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Over BLACK, the soft, dulcet tones of MUZAK.

FADE UP ON:

EXT. OCOTILLO PSYCHIATRIC INSTITUTE - ARIZONA - NIGHT

The OCOTILLO PSYCHIATRIC INSTITUTE - nestled in the HIGH
DESERT - a perfectly manicured, picturesque place, housing
every variety of imsanity. Think... a STUDIO lot.

INT. OCOTILLO INSTITUTE - LOBBY - NIGHT

In the institute’'s LOBBY, BERNICE, a too-sweet NIGHT
RECEPTIONIST, African-American, heavy-set, is playing
FARMVILLE on her DESKTOP PC, when she is STARTLED by...

AMMO (0.S.)
Evening, ma’am. We’'re here to
visit a patient.

30's, gruff, SOUTHERN ACCENT, subtly terrifying. Whatever
room AMMO enters, there's suddenly less air to breathe. He
leans an elbow on the counter and SMILES.

AMMO
puncan Trevello. T-R-E-V-E-L-L-0.

BERNICE
Like J-E-L-L-0.
(Bill Cosby impression)
Zip zop zoobity bop. Apologies,
darlin, visiting hours ended at 8
P.

AMMO
Could you make an exception? We’'ve
come an awful long way.

BERNICE
(locks around, confused)
We?’

AMMO
Sorry, dyslexic. Me.

BERNICE
I.
(smiles)
Daddy was an English teach-

AMMO
Bernice, is it? Beautiful name.
My nana’s. She’s dead.

(MORE)




AMMO (CONT'D)

Tell me, Bernice. You remember
what happened to you this same
Friday night, say, a month ago?

Bernice smiles guiltily as she glances at Farmville.

AMMO
How ‘bout 10 years ago? Course
not. Here’s the thing. You don’t
do as I ask, you're gonna remember
this Friday. 2 month from now...
10 years from now... Forever.

Bernice nods, ashen, but very slowly, stilly pushes a PANIC
BUTTON behind the counter... which silently FLASHES RED.

AMMO
Cause I'm the kinda crazy belongs
in a swell place like this. And
I'm about to start doing the kinda
stuff you'd definitely remember.

Ammo’s SMILE DISAPPEARS as he notices Bernice’s eyes subtly
BLINKING RED from the reflected light of the PANIC BUTTON.

AMMO
Zip zop zoobity bop.

Ammo’s right hand DARTS OUT like a SNAKE. We hear the SLAM
of Bernice'’'s FOREHEAD on the counter.

The WHIPLASH snaps her back in her chair. Her forehead is
BRUISED, her EYES ROLLED BACK, UNCONSCIOUS.

AMMO

Second thought. Maybe you won’t
remember .

INT. HALL - NIGHT

3 HUGE MATLE ORDERLIES, DECKED in WHITE, RUSH DOWN a HALL to
Muzak’s mellifluous interpretation of Heart’s ‘CRAZY ON YOU,'’
each carrying an OPEN STRAITJACKET.

AMMO walks toward the hall. He sees the orderlies rushing
his way and STOPS, pausing only to...

-+ »Subtly UNBUTTON the cuff on his right wrist... then the
cuff on his left. GO TIME.

The orderlies BURST into the lobby. What happens next is the
stuff of Ocotille Psychiatriec legend.
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Suddenly, the Muzak ramps into a HARD-CHARGING ALTERNATIVE
COVER of ‘CRAZY ON YOU.‘’ The first orderly RUSHES at Ammo
with an OPEN JACKET, and...

AMMO
This is Spartaaaaaaal

...THUNK! Ammo jams his arms INTO the jacket and KICKS the
orderly in the CHEST. Then PULLS the sleeves INSIDE CUT.

Ammo forces the sleeves onto the orderly’s ARMS, BUCKLES him
in, and BODY-SLAMS him onto his HEAD.

The second orderly DRIVES his straitjacket onto AMMO'’s ARM.
Ammo THRUSTS the OTHER sleeve onto the ORDERLY's ARM.

They're now EACH wearing a sleeve of the SAME jacket,
ENTWINED together in BRUTAL CLOSE QUARTERS.

Ammo and the orderly BEAT one another while engaging in what
looks like a mad, fast-motion game of ‘TWISTER.'

AMMO
Right foot. To left cheek.

Ammo KICKS, TUGS, CARTWHEELS, SPINS, DUCKS, PUNCHES, DIVES
under the orderly’'s LEGS, PULLS him through his own LEGS,
etc. - a chaotic TORNADO of VIOLENCE.

ANGLE ON the THIRD ORDERLY, who starts throwing HOOKS. Ammo
SWINGS the second orderly into the PATH of the PUNCHES.

Suddenly, WHOOSH-THWACK! Ammo FREES himself and JAMS the
sleeve onto the ARM of the third orderly.

.Now the 2 ORDERLIES are ENTWINED in the SAME JACKET. They

resemble a 2-HEADED BOXER, throwing punches with 4 ARMS.
AMMO BOBS, WEAVES, lands KNEES, FOREARMS, ELBOWS, FISTS...

...then GRABS the SECOND orderly’s free wrist and SWINGS him
as 1f performing a HAMMER THROW.

The THIRD orderly swings by the jacket like a ROTOR BLADE.
The FIRST orderly gains his feet and is CLOTHES-LINED.

The third orderly POPS OUT of the jacket and SMACKS a PILLAR.
The second orderly frees his arm when UMPH! - AMMO pulls the
jacket over his HEAD and WRAPS either SLEEVE around his NECK.
ammo RIDES him like a bronco, TWISTING the SLEEVES TIGHTER.

The orderly sways, totters, and FACE-PLANTS. Amme jumps back
to where he’s riding him like a SURF-BOARD, then STEPS OFF...




...and STOMPS on the orderly's head with one big BOOT.

SMASH CUT BACK
TO:

MUZAK's harmonious ‘CRAZY ON YOU,’ as AMMO calmly RE-BUTTONS
his 2 CUFFS and STRIDES out of the lobby into the HALL.

Behind him, the 3 ORDERLIES are TRUSSED up in the
STRAITJACKETS: the first tied to the PITLAR, HUGGING it, the
second HANGING upside-down by his FEET from an overhead PIPE,
and the third SPINNING from an overhead CEILING FAN.

INT. HALL - NIGHT

A NAMEPLATE outside a PADDED ROOM reads ‘TREVELLO, D.’ AMMO
peeks through the SMALL GLASS WINDOW in the door. The BOTTOM
of 2 BUNK BEDS has a big LUMP under the covers.

Again, Ammo UNBUTTONS his CUFFS... then KICKS the door in.

AMMO
Pack up the crazy, amige. Time to
get out of jail free.

He THROWS BACK the COVERS of the bottom bunk to discover
PHINEAS AND FERB STUFFED ANIMAT.S where Duncan should be.

A CHUBBY MIDDLE-AGED INMATE sits up in the upper bunk, a worn
‘PARTY OF FIVE' POSTER pasted on the ceiling abowve him.

PATTENT

I've missed you like mad, Bailey
Salinger!

Ammo knocks him out COLD. Ammo’s eyes guickly dart to the
WINDOW on the far wall, its BARS BENT OUTWARD. 2 ‘ROPE’ made
of BEDSHEETS descends to the ground outside.

Ammo moves to the window and gazes out over the high desert,
his quarry GONE. RAGE flits across his face.

CHI CHI (0.S.)
Change! 400.

INT. GOLDEN NUGGET CASINO - NIGHT

A pair of BROWN HANDS scoops up a bunch of CRUMPLED BILLS, a
nickel, 3 pennies, and a LINT BALL...

A deadpan FILIPINO BLACKJACK DEALER, CHI CHI, mid—40’s, drops
the lint into a trash can and looks across at...



DUNCAN
Count careful... Chi Chi, is it?

.,..our HERO, 30’s, CHARISMATIC, unkempt hair, ragged camo
jacket, every screw loose. DUNCAN is perched excitedly on a
stool at purple-felted Blackjack table number 9.

DUNCAN
That’s 8 years unspent vending
machine allowance. I‘ve resisted a
boatload'a Southwest Ranch Bugles
to be here tonight.
(re: Dblackjack chips)
Whites, please.

CHI CHI
They work weekends. At Bellagio.

Duncan laughs gregariously, goes to KNUCKLE BUMP Chi Chi, who
leaves him hanging. o

CHI CHI
No touchie.

DUNCAN
Same where I'm from.
(lowers voice)
Qcotillo Psychiatric. Shh...
They’ll come a’ lookin.

chi Chi slides out 4 BLACK CHIPS, pockets the 8 cents.

CHI CHI
50 you cuckoo?

The words HURT. The CHARISMATIC, COCKSURE smile Duncan’s
‘ been flashing, the one that’s been hiding insecurities that
go Chilean-Miner-deep, DISAPPEARS.

DUNCAN
‘Cuckoo’ is a bird. O©Or a clock.

CHI CHI
; (chirps like clock)
i Cuckoo. Cuckoo.

| DUNCAN

’ I'm ‘neurologically challenged.’
Somewhere between ‘Can’t-board-the-
plane-if-you-catch-sight-of-the-
pilot.’ That’'s my Aunt Peach. And
‘Think-you'’'re-Jennifer-Love-
Hewitt.’ That's my roommate. He
thinks I’'m Matt Fox.




CHI CHI

Surrounded by cuckoo do not make
you cuckoo...

Walking up behind Duncan are:

DUNCAN

Unfortunately, Cheech... it sure as
shit does.

A COWBOY. A NINJA. And a VIKING. In PERIOD REGALIA.

[Our lead actor plays all 3 of these characters, who look and
sound Identical to Duncan - because they are Duncan, or more
accurately, 3 personalities that only exist in his own head.
Only Duncan, and by extension, the audience, can see and hear

Cowboy, Ninja, and Viking. Think of them as Duncan's
imaginary friends. ]

NINJA, black jumpsuit, anxious, anal retentive, is in FULL
FRET. He’s the closest thing to Duncan’s SUPER-EGO.

NINJA
(to Duncan)
Next time you crawl out a window on
a bedsheet rope in the middle of
the night and cross a desert?
Please leave a notel

Duncan ROLLS his EYES as Ninja SITS DOWN on the STOOL next to
him. VIKING, bearskin pelt and horned helmet, sits on the
next stool over. If Ninja operates as Duncan's Super-Ego,
Viking is clearly the opposite — his ID.

VIKING
I've spent 2,936 days walking on
cold linoleum, listening to
muzak... of muzak. And I plan to
make up for it in the next 2 hours.
(to passing waitress)
Fiérum banana ccladas!

A COCKTAIL WAITRESS in leopard skin lycra, cheaper and older

than the SCOTCH she’s serving, SHUFFLES past... with NO
REACTION WHATSOEVER.

VIKING
Yo! Deaf Leopard! Whose village a

Norseman gotta burn to get a
drink?!

COWBOY, 1l0-gallon hat, off in his own crazy, hard-tack world,
sits down, spurs jangling, and stares harder than Eastwood.
He’s the craziest side of Duncan. Just plain nuts.



COWBOY
I have sand. In my chaps.

DUNCAN
(threatening)
Better than cement in your boots.
(turns back to Chi Chi)
My apologies, Cheech. Please
forgive ‘em...

We cut to CHI CHI's POINT-OF-VIEW: No one is gitting on
those other 3 stools.

CHI CHI
Um. Forgive... who?
DUNCAN
(realizes)
Right.
VIKING

(tugs on Duncan’s sleeve)
Those Banana Coladas...

DUNCAN
(swats Viking's hand away,
then relents, to
waitress)

Hey beautiful... 4 banana coladas,
8 umbrellas.
(to Cowboy, Ninja, and
Viking)

Make yourselves useful. For once.

Duncan pushes out a black chip, slides one each in front of
Cowboy, Ninja, and Viking, and flashes that SMILE.

DUNCAN
I‘ma take this place down.

Beck’'s ‘LOSER' kicks in.

INT. GOLDEN NUGGET MONTAGE - LATER

CHIPS piling up. BANANA COLADAS watered down. Blackjacks.
Winning big. Duncan plays all 4 hands. NINJA pores over the
casino’s guide on ‘HOW TO WIN AT BLACKJACK.' VIRING SPINS in
circles on his stool. COWBOY fails to LASSO waitresses.

VIKING (0.S.)
Double it, Dunc.

Suddenly, we bounce out of the montage.




NINJA
A 172!

VIKING
Just a man.

DUNCAN
(hushed, angry)
Inside voices!

Are you insane?!

Raised among men.

CHI CHI shoots a look at the PIT BOSS, who’s now watching
intently, highly interested in both Duncan’s win streak and
his habit of talking to UNSEEN PERSONS.

CHI CHI
Book says... don't
against 6,

NINJA

double 17

(holds out book, pointing)

It’s right here!
friend!

DUNCAN
Book don‘’t account

VIKING
Show the brown man

NINJA
Do not! I command
command it?

DUNCAN

Chi Chi's our

for cuckoo.

just how!

it! can I

(gives in to temptation,
pushes out chips)

Doob-1lay!

VIKING

Blood rushing everywhere!

NINJA

My hands are clamming up.

that.

CHT CHI

They do

(shakes head, alerts pit

boss)
Doubling 17.
officially seen it

The PIT BOSS saunters over.
Thumb.

Chi Chi now

all.

Spins his PINKIE RING with his

EYES intently on DUNCAN.



DUNCAN
Down, please.

Chi Chi deals a card. Down.

VIKING
FYI. By double it. I meant my
drink. Not that crap hand.

chi Chi turns to his own hand. Flips over his down card. A
10, which puts Chi Chi at sweet 16. Slides a card from the
shoe. Another 6. 22. Dealer BUSTS again.

Everyone goes NUTS! Chi Chi flips over Duncan’s down card on
the double-down. A 4. 21. ICING on the CAKE.

NINJA
Winner!

VIKING
Winner!

COWBOY

Pogsum dinner.

Duncan stuffs his winnings into a FUCHSIA MINI KIDDIE ROLLING
SUITCASE. He extends his fist to CHI CHI for a knuckle
bump... only it‘s GRABBED by a very MEATY HAND...

DUNCAN
Uhh... no touchie?

...belonging to the Casino's CAPTAIN of SECURITY. BALD.
FORTIES. Puts the brick in brick house. The Pit Boss stands
at his shoulder. The Captain SMILES.

CAPTAIN (0.S.)
I know what you’re thinking...

INT. CASINO OFFICE - NIGHT

We find ourselves in a huge, plush corner CASINC OFFICE...
beautiful views through various plate glass picture windows.

DUNCAN sits nervously on a SOFA, hands tied behind his back.
COWBOY, NINJA, and VIKING sit sheepishly next to him.

Behind Duncan stand the PIT BOSS and 3 MENACING GOONS.

We REVERSE ANGLE to see the bald SECURITY CAPTAIN standing
behind a big MAHOGANY DESK.
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CAPTATN
What’s so bad about stealing from a
casino? They'’re owned by deep-
pocketed corporations now.

VIKING
How did he know what I was
thinking?!

The CAPTAIN walks around the desk. From his P.0.V., Duncan
is ALONE on that couch.

CAPTATIN
But lemme tell you who you're
really stealing from...

The Captain turns around a picture frame on his desk,

revealing a shot of his 10-year-old DAUGHTER, in a SOCCER
UNIFORM, holding a ball, SMILING.

CAPTAIN
.. .EINa .
There’s no other word for it, Emma is... FAT.
NINJA

(eyes wide)
That looks like him.

VIRKING
In drag.

Duncan’s eyes dart left. Please shut up.

CAPTAIN
(oblivious to Viking)
See, this casino pays Emma’s daddy -
me - to watch their money. So when
you steal that money, you’re
stealing food off Emma’'s plate.

VIKING
And a good thing. She’s pushing 2
bills! No way she plays soccer!
(thinks)

Maybe in goal. Balls might bounce
off her.

NINJA

Have we learned nothing from our
First Lady?!

DUNCAN
(finally breaks)
Do not mention childhood obesity!
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Angle on the CAPTAIN, who REGISTERS DUNCAN'S COMMENT, which
actually just came out of Duncan’s mouth in the real world.

CAPTAIN
Come again?

DUNCAN
That was meant for somecne else.

CAPTAIN
Someone else.

DUNCAN
Where does Emma play? Midfield?

CAPTAIN
Goal.

Viking subtly NODS and SMILES. The Captain pulls ROLLS of
GAMBLING CHIPS out of Duncan’s mini rolling suitcase.

CAPTAIN
Emma’s got one just like this.
Bright color helps me find her.

VIKING
She’'d be hard to miss.

He tosses them to the PIT BOSS and the GOONS.

CAPTAIN
Trade secret. Go to punch a man,
you're bound to break your hand.
But not if you hold a roll of chips
in your fist.

DUNCAN
You'’re gonna beat me with my own
money? !

CAPTAIN

Qur money. And to within an inch
of your life. That’s as much leash
as the shareholders give me.

DUNCAN
And there’s nothing I can do or say
to stop you?

CAPTAIN
No.

VIKING
{to Duncan)
Say it.
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NINJA
Do not!

DUNCAN
No way to mitigate in any way the
severity of what's coming to me?

CAPTAIN
No.

DUNCAN
(little smile)
In that case. When Little Emma
backs up. She should beep. Beep.
Beep. NASA called - she may cause
the tides. She keeps Michelle
Obama up nights.

VIKING
And she looks like him. In drag.

DUNCAN
And she looks like you in drag.

Byes wide with incandescent RAGE, the CAPTAIN COCKS his fist

and PUNCHES, followed by the PIT BOSS and the GOONS. Duncan
DISAPPEARS under a pile of BLOWS.

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

WHOOSH! 1In SLO-MO, The SECURITY CAPTAIN, PIT BOSS, and 3
GOONS throw DUNCAN through the air into an alley. He EATS
ASPHALT in REGULAR SPEED.

DUNCAN writhes, in pain, MOANING. He rolls LEFT, where lie
COWBOY and NINJA, also beat up...

...and then RIGHT, where he’'s NOSE-TO-NOSE with VIKING, 2
BLACK EYES.

VIKING

Drag bit too far? Hm... is that a
Wertherg?

Viking PICKS and EATS a caramel from his beard. Duncan DRY

HEAVES. Exasperated, ANGRY, he digs through his POCKETS,
SEARCHING for something.

At first he PANICS, afraid it’s not there. But then he FINDS
it... opening up his palm to reveal a LEGO BOY MINI-FIGURE.
Brown snap-on BOWL hairdo, blue shirt, plastered smile.

Duncan clutches the FIGURINE TIGHTLY, like rosary beads, and
CLOSES his eyes, as if WISHING VERY HARD FOR SOMETHING.
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He RE-OPENS his eyes: COWBOY, NINJA, and VIKING are gone.
Battered as Duncan is, all the world’s pain leaks out of him.

He closes his eyes again, SERENE. We push in and then...

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. HOPE COVENANT ORPEANAGE -~ MORNING - FLASHBACK

A FLURRY of ACTIVITY as various LITTLE ORPHANS scramble, in a
mad hurry, to TIDY THEMSELVES UP.

COMBS SLIDE through hair. SMUDGES are wiped off cheeks. GUM
is spit out. SCUFFS are wiped off SHOES. COLLARED shirts
are pulled over T-SHIRTS. SHOELACES are tied. EYEGLASSES
are removed and hidden, SHOULDERS are STRAIGHTENED.

Suddenly, all falls STILL and QUIET. We hear distant
FOOTSTEPS on LINOLEUM.

We're at HIP-LEVEL as a NURSE’s WHITE DRESS and SHOES and a
BUSTNESSMAN's DARK SUIT-PANTS and SHINY BLACK WING-TIPS walk
down a long row of BUNK BEDS...

...PASSING various ADORABLE ORPHANS standing in a row, at
loving, respectful attention. These kids are like POUND
PUPPIES, hoping against hope to be worthy of a home.

As we track down the row of kids, we hear a growing
SCUFFLING. It becomes LOUDER as the adult feet approach the
ONE XID so far who's still completely out of sorts. He's a
misfit of a 7-YEAR-OLD BOY, writhing around on the floor,
trying to pull his PANTS on OVER his SHOES.

The ADULT FEET STOP and TURN.

The kid doesn’t even notice. He finally gets his shoes
through, HIKES UP his pants, and tucks in ONE SHIRTTAIL
before REALIZING he's being watched, FREEZING...

... TURNING... and SMILING. The boy is a DISHEVELED, WRINKLED
MESS... with a TOWERING case of BED-HEAD. He glances down,
EYES WIDE, upon REALIZING...

...he’s put his pants on BACKWARDS. He maintains that smile
ag he reaches BEHIND hig butt and ZIPS up his FLY.

REVERSE ANGLE to reveal the MAN staring down on him: RICHARD
BLAQ, early 30’s, charismatic, wise, warm, nattily attired in
a dark wool SUIT. Like Bill Clinton at a 10,000-dollar-a-
plate DNC dinner.
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BLAQ
You must be... Duncan?

Duncan nods, eager to please.

BLAQ
Like the donut. I'm Mr. Blag.
Like the color. But with a ‘qg.-’

The FEMALE NURSE at Blaqg’'s elbow secretly GESTURES to Duncan
to do something about his HAIR. Duncan quickly LICKS his
PALM and tries to PAT DOWN his BED-HEAD., Then extends the
same HAND to Blag to SHAKE.

Blaq looks at Duncan’s saliva-covered palm, hesitates, then
smiles and offers to FIST-BUMP Duncan instead.

They BUMP FISTS, and Blag makes his fist ‘EXPLODE.’

INT. PLAYROCM - MORNING - PFLASHBACK
We've moved to a communal PLAYROOM in the orphanage.

Little DUNCAN sits on a mini stool at a mini table, playing
with the SAME LITTLE BROY LEGO FIGURINE that ADULT DUNCAN was
last clutching in Vegas. He’s acting out mayhem, using the
figurine to play MULTIPLE CHARACTERS.

The boy is enraptured, in his own world, UNBALANCED somehow.

BOY
(in different character
‘voices"')
Drop i1t, pardner! Hyaa! Bang!
Diel! Rrrrr! Off with your head!

BLAQ (0.S.)
Awescme.

(re: figurine)
He kinda looks-

DUNCAN
{gazes up)
Like me.

BLAQ is sitting OPPOSITE Duncan on another mini stool, knees
nearly to his chin. He smiles.

BLAQ

Duncan, do you know how adoption
works?
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DUNCAN
I get to go home with you? If you
plick me.

BLAQ

Something like that, yes.

DUNCAN
Did Nurse Bloom tell you-?

BLAD
About your voices? Yes. A cowboy.
A ninja. BAnd a viking. Right?

Duncan nods, meekly nervous, as if he might lose his chance.

DUNCAN
I've been trying.

BLAD
Trying?

DUNCAN

To make them go away. So I can be
normal. Like other kids.

BLAO
Why would you want them to go
away?! Those voices, tThey make you
special.

Duncan SMILES. For the first time. In a long time.

BLAO
What if I said you should listen to
those voices? What if I said those
voices were your friends?

Blag sets aside the LEGO BOY, reaches into his sportcoat, and
retrieves 3 NEW Lego figurines: A COWBOY. A NINJA. 2nd a
VIKING. He places the figurines on the table. Slides a tiny
plastic PISTOL, KATANA, and BATTLE AXE into each’s hand.

Duncan locks THRILLED.

BLAQ
{leans in, whispers)
What if I said I know a place that
takes special little kids like you
and makes them really special?

Duncan reaches out and collects the 3 new figures reverently.




le.

BLAQ
What would you say?

We’'re tight on a beat of Duncan WHITE-KNUCKLING Cowboy,
Ninja, Viking:

DUNCAN
Pick me.

EXT. HOPE COVENANT CRPHANAGE - DAY - FLASHBACK

RICHARD BLAQ walks past camera AWAY from the orphanage into
the PARKING LOT, momentarily ALONE...

... until DUNCAN runs into frame, struggling with a FUCHSIA
MINI KIDDIE ROLLER SUITCASE, which threatens to topple.

Blag slows down and HOLDS OUT his HAND. Duncan TAKES it
happily, and they continue walking, HAND in HAND.

MATCH CUT TQO:

EXT./INT. PAWN SHOP - NIGHT - PRESENT

A battered, bloodied adult DUNCAN walks up to the ‘HERE
TODAY, PAWN TOMORROW’ pawn shop, trailing the same SUITCASE.

COWBOY, NINJA, and VIKING walk behind. Everyone stops.
Duncan stares up at the sign.

VIKING
Go on. We can’t let ’‘em get away
with that shit! Show ‘em you got
hair down there!

NINJA
Violence only begets violence.

Duncan mulls it over, then ENTERS the shop. Cowboy, Ninja,
and Viking start to follow him in. He turng. GLARES. So
they STAY BEHIND. Duncan approaches the FRONT COUNTER.

DUNCAN
Got a sec?

The early twenties SLACKER behind the counter, NED, looks up
from an INFOMERCIAL and a ‘HUNGRY MAN’ TV DINNER.

NED
Tuesday. 4 AM. I just bought a
Slap Chop. Yeah. I got a sec.
(sees Duncan’s bruises)
Whoa. Dude. You OK?
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Duncan tears off a piece of Ned's Salisbury steak, chows it
down, and unzips his suitcase.

DUNCAN
Depends. On whether you could use
anything in this bag...

Ned starts taking stuff out and examining it. He starts with
some wooden dolls, FROWNS.

DUNCAN
{proud)
My ‘Famous Russian Leaders’ nesting
dolls. That’s not a smudge. It's
Gorbachev's birth mark.

Out comes a roll of NOVELTY TOILET PAPER.
DUNCAN
My ‘Drop a Tuxd, Learn a Word' T.P!

A new vocabulary term on each
square.

Duncan rips off a square. Hands it to Ned. Well?

NED
{(reads)
‘Defenestrate.’ D-E-F-E-N-E-S-T-R-
A-T-E. Defenstrate. ‘To throw

someone or something out a window.'’

DUNCAN
(smiles)
Good word...

Ned takes out a framed 5x7 PHOTO of a loving, SMILING COUPLE.

NED
I know where you got your rugged
good looks.

Duncan‘s eyes widen, and he reaches quickly for the frame.

DUNCAN
Not for sale.

NED
Look, I'd love to be able to help,
but-~

Ned STOPS MID-SENTENCE. He starts pulling out BOTTLES of
PSYCHIATRIC DRUGS... Xanax, Chlorpromazine, Risperidone...
and lines them up on the counter.
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NED
What you need, I don’t think we’re
selling.

DUNCAN

You mean sanity? These’ve gotta be
worth something, right?

Ned reads the LABELS on the bottles.

NED
You’re a bloody mess, Duncan
Trevello.

DUNCAN

I am. Multiple personality
disorder. Like a big party in my
head. But with uninvited quests.
And no way to call the po-po.

NED
Imaginary friends from hell!
(pops a Xanax)
Here Today, Pawn Tomorrow is your
oyster. Go nuts. Margot-Kidder-in-
the-back-yard nuts.

DUNCAN
I'm about to...

INT. PAWN SHOP ATSLES - NIGHT - MOMENTS LATER

Duncan’s hand travels over the GOODS:

A MACHETE. A gold DOLLAR-SIGN NECKLACE. A PANINI-MAKER. A
huge, stuffed BLACK BEAR. A magic 8 BALL. Duncan shakes the
8 BALL. The die inside lands on ‘Outlook good.’

INT. COUNTER - NIGHT - MINUTES LATER

NED, eyes growing with concern, watches as DUNCAN places a
few ITEMS on the COUNTER, as if they were PRECIOUS ARTIFACTS:

An antique, PEARL-HANDLED COLT REVOLVER, with HOLSTER, and a
box of BULLETS. A NINJA's KATAWA, complete with SCABBARD.
And an honest-to-God, bigger-than-a-stop-sign BATTLE AXE.

NED

Wanna join our rewards club? 10
percent off.
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DUNCAN
So I get some pills back?

NED
Future visits only.
(off Duncan’s head shake)
Have an agreeable night, Duncan
Trevello.

Duncan RAISES the COLT, examining its sights. Ned dives
behind the counter. Reaches up. Grabs the bottle of Xanax.

DUNCAN
You too.

Duncan dips his index finger in the mashed potatoes and gravy
of Ned's HUNGRY MAN DINNER, and licks it off.

Duncan places the framed 5x7 back into his suitcase, turns
heel, and walks out as ELVIS’s ‘SUSPICIOUS MINDS' ramps up...

INT. GOLDEN NUGGET CASINO - DAWN

The front door to the Golden Nugget Casino OPENS to reveal
the blinding rays of SUNRISE. DUNCAN enters in SLO MO,
propelled by ELVIS, suitcase trailing.

Duncan wears the REVOLVER on ONE HIP, the KATANA on the
other, and the BATTLE AXE strapped to his BACK.

TOURISTS react, getting out of Duncan's way. Duncan crosses
the main floor toward a door marked SECURITY.

REGULAR SPEED as the PIT BOSS and his 3 GOONS give CHASE.

INT. SECURITY OFFICE — DAWN

Back in the huge corner office, the SECURITY CAPTAIN is on
the phone behind his desk.

CAPTAIN
Love you too. Daddy’ll be home
with brekkie. Yes, I know, extra
bacon, honey.

DUNCAN (0.S.)
(like a truck in reverse)
Beep. Beep. Beep.

BANG! The door to the room BLASTS OPEN. DUNCAN BACKS 1IN,
turns heel and stands tall, loaded for bear.
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The PIT BOSS and the 3 GOONS scurry in BEHIND, then halt,

waiting for permission to pounce. The Captaln hangs up and
walks out from behind his desk.

CAPTATIN
You did not come back here.

DUNCAN
To collect my winnings.

Duncan’s CHIPS are still sitting on the Captain’s DESK.

DUNCAN
And to teach you all a new word...

Duncan smiles.

EXT. CASINO - DAWN

We're outside the casino, where the RISING SUN REFLECTS off
the DARK PLATE-GLASS PICTURE WINDOWS on the SECOND FLOOR.

A peaceful beat. Then... SMASH!

In SLO-MQ, one of the windows BURSTS as the PIT BOSS comes
flying through it, FACE-FIRST, HOLLERING. We RAMP to REGULAR
SPEED as he PLUMMETS out of frame onto the asphalt below.

DUNCAN stands inside the window, admiring his HANDIWORK.
DUNCAN
D-E-F -

INT. BSECURITY OFFICE - CONTINUCUS

The first GOON sneers and BUM-RUSHES DUNCAN. Duncan grabs

him by CROTCH and COLLAR, SPINS, and HUCKS him THROUGH the
NEXT plate-glass window.

DUNCAN
-E-N-E -

The CAPTAIN draws a GLOCK, but DUNCAN immediately draws on

his COWBOY skill-set. He draws his SIX-SHOOTER and SHOOTS
first, hitting the Glock itself.

The Glock twirls through the air. Before it can land, BOOM!
BOOM! Duncan fires 2 more bullets into it, spinning it in
mid-air, this way, then that.

..until it lands harmlessly in a WASTE-CAN.
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Duncan FLIPS the six-shooter, grabs the BARREL END, and
awings the GRIP into the JAW of the next goon.

The goon staggers. Duncan doesn’t relent, PISTOL-WHIPPING
him... THUNK... across the room toward another WINDOW.

He flips his gun again and aims at the goon’s FOREHEAD.

The goon thinks he’s going to get shot BETWEEN the EYES, but
Duncan moves the gun and FIRES a BULLET THROUGH the WINDOW.

The window CRACKS outward like a spider web.

Then Duncan moves the gun barrel back onto the man's forehead
and PUSHES him BACKWARD, ever so slightly.

The goon falls back against the cracked window. It can’t
SUPPORT his WEIGHT, and SHATTERS, DROPPING him to asphalt.

DUNCAN
-8 -T-R -

Immediately, the FINAL goon SHOVES DUNCAN in the back.
puncan is about to plunge THROUGH the broken window when...

...he DRAWS his KATANA and plants it into the WOODEN FLOOR.

The sword BENDS, then snaps back to STRAIGHT, pulling Duncan
back into the room...

. ..where he PLUCKS the katana from the wood and WHACKS the
goon's head with the FLAT of the blade.

The goon backpedals, then grabs a tall IRON FLOOR LAMP and
throws aside the lamp-shade.

The goon SMASHES the LIGHT BULB on the floor, creating a
SHARP GLASS TIP, and then LUNGES with the makeshift ‘SPEAR.’

Duncan goes NINJA, agilely AVOIDING the SPEAR... LIMBOING
under it... JUMPING over it... BLOCKING it with his sword.

The Captain digs into the WASTE-CAN for his GLOCK, but...

...BOOM! Duncan draws his six-shooter again and shoots the
waste-can OUT of his hands.

BOOM! He shoots the can again, causing it to ROLL away.

CLICK. Duncan’s OUT of BULLETS. So he THROWS the pistol,
WHACKING the Captain between the eyes.

The goon LUNGES. CRASH! Duncan’s katana SLIDES away.
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The ‘spear’ buries in the DRYWALL. Duncan jumps, lands on
the lamp, STEPS down its length, drops off, KICKS.

The goon kicks back. Duncan grabs his foot and RIPS off his
SHOE. The goon KICKS again. Duncan RIPS off the OTHER shoe.

DUNCAN wraps the lamp’'s ELECTRIC CORD AROUND the goon, and...

SHOVE! - PUSHES him backward with the lamp. The ‘spear’ end
BREAKS FREE from the wall.

Duncan runs. The goon SLIDES across the FLOOR on his SOCKS.

Duncan SWINGS the lamp like a giant BASEBALL bat. The goon
slides in a full arc and SMASHES through another WINDOW.

DUNCAN
- A - T -

ANGLE ON: C, N, and V, who’ve made an appearance, ADMIRING
from across the room.

BANG! A bullet RICOCHETS off the AXE on Duncan’s BACK.

Duncan SPINS and faces the CAPTAIN, who OPENS FIRE with his
recovered Glock.

Duncan whips the AXE off his BACK and BLOCKS the bullets.

The Captain runs out of ammo and starts HURLING BIG STUFF.
Duncan swings the AXE MIGHTILY, CUTTING everything in HALF:

COFFEE TABLE... WATER COOLER JUG... COMPUTER MONITOR... LA-Z-
BOY. CHOP! CHOP! CHOP!

The Captain upends a SOFA and pushes it over onto DUNCAN.
KABOOM! The AXE CLEAVES the entire SOFA in two, length-wise.

VIKING
By the Gods.

NINJA
I am busting!

COWBOY
I got bed bugs. From my rucksack.

The Captain backpedals, scrambles over the top of his DESK.
The DESK {and EMMA’'s picture) SPLITS under the axe.

Duncan uses the AXE HANDLE to pin the Captain’s NECK against
the wall. They stare esach other down, NOSE to NOSE.

DUNCAN
I didn't cheat... I'm
neurologically challenged.
(off confusion)
(MORE)
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DUNCAN (CONT'D)
Cuckoo.

(beat, genuine)
And it’s hard.

Duncan relinquishes the Captain, who rubs his neck, thinking
Duncan's finished.

The Captain steps around the desk, but Duncan CUTsS him off,
then WAGS his head toward the last plate-glass window.

The Captain’s eyes widen. ‘Really?’ Duncan nods.

DUNCAN
- E.

The Captain is forced to JUMP THROUGH the GLASS - SMASH!

DUNCAN
‘Defenestrate.’

EXT. CASINO - MOMENTS LATER

The CAPTAIN, PIT BOSS, and GOONS writhe in pain on the
asphalt as COP CARS converge on the scene, sirens BLARING.

We rise UP the side of the casino to find Duncan SCALING its
facade like a NINJA. NINJA climbs next to him, beaming.

NINJA
Always 2 footholds and 1 handhold
or 2 handholds and 1 foothold.
(smiles)
We’'re very proud.

INT. ARIA HOTEL PENTHOUSE - NIGHT

The ARIA HOTEL PENTHOUSE, 6lst floor. Absolute SPLENDOR. A
BUTLER stands outside the double doors, the stuffed BEAR from
the PAWN SHOP standing guard next to him.

Inside, Duncan strides across a massive PENTHOUSE SUITE in a
slick new ARMANI SUIT. He spies a miniature gold BELL
sitting on his bar. Frowns. Picks it up. RINGS it.
INSTANTLY, the suite's double doors SPRING OPEN.

BUTLER
You rang, sir?

DUNCAN
James?
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BUTLER
Steve, sir.

DUNCAN
May I call you James?

BUTLER
Whatever you desire, sir.

DUNCAN
About that...

Duncan reaches into his pocket. Hands over a SHEET of PAPER.

BUTLER
A list, sizr?

DUNCAN
For my special day. Read it back
to me.

BUTLER

Peruvian pink salt. Murumuru
butter. Jerusalem Jojoba oil.
Sounds like guite the bath, sir.

DUNCAN
Normally a shower guy. But you've
seen the tub?

BUTLER
Dom Perignon Rose.

DUNCAN
An ‘82. Chilled to 42,

BUTLER
Egyptian cotton sheets. Already
ahead of you there. ‘Silence of
the Lambs.’ And ‘Leaving Las
Vegas.' Blu-Ray.

DUNCAN

Is there any other way to see Nic
Cage’s downward spiral?

BUTLER
Other than TMZ? ©HNo sir.

DUNCAN
Leave it all out front. Then take
the rest of the night off.
(smiles)
(MORE )
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DUNCAN (CONT'D)
Go nuts. Matthew McConaughey-naked-
on-the-bongo-drums nuts.

Duncan hands the BUTLER a RUSSIAN LEADER NESTING DOLL.

DUNCAN
That’s Andropov! Open Yuri’s ass

up.
Inside, 5 BROWN CHIPS, the 5,000 dollar symbol on top.

BUTLER
These are chocolate chips, sir.
25,000 dolliars.

DUNCAN
Small price to pay for a gentle
hug.

Duncan holds out his arms. The butler enthusiastically
EMBRACES him. A rare moment of INTIMACY between strangers.
Duncan holds on for DEAR LIFE. His voice CRACKS.

DUNCAN
Goodbye, Steve.

MOVIE (0.5.)
You still wake up sometimes, don't
you? You wake up in the dark and
hear the screaming of the lambs.

EXT./INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT
*SILENCE OF THE LAMBS' plays on the LED flat-screen.

MOVIE
You think if you save poor
Catherine, you could make them
stop, don't you? You think if
Catheripe lives, you won't wake up
in the dark ever again to that
awful screaming of the lambs?

DUNCAN lies on his bed in a BATHROBE, sipping Dom Perignon
Rose, TIPSY. He points a PISTOL at the TV and SHOOTS.
CRACK! Then turns the gun toward HIMSELF, stares down its
barrel almost LONGINGLY. His finger QUIVERS on the trigger.

But then he notices the fine EGYPTIAN COTTON SHEETS. He
smooths them with his hand. Thinks better of shooting. Gets
up. Walks out onto the balcony. Amazing view. He climbs up
on the RAILING. Eyes MISTY.
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VIKING (0.S.)
Whoa, whoa, whoa!

Duncan looks over his shoulder, TEETERING on the railing.
There stand C, N, and V, looking more than a little ALARMED.

NINJA
Excellent balance, Duncan. HNow
come down before you have an
accident. Or I do.

DUNCAN
‘Acclident?’

VIKING

Odin’s beard! He’'s trying to...
kill us!

NINJA
You climb down from there young
man! We're in this together!

DUNCaAN

Together?! You‘re the reason I'm
up here! Mom and Dad died, you
were the only family I had. But
all you've done is torment me.

(to Viking)
You telling me eat, fight, or hump
every moving thing.

(to Ninja)
You telling me to wait 30 minutes
before swimming after lunch.

{to Cowboy)
You acting like you got kicked in
the head by an imaginary mule.
Never a moment’s peace...

A TEAR drops from Duncan’s cheek and falls from the balcony.
We're tight on the DROP as it DISSOLVES MID-AIR.

DUNCAN
Any idea what it’'s like to walk
into a room and feel like
everyone’s staring at you? But at
the same time be... invisible?

NINJA
Scme. Yeah.

DUNCAN
Sorry, guys. You mean well. But
there’s an end to every rope.
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Just as Duncan's about to leap, there’s a KNOCK at the doors.

DUNCAN
Not now, James!

The doors fly OPEN. Stepping into the room, pausing to
examine the lapel of the now UNCONSCIOUS BUTLER, is... AMMO.

AMMO
Name-tag says Steve. Though right
now, he’'d probably answer to Susan.

Ammo has a STRAITJACKET tied around his neck like a CASHMERE
SWEATER. Duncan turns around. The two STARE EACH OTHER
DOWN, full of ENMITY.

DUNCAN

Ammeo .
AMMO

You weren’'t thinking of-?
DUNCAN

Jumping? Would that make you

happy?
AMMO

Not a strong enough word.
DUNCAN

Want another? I have some T.P.
AMMO

My employer needs you alive.
DUNCAN

Nice coat.
AMMO

Good eye. It‘s yours. And you'll
wear i1t again if you don’t come
guiet. I need to take you far
away.

DUNCAN
You sound like Blag.

AMMO
I don’t know what he ever saw in
you.

DUNCAN
Same thing he saw in you. Except
better. Give my regards to...
(MORE )
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DUNCAN {CONT'D)
if memory serves... Spartan...
Chili’s Waiter...

On cue, stepping out from behind Ammo is another ’‘Ammo,’ in
full AB-FLEXING SPARTAN WARRIOR GEAR... followed by another
‘Ammo’ in a silly-looking CHILI’s WAITER UNIFORM.

DUNCAN
...Sniper?

Ammo, Spartan, and Chili’s Waiter look around for SNIPER.

He's NOWHERE TO BE SEEN. Until suddenly, the THROW PILLOWS
on Duncan’s fancy BED start to MOVE.

SNIPER EMERGES. He’s been PERFECTLY STILL among the PILLOWS,
camouflaged to LOOK LIKE THEM (even has a pillow strapped to
his helmet), .50 CALIBER CERAMIC SNIPER RIFLE at the ready.

CHILI'S WAITER
That’s totally un-nerving.

From Duncan’s P.0.V., Ammo is still ALONE, but Duncan knows
better. COWBOY, NINJA, and VIKING close ranks behind him.

DUNCAN
Can I offer them anything?

SPARTAN
His head!

CHILI'S WAITER
Table for 87

SPARTAN
(to Chili's Waiter)
Mention the ‘Wings Over Buffalo, ’
and the earth will drink your
blood!

DUNCAN
Been a long-ass time.

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. BLAQ ESTATE - MALIBU, CA - DAY - FLASHBACK

HUGE FRENCH DOORS open. BLAQ and 7-YEAR-OLD DUNCAN, TOWING
his MINI ROLLER SUITCASE, emerge onto a sparkling MARBLE

patio overlocking a SPRAWLING BACK YARD... where a group of
30 or so CHILDREN frolic around a POOL, GARDENS, TREES, etc.
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BLAQ
Duncan, you’ll never want for
anything again. Meet your new
brothers and sisters.
{(smiles)
Welcome home.

EXT. GROUNDS - DAY - FLASHBACK

CHILDREN'S VOICES shout and laugh. DUNCAN sits alone in a
SANDBOX under a beautiful GLEN of TREES, pushing a toy FIRE
TRUCK through the sand. The truck bumps into a SHOE.

puncan looks up. A TOUGH-LOOKING BOY looks down at him...
immediately identifiable as AMMO at age 7.

AMMO
{southern accent)
Give it. :
DUNCAN
No.

As quickly as AMMO grabbed the Ocotillo RECEPTIONIST's head,
he whips out his hand, GRABS the TRUCK, and YANKS.

But DUNCAN has HELD ON to the other end of the TRUCK. The 2
boys stand, each PULLING, the TRUCK FROZEN between, when...

BLAQ (0.5.)
Duncan, Ammo, boys!

...BLAQ saunters up through the GLEN, hands behind his back.

BLAQ
Did you try using your words?

Duncan and Ammo STARE EACH OTHER DOWHN.
BLAQ
0f course you did. And I
understand. Words are weak.
Blaqg SQUATS down next to the boys, smiling.
BLAQ
Can you think of any... other ways
to settle things?

Blaqg doesn’t stop SMILING as he pulls from behind his back...
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.+a NINJA's KATANA... and a SPARTAN SWORD. Fach child-
sized, but deadly sharp and GLINTING in the afternoon SUN.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT - PRESENT

A KATANA and a SWORD - ADULT-gsized - GLINT in the BEDROOM
LIGHTS as DUNCAN and AMMO keep staring each other down.

DUNCAN
One guess who'’s your ‘new’ boss.

A sweet BLACK HELICOPTER lowers into frame behind Duncan,
unfurling a ROPE LADDER to the balcony.

AMMO
Same as our old one...

EXT. YACHT - DAY

A MASSIVE EBONY YACHT, mother of all toys, the nautical

equivalent of an IMPERIATL. STAR DESTRCYER, CRUISES off MALIBU,
CALIFORNIA. Stenciled on its side: ‘BACK IN BLAQ.'

On deck, lying on a lounge chair, getting his TOES MASSAGED
by a RUSSIAN SUPER-MODEL... is billionaire VENTURE CAPITALIST
RICHARD BLAQ. Blag is still dashing, only grayer at the
temples. Think Bill Clinton hanging with Greg Norman.

Blag has a BLUETOOTH HEADSET in either EAR. He wears a ROBE,
BOB EVANS STYLE, an APPLETINI in one hand, a SHAKE-WEIGHT in
the other. Blag speaks with the rapidity of an auctioneer
with A.D.D. The next 2 pages could fit onto 1:

BLAD
(into headset)
Bruce, I want that college football

playoff! Trust me, the NCAA can be
bought.

{beat)
Not bought off, bought. I'm a VC.

I wanna actually purchase the NCAA.
Hold-~

Blagq flashes over to his SECOND headset.

BLAQ
Talk me off a ledge, Carl. 500

feet? That’'s an annoyingly long
boat!

{beat)
(MORE)
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BLAQ (CONT'D)
| Sorry, ‘ship.’ Ship, boat, potato,
3 shut up, you promised I’'d be tops
at 489!

{beat)
Don't ‘Sultan of Brunei’ me! This
guy’s doing to us what we did to
Paul Allen! Careful I don't stick
a 12-foot pole you know where,
mount you on my bow, and call it
501. There are still Sultans?!
Hold-

(to super-model)
Too much tickle.

{flashes over)
And we haven't bought the NCAA
why?! But in our last conversation-
I understand, it was 45 seconds
ago. Bruce, don't ever, gver tell
me no. It’'s such a... little word.
Hold-

Blaq takes a NEW call on his first headset, gets romantic.

BLAQ
Hellooco, Legs.
(frowns)
Sorry, Carl.
(hits headset again)
Hellooo, Legs.

Blaqg looks up. Oops. The Russian super-model’s face has
DARKENED. She stops rubbing Blag’s toes and STORMS OFF.

BLAQ

Lips, don’t go! Crap.

(realizes, into phone:)
Did I say Lips? T meant Legs!
Hello? Hello?!

(rolls eyes, flashes over)
In all seriousness. Brunei?! This
guy’s boat’s bigger than his
country! Do not. Say ship.

(flashes over)
Sorry, Bruce, I'm in deep. Just
gaid hi to Legs in front of Lips.
Oh well, always more of both.

NIX (0.S.)
What did you promise me about
Russian girls?

Blag’s female ASSISTANT, NIX, 22 - cute, witty, plucky, girl-
next-door, the model of efficiency - finishes power-walking
to Blag’s side.
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BLAQ
Lips is Lithuanian, Legs is
Latvian. Or the other way around?

Are you aware Brunei still has a
Sultan?

NIX
With a really big ship. I've been
keeping it from you.

BLAQ
(shakes head)
And you knew the boat-ship
distinction. What will I do
without you, Nix? And by that I
mean, what've you accomplished this
morning?

NIX
In order:

Nix whips out ol’ faithful. A DAYRUNNER. She goes down a
pen-to-paper checklist:

NIX
'Die Hard 6'... rights acquired.
Dry cleaning... picked up... coupon

rate. Internet search history...
cleared. Pantry... stocked with
Cookie Crisp. Picasso’s ‘Three
Musicians'... purchased, re-framed,
mounted. Olivia Wilde... cast in
‘Die Hard 6,' invited to dinner-

BLAQ
(raises eyebrow)
-and scon to be mounted. You said
‘in order.’ Chronoleogical?

NIX
Alphabetical. Is that weird? O©Onh,
and we located Duncan.

BLAQ
(nearly jumps up)
You’'re the best executive-associate
ever—-ever-ever!
(brow furrows)
Duncan starts with a *‘D.’

NIX
(sly smile)
He was first on tomorrow's list.
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BLAQ
You!

NIX
Save it for my letter of
recommendation!

EXT. HELIPAD - DAY

We’re now out on the yacht’s HELIPAD, where BLAQ stands, arms
extended in welcome. We rotate around Blag to reveal...

...DUNCAN. Backed by C, N, and V, arms crossed, SKEPTICAL.
BAMMO and NIX hover nearby.

It’s an awkward, emotional REUNION between ‘father’ and
‘gon.’ Blag looks genuinely moved. Duncan, still BRUISED
ALL OVER from the casino beating, locks sullen, peeved.

BLAQ
Duncan-like-the-donut! You OK?
{suspicious)
AmMmo..?

AMMO
I wish. He was like that when I
found him.

DUNCAN
(to Blag)
Your feigned concern makes me want
to throw up everything I‘ve eaten
in the last week. :
{beat)
And it was insane-asylum food.

BLAQ
Over the side if you must. The
marble deck doesn’t handle acidic.

Blag HUGS Duncan softly. Ammo watches JEALOUSLY.

BLAQ
Welcome. ..

Blag hands him a Ziploc. Inside, LEGO COWBOY, NINJA, and
VIKING. Duncan swallows hard.

BLAQ
. « shome.,
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INT. OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

BLAQ is now seated in his sumptuous OFFICE behind an
impressive obsidian DESK.

A motivational poster hangs behind the desk: ‘HAPPINESS CAN
ONLY EXIST IN ACCEPTANCE - George Orwell.’

DUNCAN is seated opposite. AMMO and NIX stand at BLAQ's
shoulders. €, N, and V stand behind.

DUNCAN
The answer...

Duncan’s eyes travel to an old framed PHOTO on Blag’s desk:
Young Duncan by a campfire, roasting MARSHMALLOWS, the
picture of blissful YOUTH. EXCEPT the marshmallows are
impaled... on a KATANA,

DUNCAN
...18 no.

Nix raises an eyebrow, SURPRISED to hear Duncan say this.

BLAQ
You don’'t even know what I'm gonna
ask!

DUNCAN

No should cover it.

BLAQ
The hostility! I wish things had
turned out different,

DUNCAN
Do you?! TI‘ve spent the last 8
years in an assless down, eating
tapioca pudding out of Eeyore Dixie
Cups. Why Eeyore of all characters
was supposed to cheer us up I don’'t
know. All that time, I thought you
were ruined, like the rest of us.
Then I get picked up in your
private helicopter. Flown to your
private ship.

BLAQ
Does everyone know the boat-ship
distinction but me?!

DUNCAN
Boats are small. Ships are big.
This is big.
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BLAQ
(smiles, proud)
It is, huh!

NINJA
(to Duncan)
Mention the mints.

DUNCAN
On the helicopter, they offered me
mints in the shape of your head!

BLAQ
Qur butter pads are like that too.
It wasn't my idea! Though it does
make me smile. Point is, I was
almost ruined! Disgraced. Tossed
out like yesterday’s box of Cookie
Crisp. But by sheer force of will,
I stayed on my feet! Now I wanna
help you get back on yours.

DUNCAN
(stands to leave)
Go crap in your Kangol.

A wide-eyed Nix immediately STIFLES the tiniest laugh.

BLAQ
I'm getting the band back together.
(Duncan freezes)
You heard me. Not just you and
Ammo. All the Triplets.

Duncan slowly SITS BACK DOWN, eyes alive with ANGER.

DUNCAN
You wouldn't.

BLAQ
T would. I am. We have unfinished
business. Hearts to win. Asses to
kick. Honor to restore.

DUNCAN
Honor? After what you did to me.
To all of us. After Halabia-

EXT. HALABJA, IRAQ - DAY - FLASHBACK

Superimposed onscreen, a TITLE: OPERATION IRAQI FREEDOM,
HALABJA, IRAQ, 2003
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DUNCAN, decked out in SPECIAL FORCES DESERT CAMOUFLAGE, is
running, panicked, through the streets of HALABJA, IRAQ.

DUNCAN
(into headset)
OK... uh... anyone who’s not
currently running from
explosions...

Duncan is BUFFETED wildly as buildings EXPLODE around him, in
SUPER SLO-MO.

DUNCAN
HELP!

INT. OFFICE - DAY - PRESENT
BLAQ leans toward DUNCAN:

BLAQ
Long before we’d ever heard of that
abominable place, I promised the
world its most formidable group of
herces... each with 3 different
skill sets. Dedicated to

preventing war. Preserving
justice.

NINJA
Killing for the highest bidder.

DUNCAN
(to Ninja)
Not now!

BLAQ
{realizes)

Oh my. They’'re here, aren’t they?
(looks around)

My favorite Cowboy, Ninja, Viking?

VIKING was absently turning a horn on his helmet to make it
straight when he hears his NAME.

VIKING
Wait, who was his favorite?

DUNCAN
(to Blaqg)
They're here alright. But against
my will. And thanks to you.
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NINJA
{(hurt)
We’'re in the room.

BLAQ
Duncan, if we’'re going to be the
world’s finest fighting force, we
need you. You, and your ‘friends,’
you’re my finest creation.

AMMO subtly rolls his eyes. It stings.

BLAQ
Together, we can play hero.
Fulfill our destiny.
(frowns)
Too ‘Return of the Jedi’?

DUNCAN
I did the ‘crap in your Kangol’
bit? Right. Then I’'1ll simply say-

BLAQ
Not ‘no.' Not again. It’s such a-

DUNCAN
—little word. And one I shoulda
gsald a long time ago. Watch your
back, Blag.

Duncan stands up, turns heel, and WALKS OUT, followed by C,
N, and V. Nix, rather amazed, hurries after him. AMMO
reaches for hig HOLSTER, but BLAQ stays his hand.

BLAQ
Not in front of Nix. She'’'s
uncorrupted.
{beat)
I'm all over it.

EXT. DECK - DAY

DUNCAN stormg across the deck, COWBOY, NINJA, and VIKING in
tow. NIX hustles after them.

VIKING
He mentioned butter pads. Stay for
lunchy-poo?

NIX
Mr. Trevello. Mr. Trevello!
Duncan!
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Duncan turns, breathing fire. Nix nearly flinches.

NIX
Where are you going?
DUNCAN
Away.
NIX
You're on a ship...
DUNCAN
Third place junior varsity
breaststroke.
NIX

«..40 miles from shore. I‘ve
called the chopper.

DUNCAN
Nix, is it? ©Nix, what is it you
want?

NIX
(beat)
You to free my big toe?

DUNCAN

(steps off her foot)
sorry! I meant, what do you want?
‘Cause here's the thing about your
boss... he's scum on scum. He gets
ahold of you young... finds out
what you want, more than anything
in life... and then promises it to
you. Me - T usually don't admit
this “til the third date, but - I
hear voices...

COWBOY
My horse has gas.
DUNCAN

(to Nix)

Even as a boy, all I ever wanted
was to silence those voices.
Forever. Instead? Blag turned up
the volume... to where they’ll
never, ever 4o away.

NINJA
Still in the room. And still hurt.

The HELICOPTER descends toward the helipad again.
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DUNCAN
(to Nix)
Do yourself a favor. Watch if Blag
uses these Triplets for no good.
Then see if he reaches out to
troubled children. He may be
starting the cycle again.

Duncan takes Nix by the shoulders.

DUNCAN
Most important, whatever he’s
promised you? Say no. Once he's
gone on about how it’s such a
‘1little word’... tell him to-

NIX
Crap in his Kangol?

DUNCAN.
Right. You were there for that.

NIX
It amused me, i1f that helps.

DUNCAN
It dide?

Nix nods. She and Duncan look intc one another’s eyes.
They’re definitely ATTRACTED to one another.

DUNCAN
Are we having a moment?

Nix stares, frozen, then SHAKES her head.

NIX
It’s just. I've seen Mr. Blag lean
on a lotta people for a lotta
things. And no one’'s ever told him
that ‘little word.’

Duncan is bolstered by this.

DUNCAN
I'm coming after your boss. And
I'm taking him down.

NIX
You probably shouldn’'t be telling
me.
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DUNCAN
If he is corrupting a new
generation. And I can keep from
happening to them what happened to
me. Maybe, just maybe... the
voices will go away.

VIKING
The screaming of the lambs,
Clarice. The. Screaming. Of.
The. Lambs.
(beat)
Ask her out.

DUNCAN
(to Nix, quick)
We’d- I'd also like to take you out
for...

NINJA
Pinkberry.

DUNCAN
Pinkberry.

NIX
Much as I‘d like to pound a mango-
with-kiwi and then bring you...
all... home to meet the ‘rents...

The helicopter lands. Its door opens.

NIX
... 1've got a boyfriend.

DUNCAN VIKING
Damn. Damn.

Duncan nods goodbye, then climbs on board the helicopter with
C, N, and V.

DUNCAN
Little mint to cool these jets?

The PILOT hands back a BOWL of MINTS in the SHAPE OF BLAQ'S

HEAD. As the chopper TAKES OFF, Duncan BITES into ONE,
CRUSHING it between his teeth.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD, CA - NIGHT

The CARPETBAGGER SUITES - more desperation per square foot
than any hotel in the world.
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FRONT DESK (0.5.)
10C. Down the hall past the police
tape. 9 flights of stairs. Sharp
left at the bullet holes.

INT. CARPETBAGGER LOBBY - NIGHT

DUNCAN stands in the dimly lit, brown-carpeted lobby opposite
a DESICCATED OLD WOMAN behind the FRONT DESK.

COWBOY stands nearby, absently cleaning his revolver. VIKING
looks through a RACK of TOURISM BROCHURES.

VIKING
A Haunted Segway Tour of
Hollywood?! Can we?!

NINJA stares, wide-evyed, terrified by the grunge. The woman
slides across a ROOM KEY with a wrinkled, tattooed hand.

FRONT DESK
14.99 a night... don’'t include T.P.

DUNCAN
(holds up his own)
Way ahead of you.

INT. BLAQ INDUSTRIES LOADING DOCKS - NIGHT

NIX stands in the BLAQ INDUSTRIES LOADING DOCKS, examining a
a calendar of deliveries, placing different-colored POST-ITS
on different days. A FED EX DELIVERY MAN interrupts.

DELIVERY MAN
Like homeland security with the
color coding.

NIX
(smiles)
Only more colors. And prettier.

DELIVERY MAN
Sign?
(she does, he drops box)
9 more where that came from.

The deliver man heads back to his TRUCK. Nix is about to
leave, but notices an odd LABEL on the BOX: ’'S. VILLAGE.’

Nix frowns. Looks around to make sure no one is watching.
Then surreptitiously uses her PEN to SLICE OPEN the box.
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She reaches inside... and pulls out...

-.-.a TEDDY BEAR. Then opens the box the rest of the way.
It’s FULL of IDENTICAL. TEDDY BEARS,

We're on Nix’'s concerned face.

INT. ROOM 10C - NIGHT

DUNCAN is doing SIT-UPS on the linoleum kitchen floor, his
feet braced by COWBOY. The OTHERS EXPLORE.

NINJA
Don’t wanna sound like a Fidelity
ad. But next time? Financially
plan for after the failed suicide.

Duncan’s LEGO BOY FIGURINE watches intently from the faux-
marbled counter.

VIKING
Little fella gives me the creeps.

There’s a knock at the door. Instinctively:

DUNCAN
James?

NINJA
{sotto voce)
Please let it be James.

SMASH CUT TO:
DUNCAN OPENING the door to the sight of...

.-+ .GREER, late 20's, femme fatale, tall, dark, short hair,
dangerous, black clothes so tight they look PAINTED on.

DUNCAN
Oh... My...
(swallows)
Greer.
GREER

Duncan. The mistake of my life.

DUNCAN
Last time we uttered those names...

GREER
We were a lot younger.
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DUNCAN
And nuder. Nakeder?

GREER
Still have that appetite?
{holds up grocery bag)

NINJA, with a head of steam, BEELINES for the door.

NINJA
You’'re not letting that woman in
this-!

NINJA is TACKLED off-screen by VIEKING.

VIKING
Send her in!

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

GREER dices onions with her left hand and splashes olive oil
into a WOK with her right. DUNCAN watches, salivating.

GREER
So this is nice. How are the boys?

RACK FOCUS to NINJA and VIKING, still WRESTLING on the floor.
COWBOY does ROPE TRICKS with a LASSO, manages somehow to
LASSO himself, and TOPPLES over.

DUNCAN
Same. Girls?

We reverse angle to Greer's perspective to see her TRIPLETS:

GREER
Chef~Starlet-Seal?

CHEF, in white APRON and tall, floppy HAT. STARLET, dressed
to the nines, rocking a GOWN worthy of the OSCARS. And NAVY
SEAL, in head to toe combat gear, a trained killer.

STARLET
Thanks for asking. I’m in Versace.
Earrings by Van Cleef & Arpels.
And so humbled to be in the company
of my amazing fellow nominees!

CHEF
Tell him I‘m making his faverite
cookies. Chocolate Chip and Xanax!
(MORE )
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CHEF (CONT'D)
(tosses spice in bowl, a
la Emeril Lagasse)
Bam!

SEAL
When I stab a man. It’s through

the lung. So he can’t draw breath
to scream.

GREER
Little privacy?

Just like that, Greer’s Triplets are GONE. Duncan GRABS his
BOY LEGO. GRIPS it. And they’re suddenly, blessedly ALONE.

DUNCAN
You heard? Blag's trying to get
the band back teogether...

GREER
That's a band I don’t think
folks'll pay to see anymore.

DUNCAN

Not after I go Yoko on it. How’d
you find me?

GREER
C'mon. We’'ve always had that
animal magnetism. I’ve missed you.

DUNCAN
And the spousal support.

GREER
It's been 9 years, you think I
still want something from you? Get
over yourself. T did.

She suddenly tears up.

DUNCAN
Don't be sad.

GREER
It's the pearl onions, Jjackass.

Greer leans over Duncan seductively, CLEAVAGE on display.

GREER
Ammo let slip you were in town. I

thought maybe one night, for old
time's sake?
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NINJA
Don’t do it!

VIKING
Do it!

GREER

Listen to Viking.

DUNCAN
You can’t hear them, can you?!

GREER
{shakes head)
I know you better than you know
you. We can’'t deny our lust-hate
relationship. Lemme slip into
something... nakeder.

Greer turnz down the stove, then turns heel to the bathroom.

DUNCAN
Look forward to seeing more of you.

GREER
You too, Dunc.

The bathroom door closes. Duncan scurries to the window.
Does an AIR HANKY with BOTH NOSTRILS onto the fire escape.
CLOSES the pane, stares at his reflection. Licks his fingers
and pats down a COWLICK. Picks something from between his
teeth. SMILES.

INT. APARTMENT - MINUTES LATER
GREER walks out of the bathroom.

GREER
Nice T.P. And soft.

DUNCAN
TMI.

GREER
(runs a fingernail along
his jaw-line)
You were gonna find out anyway once
you heard my big new... vocabulary.

Greer pulls the COOKIE SHEET out of the oven, fresh baked
CHOCOLATE CHIP COOKIES on top. She waves the sheet under
Duncan’s nose, then steps around behind him.
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GREER
‘Concuss.’ C-Q0-N-C-U-8-8.
Concuss. ‘To violently injure the
brain, causing loss of function...
often temporary... sometimes...

Greer cocks the cookie sheet over one shoulder like a
baseball bat, sending the cockies FLYING.

GREER
« « spermament.’

BANG! She BRAINS Duncan across the back of the head with the
COOKIE SHEET. He stands up on uncertain legs, DAZED.

WHAM! She swings the sheet from low to high like a GOLF
CLUB, catching him under the CHIN. He nearly falls over.

BAM! She swings from her heels and blasts him across the
CHEEK. Duncan falls back on the ROUND DINING ROOM TARLE.

We take DUNCAN's P.0.V., blurry, blinking, as Greer JUMPS
onto the table, SITS on his CHEST, and BRANDISHES a SYRINGE.

GREER
A lesser assassin might think she
was through. But after 9 months of
marriage. I know all about that
hard head. Hold still.

She points the syringe at his JUGULAR.

NIX (0.8.)
Not go fast!

Greer slowly turns around to find... NIX, standing inside the
open front door, aiming a small .22 PISTOL at Greer’s chest.

NIX
Did I just say ‘Not so fast?!’
(disappointed with Greer)
He was your husband.

GREER
Lemme guess. You've never been

married. And you’ve never shot
that thing.

NiX
Right. And wrong. I haven’t met a
guy I respect as much as my dad.
And Mr. Blag insisted I take
shooting lessons. Kidnapping
concerns.
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GREER
So... kill him and take my chances
with you. Or kill you and take my
chances with him. That a .227?

NIX
{nods)
Perfect for my lack of upper body
strength. And deadly. ‘Cause the
little bullets ricochet off bones,
bouncing around ‘til they hit
something vital. So said my teach.

GREER
In that case. Best kill you.

Greer STOMPS on the near EDGE of the round wocden tabletop,
FLIPPING it UP and disappearing BEHIND it.

NIX opens fire, but the little .22 bullets plunk harmlessly
into the underside of the tabletop.

GREER
W22, ..

Greer GRIPS the tabletop on either end and BUM-RUSHES Nizx,
SMASHING her against the WALL.

Nix’s head is BASHED between wall and tabletop. She slumps
to the ground, UNCONSCIOUS.

GREER
Now. Where wasg I7

CGreer snatches the .22 and turns to find Duncan STANDING UF,
ready for ACTION.

DUNCAN
The mistake of your life.

Greer FIRES the pistol, but he holds up the COOKIE SHEET. 3
bullets BURY in it, but don’t punch through.

DUNCAN
{shrugs)
.22,

Greer snaps a ROUNDHOUSE KICK. Her STILETTO DENTS the COOKIE
SHEET. ANOTHER KICK, ANQOTHER DENT. The THIRD KICK CRACKS it
in TWO.

Duncan BOXES Greer'’'s ears with the COOKIE SHEET HALVES.
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She lands a FLYING EKNEE to his CHIN. The sheet’s halves
fall. The pair is swept into a TORNADO of their own making.

He fights like a NINJA, she like a SEAL. They KICK and PUNCH
at BLINDING SFEED, SMASHING all over the rcom.

DUNCAN
What does this remind you of?

GREER
Our wedding night.

DUNCAN
Cnly gentler,

FISTS and FEET RAIN DOWN.

GREER
You punch like a pastry chef.

DUNCAN
You always used too much salt.

Greer LOCKS Duncan in a TRIANGLE CHOKE with her LEGS. He
SMASHES her through a GLASS COFFEE TABLE... then MOUNTS her.

They're NOSE to NOSE.

DUNCAN
I hate you’re still hot.

Greer suddenly can’t resist KISSING him on the LIPS.

GREER .
The one thing we agree on.

Duncan closes his eyes and goes in for a LONGER KISS... when
WHOOSH! She SQUIRRELS out from under him and takes his back,
CONSTRICTING him in a REAR NAKED CHOKE.

GREER

You always closed your eyes when
you kissed.

Duncan struggles, slips into sleep, and COLLAPSES. She
maintains the hold for a few seconds, then RELINQUISHES it.

His EYES POP BACK OPEN, and his ELBOW CONNECTS with her NOSE.
DUNCAN

You could never tell if T was
asleep.

The two redain their feet and CIRCLE one another., Throwing
the occasional weak FEINT. BREATHING HARD. SPENT.
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GREER
I just realized. This fight’s like
a metaphor for our whole marriage!
Including the pazrt.
{beat)
Where I bail.

In one GRACEFUL MOVE, GREER leaps backward, grabs the balcony
like a gymnast, SWINGS, and DROPS ocut of sight.

Duncan rushes to the balcony. But she's GONE.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

NIX (O.5.)
That chick was a Psychosaurus Rex.
No offense.

NIX and DUNCAN sit on the living room floor, backs against
the SOFA, BAGS of FROZEN SUCCOTASH on each of their heads to
fight the swelling of their head bumps. They’re eating
Duncan’s CHOCOLATE CHIP and XANAX COOKIES off the carpet.

NIX
What is it in cookies that just
makes you feel better?

DUNCAN
3 sticks of butter? Orxr something
from the family of benzodiazepenes.
Hey. Thanks for saving my life.

NIX
Don't mention it.

DUNCAN
What was it that convinced you?

NIX
You. You were right. About Blaqg.
He’s been taking deliveries. Bunk
beds. Miniature chairs. And a
bunch of him...

Nix opens her purse and tosses Duncan a TEDDY BEAR.

DUNCAN
A center for troubled kids?

NIX
(nods)
Sunshine Village.
(MORE )
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NIX (CONT'D)
For juvenile victims of Multiple
Personality Disorder.

(beat)
It’'s starting again. But that's
not all. I went to confront him
about it... and overheard him order
Greer to ‘rub you out.’

DUNCAN
God I hope that meant kill me.

NIX
2 years working for the man...
(sags)
1I'm the worst judge of character
since Elin Nordegren.

DUNCAN
You saw who I married.

NIX
Like you said. He knew what I
wanted and promised it to me.

DUNCAN
And what was that?

NIX
To help the world. Change the
world. I was 23 - super-obsessed
with the world. And I knew what
became of all Blag's ex-executive-
associates.

DUNCAN
Executive associates?

NIX
Assistants.

(off Duncan’'s eye roll)
Yeah. TI saw through that too. But

Blag’'s desk was a launch pad to
fame and fortune...

SMASH CUT TGC:

INT. BLAQ'S OFFICE - DAY - FLASHBACK

A much YOUNGER BLAQ sits in a chair, receiving a MANI-PEDI.
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BLAQ
Quent, when you're done shredding
my transcripts, I need you to shoot
my nephew’s birthday movie.

VOICE (0.S.)
What do I know about movies?

REVERSE ANGLE to reveal Blag’s assistant, hovering over the
chair: A young, eager-to-please QUENTIN TARANTINO.

BLAQ
(throws nail polish at
Tarantino, who DUCKS)
Learn!

INT. CITY STREET - DAY - FLASHBACK

Younger BLAQ, in a 3~-PIECE-SUIT, charges down a city street,
barking into a huge, old-schcocol CELL PHONE.

BLAQ
(into phone)
Sales are down. We need word-of-
mouth to spread to the point where
everyone starts talking about us.
That exact point. That- that-

VOICE (0.S.)
Tipping point?

We cut wide to reveal BLAQ's ASSISTANT, trailing behind like
a dutiful dog: a YOUNG, crazy-haired MALCOLM GLADWELL. Blag
CLAPS him on the shoulder.

BLAQ

(into phone)
That’s why I hired Malcolm! His
brain weighs 90 pounds. 10 more
than the rest of him.

(to Gladwell)
Though nowhere do I see a S0y
latte!

(watches Gladwell go)
And do something with the hair,
outlier!

INT. BLAQ'S OFFICE - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

The younger BLAQ stares across his desk, PERTURBED, holding a
SHEAF of papers.




REVERSE ANGLE to reveal a young, cowed, nodding CONAN
He FLINCHES as he’s hit by FLYING PAPERS.

O’'BRIEN.

BLAQ
If you remember one word for the
rest of your life. One word:
Collate. And like I told Gladwell.
Do something with the hair.
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SMASH CUT BACK

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT - PRESENT

NIX shakes her head, ashamed.

NIX
And they weren’t the only ones!
Kate Spade. David Blaine. Lady
Gaga. She went by Stefani then.
(sighs)
I didn’t want what was best for the
world. I wanted was best for me.

DUNCAN

Were you a good... executive
associate?

NIX
You can say assistant. And real
good. A little old-fashiconed.
Used a DayRunner and Post-Its. But
efficient as Switzerland.
(realizes)
I'm not coming to work for you.

DUNCAN
I could use someone to enter my
contacts into Google. But I meant,
do you know Blag’s routines? When
and where he might go? When and
where he might be?

NIX
To the minute.

DUNCAN
30 you have a sixth sense for him.

NIX
No, I have his calendar.

TO:
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Nix smiles and holds up her DAYRUNNER. Duncan lights up,
snatches it, loocks.

NIX
Also the sixth sense. Right now,
he’s hungry for... Chile Picante
Corn Nuts.

DUNCAN
You realize there’s no turning
back?

Nix NODS gravely.
DUNCAN

Tonight. 3 AM. 462 First Avenue.
New York, New York. So it’s true.
He's getting the band back
together.

(looks up)
Me, Ammo, and Greer were the only 3
Triplets who weren’t sent to 462
First Avenue...

CUT TO:

Tight on LEGO BOY, lying down, TRAVELLING into a dark MRI-
like tunnel.

DUNCAN (0.S.)
Bellevue.

EXT./INT. BOB HOPE AIRPORT, BURBANK - MORNWING

Pull wide to reveal LEGO BOY is actually in a gray plastic
tray, going through T.S.A. SECURITY. Followed by:

NINJA
Shouldn’t‘ve worn the tabi toes.

DUNCAN
For so many reasons.

NINJA is STRUGGLING to get off his funny-looking 2-TOED TABI
BOOTS. He removes his belt. Throwing stars. Katanas. And
walks nervously through the metal detector.

NINJA
Ever feel guilty when you’re not?

VIKING
I don’'t even feel guilty when I am.



54.

VIKING picks a PAPER CLIP out of his beard, drops it into a
gray tray, then tires of the whole process. He tosses the
tray and sharpens his BATTLE AXE as he saunters through.
Drinking more than the 3 ounce limit of SMART WATER.

Duncan waits impatiently behind his dawdling friends, checks
hig WATCH. Glances wistfully at the line to his left. The
one with an OLD WOMAN in a wheelchair and a FAMILY of 5.

DUNCAN
Picked the wrong line.

TSA waves Duncan through. But his rolling suitcase gets
flagged. He unzips it for TSA. The AGENT pulls out the same
5x7 frame of Duncan’s parents we saw at the pawn shop.

TSA AGENT

Not sure where you got this fuchsia
roller, but I know where you got
your rugged good looks.

ANGLE ON: ©NIX, who's undergoing a FULL-BODY X-RAY SCAN.
Viking huddles around the MONITOR.

VIKING
Yup. Yup. That‘s right. Uh-huh.

DUNCAN
God I hate you effing guys.

Duncan grabs his LEGO BOY out of a gray tray.

INT. AIRPLANE - DAY

DUNCAN is riding BITCH. Between NIX and a 300 pound
OFFENSIVE LINEMAN in a DRESS.

X-LARGE

Mind if we keep the arm rest up?
DUNCAN

What?
X-LARGE

The arm rest. Would vou mind if we
keep it up for the flight? These
seats are so narrow.

NINJA
Long as she understands, whenever I

get claustrophobic, I get the urge
to undress.
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COWBOY peeks over the seat in front, pointing to a page in
the SKY MALL CATALOG.

COWBOY
This thingie? Gives you a tan on
your feet.

NIX
Do you remember what your life was
like before?

DUNCAN
Before what?

NIX
Before-

VIKING
Does no one get we can hear them?

Viking is CRAMMED into an OVERHEAD COMPARTMENT.

DUNCAN
(to Nix)
No. Not really. But the first
time Blag brought me ‘home’ I
remember feeling like I...
belonged.

NIX
What was it about Blag?

DUNCAN
He talked to me like no one had
ever had before.

NIX
Like he cared?

DUNCAN
Like he understood. Then he armed
me with guns and blades and turned
me into a stone cold killer.

The HEAVY-SET WOMAN to Duncan’s left suddenly FLIPS UP the
arm rest, LOWERS Duncan’s TRAY TABLE, and BASHES his NOSE
against it. She draws a PISTOL and HOLDS him DOWN with it.

X-LARGE
U.8. Air Marshal! Hands high!
Sorry, folks, we’'re heading back to
Burbank!
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All the PASSENGERS ERUPT in PROTEST.

NIX stares ahead in
FRUSTRATION.

EXT. BURBANK AIRPORT - DAY

DUNCAN is being UN-CUFFED and RELEASED by the ATIR MARSHAL

outside the BURBANK AIRPORT. NIX stands impatiently next to
him. ¢, N, and V loock on.

ATR MARSHATL
We apologize for the
misunderstanding. Doubly so ‘cause
this is Burbank. But deadly
weapons are no laughing matter.

VIKING
Don't they have to pass a physical
test before they get their badge?
Like height-to-weight ratio?

NINJA

Guess we can safely say we're on
the watch list.

NIX
Watch this.

LIL WAYNE, mouth full’a GOLD, and his ENTOQOURAGE are walking

past on their way to their G-5. NIX plants herself in front
of him, smiles flirtatiously.

NIX

What up, my gold-toothed bro from
ancther ho!

LI, WAYNE
Sigtah Nixie!

INT. G-5 - NIGHT

DUNCAN watches NIX play POOL on a PRIVATE JET. She sinks a
SHOT and collects CASH from LIL WAYNE's groaning ENTOURAGE.

NIX
Make it rain, fools.
(to Duncan, sotto voce)
I booked Lil Wayne for a benefit on

the yacht. Blag's ‘Try to Impress
Emma Watson’ Drive.

DUNCAN
Hermione?! That’s-!
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NTX
His type.
They share a SHUDDER.
LIL WAYNE
Where you guys headed when we hit

Kennedy?

DUNCAN
Bellvue.

LIL, WAYNE
(smiles)
Cuckoo is as cuckoo do.

EXT. BELLVUE - NIGHT

The mental institution is UP in FLAMES, fought by NYFD's
finest. NIX and DUNCAN watch from nearby in frustration.

NIX
Safe to say Blag beat us to the
punch?

Duncan nods, stares hypnotically intoc the flames, as we...

SMASH CUT TO:

EXT. BALABJA - NIGHT - FLASHBACK
A MAGNIFIED EYEBALL fills the screen.
DUNCAN (0.S.)

Delta five niner, got eyes on

Elvis.
We pull WIDE to reveal DUNCAN perched behind a SNIPER RIFLE.
Duncan’s P.0.V. reveals what's in his crosshairs: a portly,
middle-aged MAN with a BUSHY MOUSTACHE - a dead ringer for
SADDAM HUSSEIN.

AMMO (0.5.)
That’s a negatory.

SPLIT SCREEN revealing: another EYE, MAGNIFIED. We pull
WIDE to reveal AMMO behind a SNIPER RIFLE of his own.

AMMO
I've got eyes on Elvis.
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Ammo'’'s crosshairs reveal ANOTHER GUY who looks like SADDAM,

GREER (0.S.)
Take your meds, fellas.

A THIRD box squeezes into frame. Another EYE... this one
belonging to GREER.

GREER

It's these pretty little eyes on
the King.

That’s now 3 MOUSTACHES down-range.

AMMQ
Only one way to find out.

3 FINGERS move from trigger gquards to TRIGGERS.

BLAQ (0.S.)
Whoa, whoa, that'’s the negatory!

ANGLE ON BLAQ, looking down from a ‘BLAQ OPS’ HELICOPTER
above the city, the picture of incongruity in his tailored
suit and GEORGE-W.~-BUSH-ON-THE-CARRIER FLIGHT HELMET.

BLAQ
Everybody leave your egos - and
alter-egos - at the door, bring
your Elvi to the town square, and
we’ll sort this out.

Blagq tears off his flight helmet in frustration.
BLAQ
Mark, the way this is going...

congider that career in computers.

Reverse angle to reveal Blag’s fresh-faced ASSISTANT: MARK
ZUCKERBERG (played by JESSE EISENBERG). He NODS fretfully.

SMASH CUT BACK
TO:

EXT. BELLVUE - NIGHT - PRESENT

DUNCAN snaps out of his trance. Looks over to NIX. Both
their faces are illuminated by FIRE.

DUNCAN
He set every inmate free.
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NIX
Crazy.

DUNCAN
Neurologically challenged.

NIX
After Halabja, why this?
DUNCAN
I intend to find out. Whatever his

end game...

EXT. YACHT - DAY
The ‘BACK in BLAQ’' cuts a mean profile through ROUGH SEAS.

DUNCAN (0.S.)
...we gotta stop this tool.

BLAQ is in his state-of-the-art YACHT GYMNASIUM, back to the

‘horizon, doing a ridiculous routine with SHAKE WEIGHTS.

There is no funnier exercise device in action.

A hilariously efficient young man, JULES, 21, stands in front
of Blag, clutching an IPAD 5. Yes, 5.

BLAQ

Jules, you know me as the world’'s
finest venture capitalist. But
part of bringing on a new executive
associate is learning to trust him
with your most sensitive secrets.
Lips sealed: I bought a
controlling interest in Shake
Weights. The fad died, and I got
stuck with 60 tons of inventory.
So I placed a pair in every room I
own. To remind me, next time T
love an infomercial: buy the
roduct, not the company. And, to
get back to what I weighed in
cellege.

JULES
Smart, sir.

BLAQ
No, stupid. And it's now your Jjob,
as my eyes, ears, and sometimes
brain, to steer me past the
dangerous waters of the latter to
the gentle seas of the former.
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JULES
On that point, sir...

Jules hands Blag a NEWS ARTICLE. Blag waves it off.

BLAQ
Nothing longer than 140 characters.

JULES
{excited)

Were you an angel investor in
Twitter?!

BLAQ
(shakes head)
Whoopi Goldberg’s Flooz-dot-com.
Win some, lose some.

JULES

I’l]l summarize.

(pounding on his iPad as

he talks)
We‘re on earth’s most dangerous
waters. Swarming with aggressive
Somali pirates. Recently supplied
with state-of-the-art military
weaponry.

(beat, sly smile)
135. Tweeted it to be sure,

BLAQ
{big grin)
Nix who? Suggestions?

JULES
1. Forget all about this ‘Nix.’' 2,
turn arocund. Before we get...

Jules's EYES WIDEN, and he walks to the window: A FLOTILLA
of SMALL BLACK BOATS is rapidly bearing down on the YACHT.

JULES (0.8.)
« +» Jacked.

EXT. YACHT - DAY

GRAPPLING BOLTS clatter onto the ship's deck. PIRATE BOATS
SWARM. The SCUM of the EARTH ascend the ropes like acrobats.
DECKHANDS surrender., Those who don’'t EAT RIFLE BUTTS.
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INT./EXT. BLAQ'S OFFICE / YACHT - DAY

BLAQ and JULES stand behind Blag's DESK, surrounded by a SEMI-
CIRCLE of motley PTRATES who carry enough MODERN WEAPONRY to
overthrow a small nation. Blag holds out a glass jar.

BLAQ
Mint?

The PIRATE CAPTAIN smiles, revealing a mouth-ful of grimy
GOLD TEETH, then shakes his head.

BLAQ
Then I’'ll get to the point. I'm
familiar with the concept of a
hostile takeover. Granted, I'm
used to it from men in close-toed
shoes, with advanced degrees and
dentists. But in cases like these,
it's customary for us each to
present our terms. You first.

PIRATE
You like to talk.

BLAQ
I'1l start in again scon, so chop
chop.

PIRATE
My terms. 1, shut your mouth. You
condescending pig. 2, give us the
keys to your vessel. Or how do you
say?
{pulls out a MACHETE)
Chop chop.

Blag is STILL as STONE.

BLAQ
Jules, you’‘re about to learn the
difference between a man who
captains a boat. And a man who
captains a ship.

The Pirate Captain GLARES and RAISES his MACHETE.

BLAQ
Not. ‘Til I‘'m done. Talking. My
terms. 1, shut your mouth. ‘Cause

I‘m over looking at it. 2, give me

your weapons. In return for free

passage off this vessel... and a

couple crates of Shake Weights.
(MORE )
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BLAQ (CONT'D)
{to Jules)
I gotta unload these things.
(to Captain)
You’ll weigh less than you did in

college.
PIRATE
Is that some kind of bluff?
BLAD
Maybe. Sometimes I bluff,
Sometimes.
PTIRATE

(to fellow pirates)
Mount him on the bow.

BLAQ
You still won’t top the Sultan of
Brunei.

PIRATE
Do it!

BLAQ

(to pirates)
You heard the man.

The pirates SURGE FORWARD with their GUNS and BLADES.
BLAQ calmly PUSHES a BUTTON behind his DESK.

INSTANTLY, the pirates’ GUNS and BLADES FLY around the room,
STICKING to the WALLS and CEILING with big metallic CLANGS!

ANGLE ON the pirate BOATS surrounding the yacht, which are
suddenly PULLED against its sides, TRAPPED.

ANGLE ON Blag’'s office again. Every PIRATE who manages to
CLING to his WEAPON flies into the walls or ceiling WITH it,
UNABLE to PRY it from the metallic surface.

The pirates THEMSELVES soar across the room like RAG DOLLS.

Those with weapons strapped to their backs DANGLE from the
CEILING. Those with BELT BUCKLES stick to the walls.

And the PIRATE CAPTAIN finds his CHEEK STUCK to a BULWARK,
PINNED THERE by the GOLD in his TEETH.

BLAQ
Like a fish on a hocok, Captain
Feathersword.

(MORE)
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BLAQ (CONT'D)
But that's what happens when you
try to steal the world’s biggest...
magnet. Cool, right?

Blag runs his hand along a ROCKET LAUNCHER stuck to the wall.

BLAQ
It's your weapons I'm after. Next
to impossible for a man of my
profile to find top military
hardware without drawing attentiom.
Now... to separate you from your
toys... say hello...

The office doors swing QPEN, revealing AMMO and GREER,
flanked by 20 or so TRIPLETS, BAD-ASSES all.

BLAQ (0.8.)
...to my crazy li‘l friends.

The Triplets step forward, carrying weapons made
conveniently... only of WOOD: BASEBALL BATS.

AMMO walks up to the gold-toothed Pirate Captain, tapping the
fat end of his bat against his open palm.

AMMO
Hey, batta-batta-b