALE
Oh, you naughty boy. Now, we just
sit back and see where she's
spending her time.

EXT. I10 FREEWAY - DAY

Traffic moving swiftly over the speed limit. The Lamborghini

zooms along the left-most lane, top down. Stacy, in tank top

and sweats, sings with the sound system, wind blowing through
her hair.

Suddenly a RED LIGHT flashes on the dashboard with LOUD DING.
Stacy hits the brakes, narrowly avoiding a collision. She peers
at the light as she moves the car across multiple lanes of
speeding traffic onto the shoulder. She turns on the EMERGENCY
FLASHERS.

She frantically searches the single glove compartment between
the seats for an owner's manual. Suddenly a COMPUTERIZED VOICE
comes out of the sound system startling her.

COMPUTERIZED VOICE
The run flat tire light has come
on. Take the car to the nearest
Lamborghini dealer to assess the
situation.

STACY
Great. Just great.

COMPUTERIZED VOICE

(startling Stacy again)
The nearest dealer is in Beverly
Hills. Take the La Brea exit in
One Thousand Thirty Four feet, go
north. Turn right on Wilshire.
It's on the south side. Important:
Do not drive more than seventy-
five miles with the light on. And
do not drive over fifty miles an
hour.
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Stacy merges back into traffic, driving way slower than
traffic. ANNOYED HONKING from other cars as they pass her.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS LAMBORGHINI DEALERSHIP - DAY

The Lamborghini is lost in a sea of luxury cars waiting for
service. Stacy, feeling underdressed in her Walmart sweats,
tank top and flip flops, waits with the expensively-dressed
LAMBORGHINI CLIENTS. A SERVICE MAN with a clipboard beckons her
to the service desk.

SERVICE MAN
Yep. Must've hit something. It's
the left rear. We got one in
stock. I think we can get it done
by 3. Just sign here. It'll be
$1046.

Stacy reels at the price.

STACY
Can't we just, you know, put air
in the tire or something?

SERVICE MAN
(amused)
This must be your first run flat
tire.

Stacy nods uncertainly.

SERVICE MAN
Young lady, you can't fix these
tires. They're like race car
tires. Fast, handle great, can run
for 75 miles on a flat - but
expensive to replace. Just sign
here.

Stacy hesitates.

STACY
I need to make a call first.

Stacy moves away from the other clients for privacy. She
punches in a number.

ZEISSMAN RECEPTIONIST (0O.S.)
Zeissman and Associates.
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STACY
(barely controlling her
anger)
Mr. Zeissman, please. Stacy Mason

calling.

ZEISSMAN RECEPTIONIST (0O.S.)
Will he know what this is about,
Ms. Mason?

STACY
His stupid Lamborghini.

ZEISSMAN RECEPTIONIST (0O.S.)
Just one moment, please.

Stacy waits, then realizes with surprise the call has been
disconnected. Frustrated, she re-dials.

ZEISSMAN RECEPTIONIST (0O.S.)
Zeissman and Associates.

STACY
Excuse me. I was on hold for Mr.
Richard Zeissman. Could you tell
him it's Stacy Mason calling?

She is again disconnected. Now getting angry enough that the
other clients are bending their ears towards her.

ZEISSMAN RECEPTIONIST (0O.S.)
Zeissman and Associates.

STACY
If you hang up...

SERVICE MAN
(interrupts)
Miss, I need an answer or I'll
have to give your spot to someone
else and we won't be able to do it
today.

STACY
(yells as she slams down the
phone)
Gosh darn it all!

The service man and the other clients look surprised at her
gentle expletive. Mortified at her own outburst, Stacy tries to
smile at the other clients.

STACY
I'm so sorry. I am really sorry
about that.
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She turns to the service man.

STACY
Have you got an ATM here?

INT. BEVERLY HILLS LAMBORGHINI DEALERSHIP - MOMENTS
LATER

Stacy puts her card into the ATM, enters her pin number and
then stares numbly at the screen which reads: STACY'S PERSONAL
ACCOUNT $0

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS LAMBORGHINI DEALERSHIP - MOMENTS
LATER

Stacy paces outside the dealership as she talks on her cell
phone. She watches the traffic on Wilshire, punctuated
periodically by a HORN or SIREN.

STACY

(into her phone)
It must be a bank error on your
end.

(listens)
Look, there was over six thousand
dollars in it yesterday!

(listens, horrified)
But I didn't authorize any
transfers. Nobody else even knows
the password...except...Oh no,
that slimy, no-good...never mind.

She hangs up and sinks against the building, letting the phone
fall to the ground.

INT. BEVERLY HILLS LAMBORGHINI DEALERSHIP - MOMENTS
LATER

Stone-faced, Stacy pays the tire bill with her credit card.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS LAMBORGHINI DEALERSHIP - LATER

Tire replaced, Stacy gets in the car, drives down the street
and parks at the first free meter. She fills the meter with
coins, then returns to car, opens the top, and calls Emma on
her cellphone.

STACY
That son of a...
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EMMA (0.S.)
Whoa. Whoa. Calm down. Who are you
talking about?

STACY
My frigging husband. He's must've
figured out my personal bank
account password. Money I
inherited from my grandparents.

EMMA (0.S.)
And...so?
STACY
Six thousand and some dollars! He
emptied it!
(pauses)

And you're not going to like
this...I had to use my credit
card.

EMMA (0.S.)

Oh, no! Not good. Now they're
gonna know that you're in Los
Angeles.

STACY
Yeah, I know. But worse than that
they'll know I used it on a tire
for a...Lamborghini.

EMMA (0.C.)
A Lamborghini! What in the world
is going on out there?

INT. GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - DAY

Greg and Dale peer at the computer screen showing Emma's credit
card activity: "BEVERLY HILLS LAMBORGHINI $1046.23"

DALE
Ha! I knew it!

GREG
But she doesn't even own a
Lamborghini! She drives my old
pickup. How in heck - Beverly
Hills, California?

DALE
It sounds like she's having a good
ole time on your hard earned
money.
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While Greg reels in shock, Dale thumbs through a beat-up card-
file.

DALE
Ah, here it is: LA'S SEARCH ENGINE
DETECTIVE AGENCY. This guy, Peter
Hunter, a little eccentric - one
of those retired internet gurus
who sold his company to Google -
but he's great at finding people
fast. Collects American classic
cars. Just does this PI stuff on
the side for fun.

Dale looks at Greg.

DALE
You know, adultery in Hollywood is
big business.

GREG
Adultery? Stacy?

DALE
Greg, Greg - you have to face the
truth if you want to nail her ass.

Greg watches dumbfounded as Dale punches a number into the
phone.

DALE

(into the phone)
Peter? Dale here. Yeah, long time.
How's the weather out there in La
La land, you lucky dog?

(listens for a moment)
Look, we got a little situation in
your neck of the woods.

I/E. LAMBORGHINI - AFTERNOON
Stacy drives in rush hour traffic.

STACY
(tersely)

Look, you take this message down
word for word. Tell Mr. Zeissman
that he owes me $1056.23 for a new
"run flat" tire, that I want my
truck back in two weeks or less,
and that I am also going to charge
him for my hotel bill until I get
the truck back.
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She pulls in to the Beverly Wilshire Hotel.

STACY
(to herself)
This should get his attention!

She leaves the car with the BEVERLY WILSHIRE HOTEL VALET and
strides into the hotel. Almost immediately she strides back
out, and takes the car just before the Valet drives it off to
the hotel parking lot. She shakes with anger as she punches in
a number.

STACY
Katie? I just had to call
somebody. I am furious! They
wanted $645 for one night - and
that didn't include parking. Two
nights costs more than the stupid
tire!

KATIE (0.C.)
Are you sure that wasn't the
week's rate?

STACY
No, I asked and they just laughed
at me. I was never so humiliated.
I mean how does anyone afford
that?

KATIE (0.C.)
I guess that's why those movie
people make so much money. And
Stacy, you will too, before you
know it.

STACY

Thanks for your confidence, Katie,
but I am more worried about where
I'm going to live for the next two
weeks while my truck gets fixed.

(glances at her watch)
Gotta go. Kiki says I need a
screenwriting seminar and it
starts in a few minutes.

KATIE (0.C.)
Who's Kiki?

STACY
She's with another production
company that Becka sent me to.
Oh, am I getting to know the town,
girl!
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EXT. SANTA MONICA COLLEGE - DAY

As Stacy parks the Cobra in the student parking lot, STUDENTS
stare at the car admiringly. One handsome, smartly dressed 30
year old, SERGIO, particularly pays attention. Stacy doesn't
seem to notice.

INT. SANTA MONICA COLLEGE CLASSROOM - DAY

A nervous Stacy, tugging at yet another of Mrs. Zeissman's
expensive mini-knits, enters the classroom of young
SCREENWRITING STUDENTS. She is older than the SCREENWRITING
TEACHER. The only seats available are in the first row.
Sergio, introduces himself to the teacher with a slight bow,
then takes the seat next to Stacy.

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
Hi everybody. Welcome to the
QUICK FIX SCREENWRITING TIPS
SEMINAR. We only have five days to
accomplish a lot, so let's get
going! Today we're going to focus
on "THE PITCH"

The students look alert.

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
I assume you all know what a
"pitch" is or you wouldn't be
here, right?

The students laugh, some with confidence, some with
uncertainty.

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
Okay. Let's start with the first
row. I want you to pitch me the
log line of something you've been
thinking about or just off the top
of your head.

STUDENT #1
(fairly confident)
Ah - okay, how about "A Pizza
Delivery Boy and a Dog Exchange
Heads!"

The students snicker.
THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER

Mmm. Interesting premise, but..
Next!



40.

STUDENT #2
A guy buys dope from a zombie...

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
Next!

SERGIO
(heavily accented
Argentinian)
The Tango teacher and screenwriter
fall into love?

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
(interrupts)
That sounds a lot like "The Tango
Lesson" - next!

The teacher points to Stacy who is trying to disappear into her
seat.

STACY
(very nervous)
Me? Oh. I don't know. I...I've
never been in a class like this.

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
That's okay. Anything. Use your
imagination.

STACY

Well...uh. What if...

(taking a deep breath and

speaking really fast)
What if someone from Iowa was
desperate to save her business,
and she drove to LA in her pickup
to try to sell a screenplay to
make some money, but then...got
hit by a guy in an expensive
sports car who had a bunch of
DUI's so then he gave her his car
to keep mum but she can't afford a
hotel so she's living out of the
car while she's waiting for the
producer to buy her script and...

The Students are watching the Teacher for his reaction to
Stacy's fast-paced somewhat wild ramble.

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
(interrupting)
Wait a second. That's not a
logline BUT it is an interesting
premise.



The other students start asking questions.

SERGIO
What kind of car is it?

STUDENT #2
Where does she sleep at night?

Stacy thinks for a moment.

STACY
The Ferris Wheel at the pier? A
mattress store where she stows
away after hours?...and, of
course, the fancy sports car!

The students are mesmerized.

INT. SANTA MONICA COLLEGE CLASSROOM - LATER

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
Okay, great session. Tomorrow
we'll discuss "Development" -
that's getting you from your first
draft to your pitching draft.

(pauses)

In the meantime, we've just been
given a bunch of comp tickets to a
red carpet Hollywood premiere
night after next**.,** Great
opportunity to see what happens if
your film makes it! Raise your
hand if you can attend.

All Students raise their hand except Sergio.

THE SCREENWRITING TEACHER
Sergio, is there a problem?

SERGIO
(embarrassed, mumbles)

Don't really have way to get
there.

When no one offers a ride, Stacy gamely steps

STACY
Oh...I guess I could take you.

Sergio high-fives her.

up.

41.
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EXT. CHEAP MOTEL - NIGHT

A very cute guy, PETER HUNTER, 30's, sits behind the wheel of a
decrepit orange 1966 VW Bug, a Classic Motorsports magazine
propped against the steering wheel. He alternates his gaze
between the magazine, a laptop, and the lobby door of a cheap
motel.

A wino is propped up against the door. Periodically a
prostitute walks in with a customer. Sirens punctuate the
night.

Peter punches a number into his cell phone.

PETER

Dale? Sorry to call so late but I
just found the hotel - man, is it
a dive! What does this lady do for
a living anyway?

(listens)
Are you sure this is his wife?

(listens)
Yeah, the car's in the parking
lot, two cars away. Boy is it a
beauty! Okay, I'll stay on it.
I'll call you in the morning.

Peter watches as a police car pulls up, SIRENS BLASTING. Two
officers enter the building. They emerge moments later with a
MAN IN HANDCUFFS. A HYSTERICAL WOMAN screams after him.

Peter turns back to his magazine, then falls asleep, so he does
not see an exhausted and dejected Stacy, carrying her battered
overnight bag out of the building. Nor does he see her toss the
case in the trunk and get into the Lamborghini.

I/E. CHEAP HOTEL PARKING LOT - LAMBORGHINI - DAWN

Stacy is curled awkwardly in the driver's seat. The CRUNCHING
of garbage from a trash truck pulled up right next to her jolts
her awake.

In a daze, she starts the car and pulls out of the parking lot,
unaware that she is passing Peter's Bug - where Peter is sound
asleep magazine on his chest, body curled identical to how
Stacy was sleeping, oblivious to the garbage truck or the
RUMBLE of Stacy's car.

INT. GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - MORNING
DALE

What the hell!
(MORE)
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DALE (CONT'D)
You mean you lost her?

INTERCUT WITH PETER

EXT. CHEAP HOTEL - MORNING

Peter stands outside the motel. He surveys the parking lot as
he talks on his cell phone.

PETER
Sorry. The desk clerk said she was
checked in but I figured I'd see
her come out of the building this
morning.

DALE
God damn it, Peter! All right,
we'll call you as soon as she's
spent something else on her card.

Peter drives, dejected. Then does a double take as he see's the
Lamborghini parked nearby at Denny's. He swings a quick U-turn
and parks at Denny's so that he can see but not be seen.

EXT. DENNY'S COFFEE SHOP - MORNING

Peter scrunches down by the car window, as he watches Denny's
through his camera lens.

POV PETER'S CAMERA

Stacy, dressed in yet another of Mrs. Zeissman's dresses,
emerges from Denny's, accompanied by Jason, in his Police
uniform. Jason looks at her fondly.

OFFICER JASON
This could become habit-forming,
you know.

STACY
Jason, having coffee with you is
fine, but...I'm still married.

OFFICER JASON
Okay, but you do look like you
could use a hug.

Stacy hesitates, then nods.
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Peter continues to watch from the VW. He raises his phone
camera to snap a photo as Stacy and Jason hug. Peter looks a
bit surprised as Jason sneaks in a quick peck on her cheek,
then gets into his patrol car.

Stacy waves as he drives off, then walks over to her
Lamborghini.

Peter waits, turning on his engine, as Stacy puts down the top
on the car and then pulls out of the parking lot. As he starts
to follow her, he touches his mobile phone to redial, and
adjusts his headset.

Peter's cell phone rings in his ear.

PETER
Dale? You are never going to
believe this!

INT. GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - DAY

Greg sits across from Dale, Dale's computer screen rotated so
Greg can look at it. On the screen is a photo of JASON KISSING
STACY in front of Denny's. The next is JASON GETTING INTO A
PATROL CAR. The next is STACY SITTING BEHIND THE WHEEL OF A
LAMBORGHINI WITH THE TOP DOWN.

GREG
I still can't believe it! I mean,
where did she meet this guy? And a
cop for God's sakes!

DALE
Yeah. Well it just goes to show -
ya never can tell what's going on
in their pretty little heads.
Probably met him online.

Greg puts his head in his hands.

DALE
What I can't figure out is how she
got that car! A cop can't be
making that much money. She must
be working some place.
(smirks)
Maybe the cop is protecting her!

GREG
Protecting her from what?

Dale, thinking, taps his fingers on the photos.
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DALE
Maybe that is a bit farfetched!
Hm. Does she have any hobbies that
she secretly could have turned
into cash?

Greg laughs.

GREG
Let's see. Hanging out with her
friends, taking dance lessons,
trying to get pregnant.

He muses.

GREG
Oh, and I think she and her
girlfriends had a book club - wait
maybe it was a writer's club? All
I know is she's always scribbling
away in notebooks.

DALE
(excited)
Los Angeles? Fancy car? Writing?
Greg, can you get hold of those
notebooks?

EXT. SHUTTER'S BEACH BAR - LATE MORNING

At a table overlooking the ocean, Marcus is on the proverbial
hot seat facing three, furious major INVESTORS**., **INVESTOR#1
slams the latest copy of *VARIETY *with a picture of Big Deal
Productions' offices padlocked on the cover.

INVESTOR#1
You told us you had several
projects lined up.

INVESTOR#2
(chimes in)
Rumor has it you got nothing! And
it's making the headlines so the
whole goddamn town knows!

INVESTOR#3
(furious)
We look like absolute fools to
have backed you.
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INVESTOR#2
You've got one week to fix this.
Find something good in your
warehouse of scripts or you are
toast in this town!

I/E. LAMBORGHINI ON THE I-10 FREEWAY - DAY

Stacy, drives west towards the coast in the right lane of the
I-10 freeway. Her cell phone RINGS.

BECKA (0.S.)
Stace baby, it's Becka. Whatcha
doing?

STACY
Well, I'm about to meet with the
head of Disney to discuss my
screenplay.

BECKA (0.S.)
You're shitting me, right?

STACY
What, you don't think I can make
things happen...Rebecca?

BECKA (0.S.)
Yeah, of course. But...really?
STACY
(laughing)

Gotcha! TIowa strong!

BECKA (0.S.)
Okay...nice. Listen, Marcus needs
to see you right away. He's at
Shutters.

STACY
Is this a joke? Or did you have to
do the you know what again?** **

BECKA (0.S.)

Trust me. This is real. And, no,
I didn't have to...thank you very
much. I do have standards, you
know.

STACY
Okay, okay. 1I'll go.

Peter follows two cars behind and one lane to her right.
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When Stacy suddenly sees the exit for Shutters Hotel, she
deftly changes lanes in an almost perpendicular manner to make
her exit.

Peter nearly broadsides her trying to follow. Without thinking,
he jams on his horn. Stacy smiles at him apologetically. He is
so captivated by her smile he misses the exit.

EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL SANTA MONICA - DAY

Stacy zips in. The Shutters Valets recognize her car. They
greet her enthusiastically.

SHUTTERS VALET#1
Good morning!

SHUTTERS VALET#2
Welcome back!

INT. SHUTTERS HOTEL SANTA MONICA - MOMENTS LATER

Stacy sails through the lobby, staff acknowledging her with
smiles and nods. As she enters the lobby, she notices a
SHUTTERS GUEST in the lobby with a VARIETY. The headline reads:
**BIG DEAL DEALT OUT? **She pauses as she peers at the
headline, confused, then heads out to the patio.

EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL SANTA MONICA - MOMENTS LATER

Marcus and PATRICIA KNIGHTSWORTH, an icy-looking mid-fifties
woman share a private joke. The woman's heavily-penciled
eyebrows raise even higher when she see's Stacy's elegant
clothes.

Marcus hugs and kisses a surprised Stacy on the cheeks.

MARCUS
Patricia, this is the young lady
whose script you just read.

He turns to Stacy.

MARCUS
And Stacy, this is the toughest
bitch in the biz - also known as
Patricia Knightsworth, our VP of
Development.
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Marcus and Patricia sit back down. Stacy remains standing,
uncertain what to do.

MARCUS
Stacy, Stacy - take a load off.

Stacy sits. Patricia observes her. Marcus eats pastries and
watches the two women size each other up. Finally Stacy breaks
the silence.

STACY
Uh, Miss Knightsbridge, what do
you think of the script?

PATRICIA
(firmly, with patrician
English accent)
Knightsworth.

MARCUS
Yeah, you know, like, he got his
night's worth.

Patricia glares at him.

PATRICIA
Honestly, Marcus, that joke has
gone quite stale.

Stacy waits, but no one speaks and no one offers her coffee or
pastries which she glances at longingly.

STACY
I'm not sure why I'm here.

MARCUS
Patty thinks you might have
something we want.

PATRICIA
Well, it is very immature writing,
of course, and...

Stacy has turned red.
PATRICIA

Too much of it is, what we call
"on the nose."
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STACY
(perturbed, struggling to be
polite)
Look, Miss Knightsworth - I know
I'm new at this, but, what the
heck does that mean?

MARCUS
Patty, Patty, give the girl a
break.

He turns to Stacy.

MARCUS
We like it.

Stacy jolts forward.

PATRICIA
(glaring)
Marcus!

MARCUS
And - we want to buy it.

Dumbfounded, Stacy squeals, then puts her hand over her mouth.

STACY
You want to - oh my! I can't
believe this is happening!

She jumps up and kisses Marcus profusely on the cheek, then
turns to do the same to Patricia who pulls swiftly back and
sniffs.

PATRICIA
I can see you ARE from Middle
America. Quaint.

Stacy ignores the cut and does a little jig around the table.
Other tables watch, amused.

PATRICIA
Please! Can you just sit down and
pretend we did NOT have this
conversation. We really need to be
talking to your agent.

STACY
An agent?

Patricia sighs.
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PATRICIA
To represent you. Maybe Marcus's
friend Becka can help you get
somebody fast. She seems to know
everybody in town.

MARCUS
Okay ladies, I've got another
meeting at ten, so I'm off.

PATRICIA
As am I. Our people will be in
touch with your people. We want to
close this right away.

Marcus and Patricia jump up and are almost halfway across the
patio, before Stacy calls out to them.

STACY
Wait!

She runs over to them.

STACY
What about the...uh...

Marcus and Patricia look at her, impatiently.

STACY
You know, the uh...Money...

Silence as they realize how green she really is.

PATRICIA
We don't talk money to you without
your agent present. Marcus
shouldn't even have heard your
pitch, but his girlfriend**
**insisted.

MARCUS
Practically blackmailed me, the
bitch.

Stacy flinches but is dogged.
STACY
But, when will I get paid? And
what will I get paid?

Marcus and Patricia laugh and turn to leave. Over his shoulder
Marcus replies.
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MARCUS
Don't worry, honey. Your agent
will handle all the details.

Stacy watches them leave, then flags a SHUTTERS WAITER.

STACY
A bottle of** **Champagne please!
I'm celebrating!

While she waits for the champagne, she pulls out Jason's card
and dials his number.

STACY
Jason, sorry to bother you at work
but I just had to tell someone! I
sold the script!

OFFICER JASON

Wow, that's really incredible!
Keep me posted.

(tentatively)
Maybe we could celebrate with
dinner?

(silence)
Stacy? Stacy...are you there?

But Stacy has already disconnected the phone.

EXT. GREG AND STACY'S HOME IN IOWA - DAY

A typical middle-class mid-western suburban home.

INT. GREG AND STACY'S HOME IN IOWA - DAY

Staring at his computer screen, Greg calls his attorney.

INTERCUT WITH DALE'S OFFICE

GREG
Dale, you win! She does have
something going on! I just saw a
credit card charge at SHUTTERS
HOTEL in Santa Monica. Not enough
to be a hotel room. Looks like a
large bar charge but that's not
the Stacy I know. She gets mad
when I drink more than one beer!

DALE
Greg, you've got to face reality.
(MORE)
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DALE (CONT’D)

Your wife has been leading a
double life. Probably setting this
up for a long time.

GREG
(incredulous)
With a cop?

DALE
Maybe she has several lovers.
Maybe she's selling...

GREG
Drugs?

Dale makes suggestive hand movements.

GREG
Sex? Ha! You don't know my wife.

DALE
Maybe I do. It's very common as
women get older. Some become sex
crazed! They go online and chat...

GREG
(interrupts, embarrassed)
Okay, okay, I get the picture
already. I just can't believe it.

DALE
Wait a second. LA? This might
confirm my idea. Bring those
writing journals over now.
(pauses)
I gotta call Peter to let him know
where she is.

Dale hangs up and taps in Peter's number.

INT. PETER'S HOME OFFICE - DAY

PETER
(into the phone)
Hi Dale...
(listens)
Okay. I'm on it.

Peter closes his laptop, walks out of his office and goes
downstairs into his garage. He surveys the six car garage
filled with five fabulous sports cars including a Maserati
to the old VW Bug.

next
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EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL - DAY

Peter paces, across the street from the hotel, watching the
entrance. He talks on his cell phone.

PETER

Yep, she must still be inside. Her
car is still parked out front, so
I don't think she's gone anywhere
unless she walked.

(listens)
Right, I'll hang tight in the
lobby. Bit of an upgrade from the
sleazy motel.

(listens)
I can't figure it out either,
Dale, but she won't get away from
me this time.

Peter walks into the hotel.

INT. SHUTTERS HOTEL SANTA MONICA: LOBBY

Peter pretends to scan the latest VARIETY, periodically
glancing up to look for Stacy. The cover has another picture of
the pad-locked Big Deal Productions Headquarters with headline
NO DEAL IN SIGHT FOR BIG DEAL.** **

Suddenly, Stacy waltzes by holding a very expensive bottle of
champagne and a plastic champagne glass. Peter, still holding
VARIETY,** **surreptitiously follows. As she emerges from the
hotel, she fails to see the curb and trips, smashing the bottle
and drenching part of her dress with some of the champagne.

STACY
Dang! That would've been great on
the beach at sunset.

Shutters Valet#l1 extends a hand to help her up, but is overcome
by the smell of champagne.

SHUTTERS VALET#1
Are you okay to drive, Miss?

Stacy ignores his hands and jumps up, brushing the champagne
off her dress.

STACY
I'm fine. Darn! I was getting
ready to celebrate! Sorry about
the mess.

Valet#1 hesitates, then reluctantly opens the driver's door for
Stacy, but withholds the keys.
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SHUTTERS VALET#1
You know the cops love to pick up
DUIs here.

STACY
Well, I haven't had one sip yet.
Unfortunately. Anyway, I have a
new friend who is a cop!

Valet#1 looks surprised.

SHUTTERS VALET#1
Maybe I should call him to drive
you home.

STACY
Look. I'm not drunk. You saw the
champagne break all over me.

Stacy grabs the keys from Valet#l1l and drives off.

EXT. STREET NEAR HOTEL - DAY

Peter watches her drive onto the Pacific Coast Highway down
ramp, races to his Maserati parked nearby. Trying to keep his
eyes on Stacy's car, he fumbles around, accidentally turns on
wipers, defroster, and an amazing sound system that BLARES
through the vehicle. He pulls out. He can barely hear the phone
ring.

PETER
(yells over the music)
Yeah, Dale. I've got her.

Stacy's cellphone rings as she drives on the Pacific Coast
Highway.

INTERCUT WITH EMMA'S OFFICE/STACY'S CAR

INT. EMMA'S LAW OFFICE - DAY

EMMA
Stacy, hon, are you okay?

STACY
Well, except for a wet
dress...never mind, long story.
I've got great news!

EMMA
And I've got not so great news.
(MORE)



EMMA (CONT’D)
Greg wants half of whatever it is
that you're doing in LA. We've
got a war on our hands.

STACY
Half? That's ridiculous.

EMMA

Equitable Distribution - that's
the law. He'll get half. Trust
me.** **They don't yet know you're
trying to sell a screenplay, but
you did write it while you were
married which makes it an asset.

(pauses)
What's your great news?

STACY
Big Deal wants my screenplay! But
they wouldn't say a word about the
money. I have to get an agent just
to find out how much they're gonna
pay me. I sure hope Rebecca can
help me.

Stacy hangs up and taps another number, and the ringing
reverberates throughout the car.

BECKA (0.C.)
You owe me, right? Right?

STACY
Yeah, I owe you one, Becka. It's
amazing. But Big Deal won't talk
to me about money. They say I need
an agent to handle the deal.

BECKA (0.C.)

No problem, Stace. I'll call my
friend Frieda. Frida Stein,
"Agent to the Stars." I'll get her
to see you.

EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY 1 - MOMENTS LATER

The traffic thins as she** **heads up PCH.

I/E. LAMBORGHINI - MOMENTS LATER

Stacy turns on the sound system.
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Fast paced MUSIC: TONY BENNETT DUET: "THE BEST IS YET TO COME"
fills the car and her spirits lift. She pushes the accelerator
as she heads towards Malibu. Her eyes take in the incredible
scenery and her face lights up.

STACY
(sings along)
The best is yet to come...

Now she is really speeding.

I/E. PETER'S MASERATI- MOMENTS LATER
Peter watches as the Lamborghini disappears in the distance.

PETER
Crap! We're going to get a ticket!

He floors it. ENGINE ROAR!

EXT. PETER'S MASERATI - MOMENTS LATER

His Maserati has no problem keeping pace with the Lamborghini,
now running well over 100 mph. He zooms past a police car which
is fortunately stuck in the drive-through at Starbucks.

I/E. LAMBORGHINI - LATER

Stacy's face shows exhilaration. She SINGS at the top of her
lungs.

EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY 1 - LATER

Past Malibu at Ventura County Line, she suddenly zips west
across the road and pulls off onto a bluff over the ocean. The
Maserati has no choice but to do the same, narrowly missing her

car as it pulls off to the right of it. Oblivious to the near
collision, Stacy settles in to watch the sunset.

EXT. VENTURA COUNTY LINE

I/E. PETER'S MASERATI - MOMENTS LATER

Peter is unsure what to do, since there are no other cars on
the bluff. He opens VARIETY, not realizing it is upside down,
to hide his face.
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Stacy gets out of the car, stretches and inhales the evening
ocean breeze, becoming calm. Eventually, she glances over at
the Maserati and notices the upside down headline: NO DEAL IN
SIGHT FOR BIG DEAL.

She tries to read the article, pretending to continue to
stretch. Peter ducks behind the magazine, slouching his long
limbs even lower into the seat.

Stacy leans against the passenger door of her car and continues
trying to read as the magazine moves slightly. Suddenly Stacy's
mouth drops open.

STACY
Oh no! No! No!

She knocks on the Maserati's window. No response. She knocks
louder. Peter's face emerges as he drops the paper. He rolls
down the window, trying not to look at her.

STACY
Excuse me. I need to borrow that
magazine.

Peter, shocked, hands it to her, face averted. Stacy grabs it,
gets into her car, and peers at the text of the front story.
Peter watches, his door still open.

STACY
Oh. .shoo...shoot!

She looks over at Peter, who is really caught off-guard.

PETER
What...what's wrong?

STACY
I'm not sure. It's just...listen,
do you know** **anything about the
movie business?

PETER
Uh...well, I live in LA. You can't
escape it.

Stacy appraises him.
STACY
So, do you know anything about
this No Big Deal deal?

Stacy shoves the magazine back to Peter with the Big Deal No
Deal headline right side up.



Peter leans against his car, trying to look casual, as he
quickly scans the article about Big Deal.

STACY
So? What do you think? TIf their
future is uncertain - and the
investors might pull out - do you
think I should do my deal with
them?

PETER
(confused)
Are you trying to... sell
something?

Stacy nods knowingly.

STACY
Look, don't worry. You're probably
with a studio, right? I'm not
going to "pitch" you. I know you
have to have an agent present. I'm
just trying to find out if my deal
is off.

Peter, really confused, looks closer at the article and
suddenly dawn breaks over Peter's face.

PETER
MisS....
STACY
(extending her hand to shake)
Stacy...
PETER

Peter. Stacy, you know I could
check into that for you.

STACY
(enthusiastically)
That would be great!
(pauses)
But then I would "owe" you one.
Right? Isn't that what they say
out here?

PETER
(Quite surprised at her using
that term)
Yeah, but no. You wouldn't owe me

one.

He pulls a card out of his pocket and hands it to her.

58.
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PETER
Call me tomorrow. I'll do some
checking around and see what I can
find out. I am a pretty good
sleuth.

He tries not to smile.

STACY
Oh, Peter. Thank you. Thank you.

She impulsively hugs him, and he sort of hugs back, caught off
guard.

PETER
Hey, you want to get some coffee?
There's a café just up the road.

They get in their respective cars and she follows his.

INT. GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - MORNING
Greg and Dale are hunched over the speaker phone.

DALE
So then what happened?

PETER (0.S)
We went to get coffee. And I gave
her my card.

GREG
You went out with my wife?!

DALE
You gave her a business card?!

PETER
Hey, I had to improvise - and the
card just has my name and phone
number. Anyway, now we know she
is trying to sell a screenplay.

Greg and Dale look at each other. Greg motions that he wants to
speak to Dale without Peter listening in.

DALE
Okay, Peter. I need to talk to my
client.
(MORE)
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DALE (CONT’D)
In the meantime, stay on top of
her.

Dale clicks off the phone. Greg explodes.

GREG
"Stay on top of her"! What is this
- a dating service?

DALE
Whoa - whoa. Calm down. Peter's
the right man for this.

GREG
What's he look like?

DALE
What he doesn't look like is a
private investigator. Now, let's
revise our game plan.

INT. HOLLYWOOD - WOW!'S COFFEE - MORNING
Stacy joins Becka for coffee.

BECKA
Well you look chipper. Did you get
some action or something?

COFFEE CLIENTS at the other tables lean in for details.

STACY
No, of course not. But, get this,
I did go out for coffee with this
really cute guy who is somehow
connected to the movie business. I
think he loved my story - I mean
my pitch!

BECKA
Who is it?

STACY
He asked me not to tell anybody
his name.

Becka raises her eyebrows.

BECKA
Because?
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STACY

He didn't say. He was a bit
mysterious, but I think he works
for a studio. And, as you well
know,

(knowingly)
You're not supposed to pitch a
studio without an agent!

BECKA
This guy is with a studio? Let me
see his card.

STACY
Becka, I can't tell you who he is.
Besides he didn't give me a real
business card. He just gave me a
card with his number.

BECKA
This gquote unquote mysterious
studio exec didn't have a business
card?

STACY
Of course he did. He just didn't
have any on him. You know,
probably the end of a long day.

BECKA
Hmm. So who introduced you?

STACY
No, that was the cool part! We
were both at the beach watching
the sunset and I noticed the
headline of the VARIETY he was
reading.

Becka looks away like there's something she knows but hasn't
been sharing.

STACY
Becka? Did you know that Big Deal
may be in trouble?

Becka is silent.

BECKA
Actually Stace, if Marcus buys
your screenplay - and that looks
like it will happen - he won't be
in trouble with his investors.
(MORE)
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And you'll get some money to help
pay your folks back. You can go
back home to your Pottery Barn.
It's cool for everybody.

Stacy looks at her, aghast.

STACY
No, Becka. It may be cool for
Marcus. But I don't even know how
much I'm getting.

BECKA
It's your first screenplay. You'll
probably get $25,000.

STACY
Wow !
(suddenly dejected)
But it looks like Greg wants half.

BECKA
Really?

STACY
And besides, I might get an offer
from your pals at Blue Skies.
(emboldened)
Look Becka, if I can sell this
script this fast, I have more
stories I can sell.

Becka smirks as she reaches over and condescendingly pats
Stacy's hand.

BECKA
Stace, be realistic. Do you know
how many screenwriters there are
in this town? Thousands of
wannabes. But how many movies are
actually made each year?

Stacy pushes Becka's hand away.

BECKA
And very few screenwriters sell
more than one script. It just
doesn't happen.

STACY
(interrupts, getting angry)
But it could. If the right studio
bought it!
(MORE)

62.
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STACY (CONT'D)
God knows I really need the money
from Big Deal, whatever it is, but
I have to think about my career.

Becka laughs cruelly.

BECKA
(louder than necessary)
Honey, you don't have a career as
a screenwriter. You don't even
live in LA. You were just lucky
enough to have an old friend who
was getting laid by a Big Deal!

Now everyone is listening in. Stacy, horrified, jumps up.

STACY
I can't believe...

BECKA
(interrupts)
No, you can't believe it because
you come from a place where
everybody is nice and nobody
screws anybody in business or in
bed!

STACY

Oh, yeah? Well, I got screwed by
my quote unquote nice Midwestern
husband. And he took everything me
and my family owned. And I have a
shot at getting it back by selling
this screenplay. And if it's good
enough to sell in my first week in
LA, then, trust me, I've got more
where that came from.

She turns to leave. Becka shakes her head. Stacy calls a
parting shot as she heads to the door.

STACY
I don't need your help any more,
Rebecka. Thanks for the agent,
I'll take it from here. My people
will be in touch with your Big-
Shot people! So you don't have to
fuuuuu - sleep with that jerk
anymore on my behalf!...And quit
calling me Stace!

With all patrons watching and starting to applaud, she slams
the door behind her.
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INT. GREG AND STACY'S HOME IN IOWA - DAY

Dejected, Greg hangs up his phone. He sits at his desk and
mulls over bills. From the window he can see the FOR SALE in a
neighbor's yard. He dials his attorney.

GREG
'"Mornin Dale. Listen, uh, I've
been thinking, maybe we should
just put the house up for sale and
split the proceeds, get the bills
paid - and each go on our way.

INTERCUT WITH GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE

INT. GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - DAY

DALE

(he listens)
That house is - I mean it's nice,
but you're only going to cover
your bills if you sell it.
Meanwhile your bride is living it
up in glamourous Hollywood.

(listens)
Look, if you're worried about the
legal fees...

Dale looks at the 8x10 Peter sent of Stacy in the Lamborghini
at the beach. He ponders for a moment.

DALE
Greg, I'm going to offer you
something I never do. Tell ya
what, I'll stop billing you and
just take a percentage.

INT. EMMA'S LAW OFFICE - DAY

Emma dials Stacy.

INTERCUT WITH PARKED LAMBORGHINI

Stacy is on the blue tooth, unaware that both sides of the
conversation can be heard outside her car. Passing PARK
PEDESTRIANS are amused.
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I/E. LAMBORGHINI - DAY

EMMA
Stacy, I'm not sure they've
figured out exactly what you're
doing in LA, but they seem
determined to get half of it. His
lawyer actually sounded gleeful
when he called me. Did Rebecka get
you an agent?

Stacy leans her head against the steering wheel.

STACY
Yes, I've got an appointment with
her this afternoon.
(pauses)
But I just had a big blow-up with
Rebecka.

EMMA
What happened?

Stacy pauses, somewhat embarrassed.

STACY
It's just... I'm taking this
screenwriting seminar - and the
teacher thinks I have some really
good plot ideas** **for other
scripts, and...

Emma is quiet for a moment.

EMMA
Stacy, I don't want to sound
unsupportive, but were you really
thinking you would be, uh, selling
another one in the future?

Stacy closes her eyes, face is blank, says nothing.

EMMA
I mean wasn't the plan, just to
make enough to pay your parents
back, get out of hock, and then
come back to Iowa to run your
Pottery Barn store?

Stacy narrows her eyes. Then she notices PARK PEDESTRIANS
staring at her car and realizes they have been listening to her
conversation.

STACY
Emma, I can't talk about this now.
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She clicks off the phone. Drumming her fingers in thought, she
pulls out another card from her purse and punches in a number.

EXT. SANTA MONICA RESTAURANT BY BEACH - DAY

Stacy's car pulls in. She sits in her car and scans the patrons
until she sees Peter under an umbrella. Peter is drinking a
Bloody Mary. Her face lights up and she joins him.

STACY
Peter! Thanks for meeting me on
such short notice.

PETER
No problem.

STACY
I mean you must have a** **heavy
schedule and all...

Peter looks confused for a moment, then recovers.

PETER
Oh, right. The, uh, stuff we're
shooting this morning - they can
do it without me.

Adjacent LUNCH PATRONS glance over to see who is bragging, but
don't seem to recognize Peter.

STACY
Well, I really appreciate it!

Peter indicates that the waiter should take their order.

PETER
You want anything to drink?

STACY
I'll just have water.

PETER
Nothing to eat?

STACY
No, uh, I ate...earlier.

Peter shrugs and turns to the waiter.

PETER
Water for her and I'll have the
House special. And bacon on the
side, crispy.
(MORE)
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PETER (CONT'D)
And, let's see, maybe extra toast.
No wait, your home-made donuts!

Peter turns to Stacy.

PETER
They're really good here.

Stacy, who has not eaten anything since yesterday, looks away.
There is an uncomfortable silence.

PETER
So, you sounded a little upset on
the phone. What's up?

STACY
I'm - I - I know we just met
yesterday, but I...need someone
who can help me figure all this
out.

PETER
Don't you have an agent?

STACY
I just got one. I'm going to meet
her later today.

Peter indicates she should continue.

STACY
I told you yesterday that I came
here to sell my script to this Big
Deal studio that my friend, well
my former-friend, works for - and
they definitely want to buy it.

PETER
Right. And I told you last night
that it sounds like a great story
for a movie. What's the problem?

STACY
I don't think it's going to be
enough money. Becka said I'd
probably get just $25,000. I'd
have to sell several more scripts
to...

PETER
You've got more scripts?!
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STACY

Not yet, but I will. My
screenwriting teacher thinks I
have promise and there's a guy in
that class who teaches tango in
Argentina - and I have an idea for
tango murder mystery. Maybe, he
could help me with it.

(pauses)
I think I can do this, Peter. I
mean look how fast my first script
sold.

The food arrives and Stacy's eyes grow large and her mouth
waters as she watches Peter dig in. She looks down at her water
glass.

Peter's cell phone rings and he excuses himself to take the
call. Stacy watches Peter from the table as she reaches over to
nibble on his food. Her own cell phone rings.

STACY

(into the phone)
Hi Katie! How are you?

(listens)
Actually, I'm having breakfast
with a guy I met last night. I
think he's with a big studio. And
he is so - cute!

(listens and laughs)
No of course I wouldn't say it if
he was sitting right here, he's on
the phone with somebody - probably
Tom Hanks or...

INTERCUT WITH PETER'S CELL PHONE CONVERSATION

PETER
(into his phone as he watches
Stacy on hers)
Look, Dale, I've only got a few
minutes, but here's the deal. She
says she has several scripts!
(listens and nods)
Up the ante? Sure, I'll try it.

Peter returns to the table as Stacy puts her cell phone away.

PETER
Sorry about that. Look while I was
on the phone, I got thinking maybe
I should take a look at your
script.
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I/E. MASERATI - LATER

Peter pretends to read Stacy's script, then actually starts
reading it. Stacy sits in the passenger seat, watching. She
yawns and adjusts the seat so she can stretch out. She is
almost asleep when Peter speaks.

PETER
Hey, this is pretty good. I'd go
see this movie.

Stacy wakes at the sound of his voice.

STACY
You would?

Peter looks at her, suddenly realizing how pretty and innocent
she seems.

PETER
Yes, I would. But you should hold
out for the best deal possible.

STACY
Really? What do you think I could
get?

Peter thinks for a moment.
PETER

Tell your agent you have an offer
from another studio.

STACY
(astonished and confused)
I do?
PETER
Yeah. Tell him we're going to
offer

(he pauses, thinking)
$50,000 for the script.
EXT. STACY'S AGENT'S OFFICE - DAY
Stacy walks into a building in Hollywood that has definitely
seen better days.
INT. STACY'S AGENT'S OFFICE LOBBY - DAY

She scans the elevator listing for FRIEDA STEIN, AGENT TO THE
STARS and enters the elevator.
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INT. STACY'S AGENT'S OFFICE WAITING ROOM - DAY

The hip young receptionist, PARIS, runs her heavily kohled eyes
over Stacy's sophisticated dress and dismisses her as very
uncool.

STACY
I have an appointment with Frieda
Stein.

PARIS

She's pretty booked. Take a seat.

Stacy sits down amongst several other artsy-looking AGENT'S
CLIENTS. No one speaks. Occasionally Paris calls a name and a
client goes into the inner sanctum.

PARIS
Mister Scribble.

An eccentric-looking man with a Kung fu beard darts into the
door marked: FRIEDA STEIN, AGENT TO THE STARS. Stacy tries not
to gawk at the other clients. Finally she pulls her laptop out
and starts working. Her cell phone rings. Paris glares at her,
but Stacy answers it anyway.

STACY

(whispering into the phone)
Hi Emma. No, I'm there now.

(listens)
Well I've been waiting over an
hour, but I'm getting a lot of
work done.

(listens)
No I'm working on a new screenplay
- remember that story I wrote that
you guys all loved. This producer,
Peter, loved it, too.

Stacy looks up to see Paris standing in front of her.
PARIS
Oops. I just checked the book.

You're meeting's been cancelled.

STACY
No. No way.

Stacy barges into Frieda's office.
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INT. STACY'S AGENT'S OFFICE: FRIEDA'S OFFICE - DAY

She is bowled over by the opulence, the garishness, the
overwhelming sense she has dropped into an opium den. She
wrinkles her nose at the dusty thick combination of musky
perfume and unfiltered cigarette smoke and SNEEZES.

From behind the old-fashioned partner's desk, FRIEDA, who looks
like an aging starlet from the 1940s, appears through a cloud
of smoke generated by an opera-length gold-tipped cigarette
holder. PUFF!

STACY
Ms. Stein, I am Stacy Mason.

FRIEDA
(in a husky dramatic voice)
From Iowa. I know. Your buddy
Becka called and cancelled the
meeting.

STACY
That was a mistake. I'm here.
Please. Can we talk?

FRIEDA
Make it quick.

Frieda surveys Stacy.

FRIEDA
You look like you're from Kansas.
I'll call you Dorothy.

STACY
But my name is Stacy.

FRIEDA
(ignoring her)
So, Dorothy - you have a
screenplay.

STACY
Yes! I do - and I think I've got
it sold!

FRIEDA
(smirks)
They all do.

STACY
No, I mean I really have a buyer -
well actually two now.

Frieda straightens up, slightly more interested.
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FRIEDA
So, Dorothy has two suitors. How
quaint.

Stacy seems confused.

STACY
It's Stacy. Look, I need an agent
to negotiate the deal.

FRIEDA
Hmm...why not.

Frieda pushes a button on an old-fashioned intercom. Paris
enters.

FRIEDA
Paris, have Miss Kansas sign the
agency agreement on her way out.

Stacy looks perplexed.

STACY
Don't we need to talk about my
screenplay? My offers? Aren't you
going to read it?

Frieda silences her by waving the cigarette at her.

FRIEDA
We'll handle the negotiations. We
get ten percent. If you already
have an offer - let alone two, we
don't need to read it.

STACY
And the money for my script? When
do I see that?

FRIEDA
My, you are naive. That's weeks,
maybe months, away.** **You know
those lawyers...contracts take
forever.

Frieda swivels around to the window. The interview is clearly
over. Paris leads Stacy out to the lobby, where she hands her a
pen and a stack of forms to sign.

EXT. SANTA MONICA COLLEGE - EARLY EVENING

The Screenwriting class students exit the building. Sergio
walks with Stacy to her car.
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As opposed to the other Students wearing torn jeans and faded
t-shirts, both are dressed fashionably - Stacy in yet another
fabulous knit, Sergio in slacks and a polo shirt.

SERGIO
Thank you for bringing me to
theatre - or how you say "hitch a
ride?" I work on my English.

STACY
Your English is actually pretty
good. Do you live in LA or are you
just here for the seminar?

SERGIO
I visit from Buenos Aires. As you
heard, I teach tango.

STACY
You know, I have an idea for a
story that involves tango.

EXT. GRAUMAN'S CHINESE THEATRE - NIGHT

Stacy drives the fancy Lamborghini towards the theater with
Sergio as the passenger. On the way she passes a wide variety
of STREET PERFORMERS. There are hundreds of tourists watching
and tossing money into their coffers.

When they see the car, a GRAUMAN'S VALET#1 waves her towards
the exclusive "Red Carpet" entrance. Since neither she nor
Sergio are familiar with premiers, they assume this is normal.
GRAUMAN'S VALET#1 and GRAUMAN'S VALET#2 open the car's doors.

As Stacy exits the car, Sergio runs around the front of the car
and sweeps her into a dramatic tango embrace and dances her
towards the red-carpet entrance. The PRESS swing their cameras
around to capture the moment.

INT. GREG AND STACY'S HOME IN IOWA: LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Greg is sprawled on the recliner, half-asleep with the TV
clicker in his hand. Several crushed empty beer cans surround
him. The TV flickers with the evening news.

TV REPORTER (V.O.)
And our final story tonight will
take us to a premier at Grauman's
Chinese theatre in glamorous
Hollywood...

Greg bolts upright.
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GREG
(slurring, sarcastic)
"Will take us to glamorous
Hollywood!" Ha! It took my wife,
thass for sure!

Greg peers at the TV screen where a handsome young Latino is
tangoing with what looks startlingly like Stacy's hair flowing
down the back of a tight knit mini-dress showcasing her long
legs. It appears the couple has just exited the open doors of
an exotic Lamborghini.

Greg, astonished, is speechless. He grabs his phone, and
punches in a number.

GREG
Dale...

INT. EMMA'S LAW OFFICE - THE NEXT DAY - DAY

On her computer, Emma replays the TV report that Greg saw the
previous night. She uses the speaker phone to call Stacy.

EMMA
(terse)
Stacy, did you get the link to the
video I sent you from the news
last night?

INTERCUT with

EXT. SANTA MONICA PIER - DAY

Stacy sits on a bench near the Ferris wheel. She watches the
tourists and street vendors.

EMMA
What were you thinking? I told you
to not to make any money, to lay
low, - certainly not to make
national news! This is going to be
hard to defend against his alimony
claims.

STACY
(exasperated)
Emma, I'm just trying to learn
"the Biz." You knew that I'm
taking this screenwriting class.
That was a required event.
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EMMA
Walking the red carpet was
required?

STACY
(a bitter laugh)

Listen, Emma, I don't have any
cash. I've nearly maxed my credit
cards. I don't have a place to
live let alone sleep at night. I
am eating only on the kindness of
others...and now my husband thinks
I'm making a killing here in LA.

* * * EMMA
I'll bet anything, that it's his
sleazebag attorney.

STACY
Whatever. I'm gonna have to earn
some money somehow to survive out
here.

Upset, she clicks off the phone. Watching the line of tourists
buying MAPS TO THE STARS $20, she joins the queue.

STACY
Can I get a discount if I buy in
bulk?

Next she walks down Ocean Ave to an office supply store and
emerges with some poster board, scissors, colored marking pens
and two four foot levels.

EXT. SANTA MONICA/PALISADES PARK DAY

On a picnic table. Stacy works away on what looks like an art
project. She glances at her watch.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD BLVD - EVENING

Hollywood Boulevard is a wild scene.

The Lamborghini passes street vendors and finds a free parking
spot on a side street. Stacy pulls out the two four foot
hastily hand-made MAPS TO THE STARS signs that she has attached
to the levels.** *%*

As she looks for an empty corner, she passes various acts. The

troupes glare at her when she does not leave money in the hats
placed on the ground.



76.

Finding a spot, she picks up a dirty LA Dodgers baseball cap
left on the pavement.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD BLVD - LATER

Stacy dances with her MAP TO THE STARS HOMES spinning around
her waist, tossing it over her head, and between her legs, like
two twirling batons. TOURISTS stop to watch. After each act,
she hands out a map to those who have dropped money into the
baseball cap.

Across the street, a LIMO DRIVER leans against his car,
watching her, amused.

DISSOLVE TO:

An exhausted but exultant Stacy picks up the hat full of dollar
bills and heads for her car. The limo driver approaches her.

LIMO DRIVER
Hey, twirler!

Stacy stops, suddenly quite afraid.

LIMO DRIVER
I saw your act. You're quite the
baton twirler.

Stacy stares at him, ready to bolt.

LIMO DRIVER
But I also saw you drive up in a
Lamborghini. So what are you doing
on the street like these other...

He points to all of the other bizarrely outfitted street
artists who are packing up for the night.

STACY
It's not what you think.

LIMO DRIVER
(laughs)
It never is.

Stacy is quiet, unsure what to do.

STACY
I need to go.

She starts to leave, then without warning, faints to the
ground.
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DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOLLYWOOD BLVD: MUSSO & FRANK'S - LATER

A waitress refills a water glass for a dazed Stacy. She pokes a
fork into the remains of a large steak dinner. She smiles wanly
at the Limo Driver.

STACY
I don't even know your name.

LIMO DRIVER
Quinn. And you are?

Stacy hesitates.

STACY
I guess it's silly not to tell
you. You probably saved my life
out there.

She puts out her hand.

STACY
It's Stacy. Thank you, Quinn.

LIMO DRIVER
Well most of those guys are
harmless, but you don't really fit
in too well with your clothes and
your car, and that makes you, more
vulnerable.

Stacy nods, trying to keep her eyes open.

STACY
I'm just having a bit of a rough
patch right now so I haven't been
eating.

LIMO DRIVER
Or sleeping from the looks of it.
You look a little, uh, mature to
have run away from home. Don't you
have a place to live?

STACY
No, I left my husband in Iowa...

As the glass of wine kicks in, Stacy starts to fall asleep in
the booth. The waitress appears with coffee refills.

WAITRESS
Hey, Sleeping Beauty..
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Stacy is out cold. The waitress turns to the Limo Driver.

WAITRESS
Quinn, your friend can't sleep
here - you know the rules.

The Limo Driver nods and looks at Stacy who is now SNORING. He
gets up from the table.

LIMO DRIVER
Put the bill on Mr. Deonato's tab.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - NIGHT

The limo pulls in, towing the Lamborghini. Quinn opens the rear
doors and lifts a totally exhausted sleeping Stacy out of the
car. Carrying her in his arms, he opens a side door to the
mansion.

INT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION: GUEST BEDROOM - NIGHT

Quinn puts a fully-dressed Stacy on the bed and covers her with
a duvet. He removes only her shoes. He writes a note and places
a business card on the end table, checks to make sure there is
coffee in the coffee maker, turns off the lights, and leaves.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION: BACKYARD - MORNING

Stacy, wearing a huge white fluffy bathrobe, wipes the sleep
from her eyes. She walks into the huge backyard, coffee in one
hand, mobile phone in the other. She sits down on a lounge at
the edge of a sparkling pool, looking closely at the business
card Quinn left.

Across the yard she can see the Lamborghini and another similar
looking car are parked in front of a set of ten closed garage
doors. She stretches, then taps a number into her phone.

INTERCUT WITH KATIE'S HOME
STACY
Hey Katie. You are never going to

believe where I am!

Katie drinks coffee on her porch swing, a basket of magazines
next to her.



79.

KATIE
Stacy, dear, nothing would
surprise me after seeing you on
national news the other night! The
whole town is talking about it!

STACY
This beats that! I slept in a real
bed last night - actually, on it,
I guess. And now I am sitting at
the pool, drinking coffee at a
very famous actor's home.

KATIE
Oh my God! You are sleeping with
an actor already? Who is it?

STACY
Katie, please! I'm not sleeping
with him - I'm just staying at his
house.

KATIE
(excited)
Who...who..who???

STACY
George...Deonato!

Katie practically falls out of the swing.

KATIE
Oh my God! That's incredible,
Stacy!...Does Felicia know?
STACY

Felicia? Oh, you mean his favorite
leading lady? Didn't they break up
again?

Katie reaches into the basket of magazines. She paws through
STARS magazine, looking for a specific article.

KATIE
I'm looking. I just read something
about them. Let me see if I can
find it.

STACY
It doesn't matter - no one is here
right now. That's why I'm able to
stay here. I guess they are both
away for a few weeks on different
film sets.
(MORE)
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STACY (CONT'D)
So Quinn said I should just make
myself at home.

Katie opens to a full page spread to an extremely famous
handsome Hollywood couple. She reads the headline out loud.

KATIE

Here it is: Will Deo and Alli Tie
the Knot? George Deonato and
Felicity Alliana: George has
finally proposed but friends say
Felicia is nervous about his
reported flings, and...

(suddenly confused)
Whoa, Stacy, wait a minute, who's
Quinn?

STACY
The limo driver, silly.

KATIE
You're thinking about sleeping
with the limo driver and George
Deonato?

STACY
Katie. Don't worry. I'm not
involved with either of them. I
collapsed last night on Hollywood
Blvd and Quinn, Deonato's
chauffeur, found me. He towed my
car, brought me here, and told me
I could just hang out while my
famous agent puts my movie deal
together.

KATIE
I can't believe this is all
happening for you! It is so great!

STACY
I keep pinching myself. And now, I
think I'm going to take a dip in
the pool before I meet Peter to
discuss his counter offer.

KATIE
Wait a sec, who is Peter?

STACY
That guy I met on the beach. He
has all these connections.
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KATIE
I thought the agent was supposed
to do that.

STACY

Yeah, well he doesn't seem to want
to talk to her, so I told him he
could pick me up here and we'd
grab lunch. I'm looking forward to
it, too, 'cause there's no food in
this house.

KATIE
Don't have too much fun.

STACY
Bye. I'll call you later.

KATIE
(more to her herself just
before she clicks off the
phone)
Honey, I hope you're taking
pictures of all this for the
reunion scrapbook.

EXT. STREET NEAR DEONATO MANSION

Peter parks the VW Bug a few blocks from the Deonato mansion.
He pulls a camera with a telephoto lens out of the car and
quietly walks toward the mansion.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION: SIDE YARD GATE
CU POV PETER'S CAMERA

Stacy's face suddenly is in front of Peter's telephoto lens
from the other side of the front yard gate. It blurs, then she
moves on. He quickly scans the rest of the yard. The
Lamborghini is parked next to another Lamborghini by the
garages behind the steel gate.

Through the lens, he watches her as she removes her bathrobe.
She's wearing an obviously borrowed bikini, which she tugs
trying to cover her body more modestly. She looks around to
make sure no one is watching, then dives into the pool.



82.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION: BACKYARD/SIDE YARD GATE -
LATER

Refreshed, Stacy emerges from the pool to sunbathe on the lawn.
She grabs a huge towel from the cabana and spreads it on the
lawn. She quickly falls asleep under the warm sun.

Peter catnaps under the bushes, his camera by his side.** **

INT. PRIVATE JET - MOMENTS LATER

In the back of a private jet, GEORGE DEONATO, early forties,
and every bit as handsome in real life as he is on the screen,
knocks down a scotch. As they prepare to land at the Santa
Monica Airport, he looks out the window at Beverly Hills. He
turns to an average-looking man his age, BRIAN TELMAN, and
points.

GEORGE
There's our new place.

He calls to one of the pilots, STEVE.
GEORGE
Steve, make another circle so

Brian can see the house.

The jet circles and Brian looks out his window.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION: BACKYARD - MORNING
The DRONE of a jet wakens Stacy, who bolts upright.

BRIAN
The one with the practically naked
lady sunning by the swimming pool?

GEORGE
What?!

He tries to see out the window but the jet has moved west.

GEORGE
Hey Steve, can you circle again?

STEVE
I'm sorry Mr. Deonato, but we just
got approved for approach.

George is still looking out the window.
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GEORGE
Must have been the neighbor's
yard...Strange, I didn't think
that house had a pool.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION/FRONT DRIVEWAY

George exits the front passenger door of a sedan with a small
suitcase. He leans into the driver's window.

GEORGE
Thanks for the lift, Brian. See
you Monday.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION: BACKYARD - DAY

George exits the backdoor of his house and tiptoes across the
lawn where Stacy now lies on her back, eyes closed. George
COUGHS 1loudly.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - SIDE GATE

Peter is jarred awake, grabs his camera, and focuses on the
backyard.

POW PETER'S CAMERA Stacy leaps up, hastily covering herself,
and starts talking to George. Peter strains to hear.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - BACKYARD

STACY
(very embarrassed)
Oh, dear. You're supposed to be
out-of-town, Mr. Deonato.

GEORGE
And that would give you the right
to swim in my pool?

STACY

No, definitely not. You're so
right, but you've got it so wrong.
Your chauffeur rescued me after I
fainted on Hollywood Blvd. He
brought me here to spend the night
since you were out of town.

(mumbles)
I just thought I'd cool off in the
pool before I meet my friend to
get back to town for lunch.
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Stacy's stomach RUMBLES loudly. George is obviously attracted
so he laughs.

GEORGE
Speaking of lunch, sounds like you
could use some food. Let me see if
I can rustle up something. Then
you can explain yourself.

CUT TO:

I/E. PRIVATE JET - DAY

The small JET loops over Beverly Hills. From the passenger
seat, long dramatic hands with beautifully manicured nails hold
binoculars trained on the Deonato backyard where George and
Stacy now sit pool-side at an outdoor dining table.

Stacy has her robe on, George now wears sexy swim trunks.
George serves Stacy from one of several fancy containers of
gourmet food.

LANCE (0.S.)
You want me to circle again, Miss
Felice?

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION: BACKYARD - DAY

Stacy keeps her eyes on his face. George pours her a glass of
wine.

GEORGE
I hope you like takeout, 'cause
the staff has the week off. I
wasn't supposed to be back 'til
Saturday.

STACY
I know, Mr. Deonato. You really
surprised me.

GEORGE
I surprised you? Okay, so are you
going to give me any idea why you
are really here?

Stacy doesn't answer. She is busy scarfing up her lunch.

GEORGE
Wow! A real appetite. I like that.
Eat! Eat! I can wait. And, please,
call me George.
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He watches as she ravenously empties the containers. Finally
she's full and realizes she can no longer avoid telling him why
she is there.

STACY
Thank you for lunch, uh, Mr...-
George. I still can't believe I'm
eating lunch with you!

George laughs but is clearly waiting for an explanation.

STACY
Well - I'm a writer.

George laughs again, but a lot less kindly.

GEORGE
Please do not tell me you broke
into my backyard to show me your
script.

STACY
I didn't break in! Quinn,
remember...he...

George narrows his eyes at her.

STACY
Please don't fire him. I fainted
and he saw me on the street. He
saved me and he realized I was
beyond exhaustion. And, I know he
shouldn't have - I shouldn't have,
but - I was just so tired! I
hadn't slept in a bed in... it
seems like forever!

She starts to weep. George, mystified, softens.

GEORGE
Okay Goldilocks - let's hear it
from the beginning.

DISSOLVE TO:
Later. George walks around the backyard as he reads Stacy's
script. Stacy swims laps in the pool. As she surfaces, he

motions her over.

GEORGE
Stacy, this is really quite good.

Stacy leaps out of the pool.
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STACY
You mean it?

George nods.

GEORGE
It needs some polish. But I can
see why BIG DEAL Studio is
interested.

Stacy realizes she is dripping wet and grabs the bathrobe to
cover herself.

STACY
So, do you think I should go with
them?

GEORGE

Well, I sure don't know who that
other producer guy you mentioned
is.

STACY
Peter Hunter.

GEORGE
Never heard of him. I was
thinking, actually...
(hesitates, somewhat
embarrassed)
The main character would be a fun
part to play.

Stacy stands perfectly still as she realizes he is truly
interested. They both look at each other but neither speaks.
George finally breaks the silence.

GEORGE
Do you think I'd be - what you
imagined for the role?

Stacy SHRIEKS, then is instantly embarrassed.

STACY
Oh, I'm sorry. I just never
dreamed - you're kidding me,
right?

George shakes his head and hands her his cell phone.

GEORGE
Call your agent and tell her it
looks like you might have talent
attached. You know what that
means, right?
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STACY
Well, not exactly, but...yeah, I
get it.

GEORGE
Good. We'll work out the details
later.

Stacy, ecstatic, throws her arms around a surprised George and
kisses him square on the lips. They kiss, lightly at first,
then more deeply. After such a long time, Stacy is obviously
hungry to be held. And George is... well, George.

CUT TO PETER IS WATCHING THROUGH THE TELEPHOTO LENS.

EXT. BEVERLY HILLS MANSION - SIDE GATE - DAY

CU PETER'S TELEPHOTO LENS

Peter groans again as he watches the kiss become a little more
passionate.

PETER
(under his breath)
Dammit, Stacy! What are you doing!

Peter is clearly in agony as it appears that** **he has fallen
in love with his prey.

WHEELS SCREECH behind him as a black stretch limo whips into
the side driveway, followed by media vans and reporter's cars.

SLAM of the car door as a very angry FELICITY jumps out of the
back seat, runs towards the yard in a revealing top, hot pants
and tottering heels, tresses flying. She is followed by a MOB
of reporters with cameras, mikes and steno pads. She knocks
Peter down as she unlatches the gate.

FELICITY
Get out of my way, you...pervert!

Felicity races into the backyard just as George and Stacy are
moving towards a full embrace. Camera bulbs FLASH. Felicity
inserts herself between George and Stacy who reel from surprise
at the unexpected intrusion.

GEORGE
(shocked)
Felicity?
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FELICITY
(slapping George)
You asshole - I knew it!

STACY
It's not what you think.

GEORGE
It's not what you think.

Felicity slaps Stacy who slaps her back. The two women start to
brawl. Cameras FLASH furiously. The Paparazzi is having a field
day. George tries to restrain Felicity.

GEORGE
Felicity! Stop it! She's just
a...writer.

FELICITY
Oh, George, can't you be more
creative than that?

GEORGE
She is a writer.

Felicity turns to Stacy, maliciously.

FELICITY
Well, you better have this deal in
writing - 'cause this guy likes to

use more than a kiss to seal his
contracts. And trust me - it's not
binding!

FREEZE FRAME: FELICTY THROWS HER ENGAGEMENT RING INTO THE POOL
AS GEORGE AND STACY IN HER BATHROBE WATCH, APPALLED.

INT. IOWA CAFE - MORNING

Every PATRON at every table silently gawks at a photo as they
read the front page of The Des Moines Register. HEADLINE: IOWA
SCREENWRITER CAUGHT BREAKING AND ENTERING! **In smaller type it
reads: **Breaking Felicity Alliana's Heart and Entering George
Deonato's Life!

The photo is of George kissing Stacy as Felicity rushes in
followed by the paparazzi.
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As the patrons read, they nudge each other and point at various
paragraphs and photos, one of which is George's Lamborghini
parked next to Stacy's Lamborghini in front of a ten car
garage. The cars are almost identical.

At a table in the back, the three former high school
classmates, Katie, JULIE, and NORA, also check out the front
page. They suddenly burst out laughing. The laughing escalates
until it is uncontrollable.

Emma enters the café and makes her way through the crowd to
join them. She looks serious and exhausted. The women stop
laughing when they see her face.

EMMA
Could you guys refrain from
talking to the press? I have a
feeling this thing is going to
escalate.

The other women wait for more information.

EMMA
You know I can't talk about it...

JULTE
Although you have to admit, it is
pretty funny.

KATIE
She told me she was staying at his
house - but I didn't think it was
romantic!

Emma just shakes her head.

NORA
Well at least she's, you know...
meeting people. That's great.

The other women look at her.

KATIE
Nora, dear, we all meet people,
but the meeting doesn't usually
end up on the front cover of the
local paper, or who knows - maybe
People Magazine.

Nora SHRIEKS.
NORA

Stacy's going to be on the cover?
In a Lamborghini?
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I/E. BEVERLY HILLS - LAMBORGHINI - DAY

It's hard to be incognito in a Lamborghini. Everywhere Stacy
drives, heads turn to look at her. A few blocks back, Peter
follows in the Maserati. Stacy finally pulls off onto a quiet
street and parks. Her phone rings.

STACY
Yes?

ZEISSMAN RECEPTIONIST
Stacy Mason? Mr. Zeissman would
like to speak with you.

STACY
Oh, sure, now that I am famous,
even the elusive Mr. Zeissman will
take my calls!

MR. ZEISSMAN
I heard that. Look, lady, you got
me in a lot of hot water with my
wife. She's threatening divorce.

STACY
What?

MR. ZEISSMAN
You could've kept the car out of
it.

STACY
I'm confused.

MR. ZEISSMAN

(hisses into the phone)
My wife thinks we're having an
affair. The car's been missing for
over a week. I told her it was
stolen and filed a police report.
Now it shows up next to George
Deonato's Lamborghini and you guys
are kissing! And you're wearing my
wife's clothes!

STACY
What else was I supposed to wear!

MR. ZEISSMAN
I don't know if she's more mad
about our affair, her clothes - or
about the neighbors laughing that
you're double-timing me.
(MORE)
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MR. ZEISSMAN (CONT’D)
She doesn't want to be married to
a complete schmuck!

STACY
But Mr. Zeissman - nothing's going
on between us!

MR. ZEISSMAN
I know that and you know that but
I had to admit I was having an
affair with you. It sort of makes
me a celebrity.

Stacy puts her head in her hands.

STACY
(to herself)
LA is way too weird for me.
(louder)
Okay, I'll trade you the car for
the truck. Is it ready?

MR. ZEISSMAN
No. They're having trouble getting
parts. Look lady, I'll get you a
nice rental car.

STACY
No, you "look", Mr. Zeissman. I'm
keeping this car until my truck is
fixed.

Stacy slams the phone down. It rings again. Stacy ignores it.

INT. STACY'S AGENT'S OFFICE WAITING ROOM - DAY

Paris inks her fake tattoo as she punches in a number on her
desk phone.

PARIS
Stacy? Heya, it's Paris. Cool pics
in the paper! Frieda def wants to
talk.

I/E. PETER'S VW - MOMENTS LATER

Peter sits behind the wheel, watching Stacy talk on the phone.
He calls her.



PETER
(curt)
Stacy. Saw the paper this morning.
Looks like you're learning how to
work Hollywood. Already got a deal
with the Deo?

INTERCUT WITH STACY'S CAR

I/E. LAMBORGHINI

STACY
Oh, Peter. It's not what you
think. We were just celebrating.
But it is very exciting. George...

PETER
George, is it?

STACY
Mr. Deonato. He's agreed to star
in my movie! Isn't that exciting?

Peter is silent, then gets business-like.

PETER
Yeah. I guess you'll get a lot
more for that deal now. What are
they offering?

STACY
Oh the studio hasn't called me
yet, but my agent, Frieda, says...

She stops.

PETER
Yeah?

STACY
I'm not supposed to say.

PETER

(angry)
Well whatever it is, you tell her
we'll double it.

He clicks off the phone and calls Dale.



INTERCUT WITH GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE

INT.GREG'S ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Dale smokes a cigar. The phone rings.

DALE
Been expecting your call, Peter.
That is one smart honey! Good work
catching her seducing him with her
script! Yep, she's pretty smart,
but she's also pretty stupid to
get caught in the act by that
jealous fiancé!

Peter is thoughtful, quiet. He watches Stacy
and rummage through the trunk.

PETER
She didn't sleep with him.

DALE
Oh, right! Well, if that's true,
don't tell anybody. We got the
kissing pics in the national press
- practically adultery! Incredible
luck.

No response from Peter.

DALE
Hey, you're not falling for that
broad are ya, Petey-boy? I mean
she is a hottie! Liked the bikini.

Dale snickers as he puffs.

Peter grimaces,

looks up,
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get out of her

shuts his eyes and shakes his head. When he

Stacy's car is just turning the corner.

PETER
Dale, I need to go.

DALE
Wait! You are driving up the price
like we discussed, right?

car

But Peter has clicked off his phone as he starts the engine and
looking frantically for Stacy's car. He sees it pull
into Wow's parking lot. He parks the VW a few cars away and

pulls out,

waits.



EXT. HOLLYWOOD - WOW!'S COFFEE - AFTERNOON

At a table in the back, Stacy, in another short mini-kn
hides behind large dark glasses and a newspaper. Becka sits
down at Stacy's table and pulls the paper away from Stacy's

face.

BECKA
Thanks for ordering for me. Ya
gotta put the paper down if we're
gonna talk. Just forget about our
little blowup. So...

Stacy lowers the newspaper. Other patrons look at her,
whisper amongst themselves.

BECKA
Stace!

Stacy glares at her.

BECKA
I mean Stacy and George! You go
girl! No wonder you weren't
interested in hooking up with
those losers at the bar the other
night. And I thought you were just
being a shy-baby.

Stacy glares at her.

STACY
Rebecka, please. Let's not talk
about it. Nothing happened. It was
just an innocent kiss.

BECKA
Right. George Deonato never takes
no for an answer. Besides, who
would wanna say no to him?

STACY
Well I did. Although, when he
started to kiss me back...

The entire coffee shop is suddenly completely quiet, no
movement anywhere as all wait for details. Stacy hasn't

noticed.

STACY
And he is one heck of a kisser. I
still can't believe...
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it,

then
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Stacy looks around as she realizes THE RESTAURANT PATRONS are
listening and snapping photos of her on their phones. She
quickly gets up, goes through the kitchen and walks out the
back door. Becka hurriedly follows.

EXT. WOW!'S COFFEE - MOMENTS LATER

In the parking lot, Stacy ducks behind an SUV. Becka imitates
her. She glances at the VALET station where several
photographers are waiting.

STACY
(whispers)
I have to get out of here.

Becka grabs Stacy.

BECKA
Stacy, Marcus called. He wants to
talk. Money. Big bucks, kiddo.

STACY
Tell him to call my agent.

BECKA
No, he wants to talk to you
direct. He's on the patio at
Shutters.

Stacy straightens up, then sees a TV news van slowly driving
through the lot, its OCCUPANTS scanning. It stops and blocks
the Lamborghini. Stacy ducks down again and GROANS. She
indicates the news van to Becka.

BECKA
Let's take the bike.

The two duck behind cars until they get to Becka's motorcycle.
Becka hops on. Stacy, unfamiliar with getting on the back of a
motorcycle, especially in a short dress, attempts to straddle

it gracefully as Becka races out of the parking lot.

Peter follows.

EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL SANTA MONICA

The motorcycle zooms in, almost hitting the valets. Stacy tries
to dismount. Recognizing that it is Stacy Mason,** **the two
surprised valets help her, completely ignoring Becka.

SHUTTERS VALET#1
Miss Mason, welcome back. You are
expected on the terrace.
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Stacy tugs at her dress, then strides into the hotel. Becka
calls after her.

BECKA
I'll wait here with the bike. I'm
supposed to be persona non grata.

POV: Peter's VW, parked on the street in front of the hotel.
Peter sits behind the wheel, watching the hotel.

EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL PATIO - MOMENTS LATER

Marcus and Patricia drink coffee, impatiently watching the
hotel doors. As soon as they see Stacy, they jump up to welcome
her, greeting her with hugs, like an old friend.

MARC
Stace, honey.

PATRICIA
(warmly)
Stacy, darling.

Annoyed, Stacy shrugs them off and sits down. The two producers
vie to see who can first offer her pastries, pour her coffee,
make her comfortable. Instead it gives her new confidence.

STACY
Rebecka..

MARC
Shh!

PATRICIA

(turns to Marc)
Are you still seeing that tart?

Marcus glares at her.

MARCUS
We want to talk about your little
project.
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STACY
Well I guess it's not so little
now that George is interested.

MARCUS
Yes, uh, George. Did he say how
much he needed?

STACY
I thought the negotiations were
all through my agent.

Marcus and Patricia look at each other.

PATRICIA
Well, usually they are. But this
is, somehow, different. I mean,
you have an intimate relation..

STACY
Wait, just a minute..

MARCUS
She meant, "close." A close
relationship. That means you know
more than the agents.

Stacy is silent.

PATRICIA
Doesn't it?

MARCUS
Just tell us what you need. Frieda
said $100,000...

Stacy's eyes widen.

PATRICIA
But that was before Mr. Deonato
indicated his, shall we say,
interest.

Stacy shakes her head in disbelief.

STACY
A hundred thousand dollars?

MARCUS
(to Patricia)
I told you it wasn't enough.

Stacy CHOKES on a pastry. Patricia pushes a glass of water
her hands. Stacy swallows hard, trying to speak.

into



MARCUS
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Miss Mason - what's the bottom
line? What do you really need?

Stacy thinks as they sweat.

STACY

Well, in addition to more money,
since Zeissman isn't taking care
of it, I've got to have some new

wheels.
MARC
Zeissman?
PATRICIA
Wheels?

Marcus and Patricia look at each other, confused. Marcus gets
up from the table and motions Patricia to get up.

MARCUS
We'll see what we can do.

And

don't worry, Patty and I'll take
care of anything you want. And I

mean anything.

Stacy looks dumbfounded as Marcus kisses her lightly on the
cheek, then walks away, whispering to Patricia.

A TAP on her shoulder. It's Peter.

PETER

Hey, imagine running into you

here.

STACY

Oh, hi, Peter. I was just meeting

with Big Deal.

PETER
Yeah, I saw. Look, Stacy,

I need

to ask you something. Can I join

you?

Stacy nods as he pulls out a chair.

She is still re-running the

previous amazing conversation in her head, so she isn't really

paying attention to Peter.
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PETER
This is a little awkward, but -
you told me you were getting
divorced.

Stacy's attention snaps to Peter on the word "divorced".

PETER
So if you make a deal before
you're divorced, your husband gets
half of whatever you get for the
movie, right?

STACY
(glumly)
And alimony, too.

PETER
Alimony? What? The guy can't work?

STACY
Apparently I'm the primary
breadwinner. So you're right. If I
get this deal, he'll probably get
half. A hundred K seemed like a
lot until it's half of that.

Peter covers his surprise at the high amount with COUGHING. She
hands him her glass of water. He drinks.

PETER
A hundred K? Well, that's
ridiculous.

STACY
It is?

The both look at each other with a certain intensity, then look
away as they each realize their attraction.

PETER
Sure. 500 is the least we would
offer, if you've got Deonato.

Stacy swiftly kisses him on the cheek and jumps up and runs
off, calling over her shoulder.

STACY
Thank you! I'm going to call
Frieda.

Peter smiles, but as soon as she is gone, his face goes pale.
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EXT. SHUTTERS HOTEL SANTA MONICA

Stacy runs out the lobby and finds Becka, standing next to the
Lamborghini, flirting with the valets.

STACY
Becka! My producer friend said
they'd pay me $500,000 dollars!
Can you believe it?

Surprised by the amount, Becka recovers and high-fives her,
then grabs her cell phone and starts dialing.

BECKA
That's peanuts. I bet Marcus will
top that. I'm calling him.
(mutters to herself)
Maybe I'll get a piece of this,
yet.

Stacy's phone rings.

STACY
Mr. Deonato? Oh, I mean, George. I
can't believe you're calling me.

She listens.

STACY
No! I mean, yes! Dinner tonight
would be great!

Stacy hangs up looking at the phone like she has never seen it
before. A few feet away Becka is still on her phone.

BECKA

(whispering, into her phone)
Look, Marky, she's on the phone
with George right now. She has a
deal with him. And you need to
make a deal with her right now.
I'm telling you she can sell that
now anywhere in town.

I/E. MUSSO & FRANK RESTAURANT - NIGHT

A Limo drops Deonato and Stacy off.

INT. MUSSO & FRANK RESTAURANT

Deonato toasts champagne with Stacy.



As they exit Musso's out the back,
Peter standing next to his Maserati, waiting for her.

GEORGE
To our new project!
Congratulations! I still can't
believe this is your first script.
And you sold it in just over a
week! You must have some agent!
Amazing the price you commanded!
And another fabulous car to boot!

STACY
I still can't believe it, either.

GEORGE

Frankly, I don't get you. On the
one hand you seem so not La La
Land. Very centered and real. But
I've seen your Lamborghini and its
vanity plates.

(amused)
'RICH'! Really? You obviously
don't need the dough or another
car - or the hassle from the Biz.
So what's the deal?

STACY
(horrified)
Oh, no! That's not my car. I
drive an old pickup! But you see
when I was driving into LA last
week, some drunk sideswiped me in
his Lamborghini and....

INT. MUSSO & FRANK'S RESTUARANT - NIGHT - LATER

Stacy and George are having dessert and coffee.

GEORGE
That, my new friend, is one
incredible story. And, who knows,
if our first film works out, maybe
we can talk about making another
one together!

George grasps the situation and their mutual attraction
immediately.

GEORGE
Looks like your friend wants to
take you home. Stacy, thanks for a
great dinner. See you on the set!
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she starts when she sees
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As the valet pulls up Deonato's car, Peter takes Stacy's hand.

PETER
I've been meaning to talk to you
about us. And how I really met
you.

STACY
(confused)
I thought we met that day at the
beach.

PETER
There's actually a little more to
that story. Can we go back inside
and have a drink?

INT. MUSSO & FRANK RESTAURANT
At a quiet candlelit table, Stacey stares at Peter.

STACY
Peter, I'm still a little stunned
by that revelation. You were
working for that slum lawyer of
Greg's? And pretending to be my
business associate? My potential
producer?!

Peter looks down at the tablecloth.

PETER
Stacy, you have every right to be
angry. I...the truth is, I was
playing a game. I didn't need the
money, it was just fun to be a
detective instead of a successful
tech guy. Then I realized I liked
you...you were being taken
advantage of...and I wanted to
help you up the ante. But I
should've told you.

Stacy is silent. Reflecting on what has happened.
Finally she speaks, quietly.
STACY
I should be furious with you,
Peter...But at the same time, I

have to thank you for driving up
the price.

Peter looks hopeful.
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PETER
So, maybe you do "owe me"
(smiling)
.but you could always thank me in
kisses.

Stacy hesitates then kisses him fully on the lips.

STACY
So as long as you give up your
side hustle...

He nods, emphatically.

STACY
I think you just gave me an idea
for another movie!

They clink glasses.

EXT. VENTURA COUNTY LINE BEACH - SOME TIME LATER THAT
YEAR

A classic rare Dusenberg J29 convertible, top down. Stacy
behind the steering wheel pulls into the beach parking lot,
singing along to the Gershwin classic "Nice Work If You Can Get
It".

Peter's Maserati pulls in next to her. As they get out, they
high five each other, then he takes her hand and they walk into
the sunset.

As they watch the sun dip below the ocean's horizon, behind
them the rising moon shines on the Duesenberg's vanity plates
FAST CASH.

THE END (Almost)

Closing Titles to: Tony Bennett's duet with Diana Krall: "The
Best is Yet to Come"

MONTAGE OF VARIOUS SPINNING NEWS HEADLINES:

VARIETY: New Wiz in the Biz Saves His Big Deal (Photo: Stacy)

Des Moines Record: Local Girl Goes Big Time with Big Deal*
(Photo: Stacy &** Marcus)***

VARIETY: $1M J29 Duesenberg Convertible Used in George
Deonato's New Movie Part of Big Deal's Pay Deal to Hollywood's
Newest Screen Scribe (Photo: Car)



104.

Des Moines Register: Attorney Dale Crowe Suspended for
Salacious Comments in the Courtroom (Photo: Dale)

LAS VEGAS REVIEW-JOURNAL: Small Change Gambler from Iowa
Totally Loses It (Photo: Greg being bounced out of casino)

Facebook Page: Big in the Biz - Check Me Out I'm "Connected"
(Photo: Becka on her bike with Hollywood Hills sign behind her)

HOLLYWOOD GAZETTE: Hollywood Florida Welcomes the Parents of
Hollywood Biz Wiz Screenwriter (Photo: Photo Stacy's Parents)

The Hollywood Reporter: Former Cop Bodyguards Hollywood's
Newest Writer Sensation (Photo: Jason)

VARIETY: George and Felicity TRY AGAIN! (Photo: George &**
Felicity)**

Des Moines Register: *Roosevelt High Celebrates 20th Reunion
Class - Hollywood Screenwriter Attends (Photo: Stacy, Emma,
Katie, Julie, &** Nora)***

FADE OUT



