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ACT I.

INT. CLUB - NIGHT1 1

It’s dark in the club. STROBE LIGHTS flash in perfect rhythm 
to the beat of the music. Bodies gyrate against each other on 
the floor. Groups huddle in dark booths, enjoying bottle 
service as they talk and kiss and grope.

DAGAN PHILLIPS stands near the circular bar, staring at a 
BUSINESS CARD. He’s tall and well-built. Handsome, but with 
too much product in his hair and a too-tight shirt, like he’s 
working overtime to make a statement.

THE CARD: it reads CHARLIE ‘CHUCK’ JUDE- FOUNDER & CEO, 
FAMEMAKERS PRIVATE RELATIONS.

CHUCK
Sometimes they call me Saint 
Jude...

Dagan looks up at a man of medium age, medium height and 
medium build. The man wears a perfectly-pressed neutral grey 
suit over an open-collared shirt of a SLIGHTLY different grey 
color. His dark hair is retreating from a pronounced 
forehead, but is balanced by a moustache/goatee combo of the 
same gray as his shirt. This is CHUCK.

He’s taking two GLASSES of BOURBON from the bar, offering one 
to Dagan. Dagan takes it and without waiting to toast he 
downs it. Chuck smiles at that, and takes a polite sip from 
his own.

CLOSE ON: the bartender delivers another shot.

Dagan pounds this one as well. Chuck smiles, approving.

DAGAN
So what is it you guys do? Like PR 
and stuff?

CHUCK
What we do is a bit different than 
your run-of-the-mill PR company.

DAGAN
‘Cause I was gonna maybe sign with 
this other agency. They can get me 
into auditions for National 
commercials, some Network stuff...



CHUCK
That sounds... pretty typical.

Dagan takes another bourbon and throws it back.

DAGAN
You guys can do better?

CHUCK
I feel confident saying the service 
we offer is... highly competitive. 
Give us a call. Trust me, It’ll be 
worth your time.

Dagan pockets the card.

DAGAN
Yeah, okay- I’ll think about it.

Chuck looks at him. His smile isn’t exactly humorous.

CHUCK
You do that. We’ll talk soon.

And he turns and leaves.

CUT TO:

EXT. DAGAN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT2 2

Dagan stumbles out of an UBER car, tripping up the steps to 
his crumbling apartment complex- fishing for his keys, 
dropping them, picking them up, catching himself on a small 
decorative palm and almost falling before making it to the 
door, opening it and disappearing inside.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. DAGAN’S APARTMENT - DAY3 3

Same shot- the sun rises over the dilapidated apartment 
building.

INT. DAGAN’S APARTMENT - DAY4 4

Dagan stands by the window, squinting painfully at the sun, 
throwing back a couple Ibuprofen with some coffee.

A  LIMO cruises down the street. Taking its time. The tinted 
windows reveal nothing about who its passengers may be. 
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Dagan watches it go by, then turns and rifles through his 
pants and shirt from last night, searching for something. 
Finally he comes up with the BUSINESS CARD Chuck gave him at 
the club the night before. 

He stares at it, feeling the subtle texture of the high-end 
paper it’s printed on, noting how the type is embossed the 
old way, not laser printed. A Wilshire Boulevard address in 
Beverly Hills.

He looks around at his place:

Moldy threadbare rug. Stained walls with leaking AC vents. A 
cheap light fixture that flickers. Mismatched second hand 
furniture and cheap Ikea shelves. Empty pizza boxes, Subway 
wrappers and beer bottles everywhere.

He shakes his head, tossing the card on the table and heading 
for the shower. After a moment, though, he comes back and 
picks it up.

INT. BAR - DAY5 5

A typical old bar- lots of wood, rickety stools, a forest of 
multicolored bottles with pour spouts behind. It’s mostly 
deserted at this hour. 

LUCY CRUZ- young, attractive with flowing red hair pulled 
back in a ponytail- wipes down one of the tall tables near 
the bar, stacking used glasses from the lunch rush on a tray 
and carrying it back behind the bar.

Two guys at the end of the bar are drinking beers. One raises 
his hand.

PATRON
Hey can we get another round?

LUCY
You got it, one sec.

Lucy pours two pints and one of the guys nudges the other, 
nodding at how her tights show off her rear end. As she 
brings them the beers, the guy’s eyes are fixated on her 
body. She’s turning to go when one speaks up:

PATRON
So what do you do, model?

LUCY
Nah, I sing.
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PATRON 2
You on a label?

She grabs some glasses and starts wiping them down.

LUCY
Small one outta Nashville...

PATRON
Not exactly house-buying money, is 
it?

LUCY
Not exactly, no.

PATRON
Tough.

LUCY
Yeah, it’s tough all around.

PATRON 2
You know, you have a great look. 
Really unique. You could probably 
make a lot more in front of the 
camera than you do here.

Lucy smiles to herself. She’s heard this a million times.

LUCY
Let me take a wild guess: this type 
of modelling doesn’t include me 
wearing any clothing, does it?

PATRON 2
Hey, you use what you got... and 
you got something worth showing 
off. I got a friend with a really 
sweet studio...

LUCY
Enjoy the beers, guys.

She walks away.

CUT TO:

EXT. FAMEMAKERS - DAY6 6

The FameMakers offices are in an ultra-modern building set 
back from the main drag.
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Under a CANTILEVERED PORTICO- several DRIVERS wait next to 
their identical LIMOS. Men and women, they’re anonymous 
behind their identical black suits and mirrored sunglasses- 
they comport themselves more like soldiers than drivers.

INT. FAMEMAKERS (BOARD ROOM) - DAY7 7

A long room with an angled window wall on one side- the inner 
windows are mirrored from the outside for privacy. There’s a 
storm brewing outside.

Chuck Jude paces back and forth in front of several LARGE 
PLASMA SCREENS, each with rotating images of Japanese crowds, 
different labeling options for soups, newsstands full of 
celebrity magazines, pie charts, graphs of all kinds, flow 
charts.

CHUCK
So what is it that we’re really 
doing here, people? What is our 
purpose? Why do we show up for work 
here everyday?

There are a dozen AGENTS sitting around the boardroom table- 
all in pristine suits- perfect hair, flawless skin.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
And I’m not talking about making 
our margins, or just keeping the 
lights on here... we leave that rat 
race to the little boutique 
agencies on Rodeo... No, all of us 
here are aware that we’re playing a 
much longer game than that.

He strolls casually around the room- the assembled are tense: 
this speech isn’t going anywhere good for someone present.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
No, FameMakers is in a different 
league, and each of us here has to 
play up to the requirements of that 
league... we make long-term 
investments in people-- in 
personalities... we don’t follow 
the trends like the others, we lead 
them.

As he walks behind a tall, handsome man (KEN), the images on 
the screens CHANGE. We see several CELEBRITIES pictured, as 
well as media metrics sliding downward, popularity ratings on 
the decline, search engine reports in the red. 
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Ken looks down at the wood table.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
So... Ken.

Ken gulps.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Would you like to tell us what 
we’re looking at here? Because to a 
trained eye-- or heck, even a 
casual observer... well it’s not 
looking great.

KEN
Yeah well, I’ve... it’s been tough-- 
I mean the World Cup issue with 
Tommy and the doping didn’t help... 
And Mandy-- look, Chuck, I can only 
do so much with the assets I’m 
given.

CHUCK
I see... so it’s my fault, is what 
you’re saying.

KEN
Well-- I mean no, of course not. 
Look with just another month or 
two, I know I can turn things 
around and--

The screens come up again- shots from Ken’s social media of 
himself on a TROPICAL BEACH, partying hard.

CHUCK
Wow, that’s some blue water- where 
were these taken, Ken?

KEN
(pause)

Bali.

CHUCK
And when were you there, again?

KEN
April.

CHUCK
Wasn’t that when your client 
Amethyst was starting her tour?
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KEN
Yeah.

WEB ARTICLES come up, listing incredibly poor attendance at 
the pop star’s shows.

CHUCK
When I brought you over from ICM I 
told you we were a different 
animal, didn’t I, Ken?

KEN
You did.

CHUCK
I’m sure over there it was a 
nonstop party- filthy rich clients, 
parties, clubs, boats, booze, 
women.

Ken MUMBLES something we can’t hear.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
A little louder for everyone, 
please?

Ken’s had enough.

KEN
IT WAS MY VACATION! I WAS DUE TIME 
OFF! I mean-- I’d been working 
nonstop for months and... and...

CHUCK
And?

KEN
Nothing. I blew it. I know.

Chuck nods, looking around. He has everyone’s rapt attention. 
He’s made his point.

CHUCK
Happens to the best of us, Ken.

Everyone nods.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Unfortunately you’re not even close 
to being one of the best of us.

The door OPENS and two of the DRIVERS enter, silent and 
intimidating in their suits and sunglasses.
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CHUCK (CONT’D)
These gentlemen are going to give 
you a lift home, Ken. Your office 
personal effects will be sent along 
in the next few days. 

Ken looks in horror at the two. He looks around at everyone 
else- no one wants to meet his gaze. No one except Chuck.

KEN
Just like that, huh?

CHUCK
I’ll make sure your severance 
package is fair, buddy. The 
confidentiality contract you signed 
with us will still apply, of 
course.

Ken slowly stands. His eyes never leave Chuck as he walks out 
the door. The drivers follow him.

Chuck looks up at the remaining Agents.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Okay. Moving on...

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES - DUSK8 8

The clouds roll in and rain begins to blanket the city.

EXT. CLUB - EVENING9 9

It’s raining buckets. A LONG LINE of people waits outside a 
hip club, shielding themselves from the rain with coats, 
newspapers or whatever they have.

JAMESON DRAKE doesn’t bother. He’s just standing there, 
halfway back from the rope, getting soaked. He’s very tall 
and athletic with cropped hair and an intense gaze.

As he waits, two GIRLS hurry up past the line to the front, 
leading a trail of PAPARAZZI. The bouncer immediately lets 
the girls in, eliciting a general grumble from the line.

A LIMO with tinted windows cruises by, splashing everyone 
from a puddle in the street.
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EXT. LOS ANGELES - DAWN10 10

The sun rises over downtown’s skyscrapers.

INT. PRODUCTION STUDIO - DAY11 11

WE SEE Dagan through the LED VIEWFINDER of a video camera as 
the operator adjusts the focus. Next to him is a very 
ATTRACTIVE ACTRESS. Dagan is sweating and nervous, and is 
silently running through dialogue in his head, his lips 
moving without sound.

PRODUCER (O.S.)
Okay, are we ready?

ACTRESS
Yeah, Bill, let’s do this.

(to Dagan)
You good?

DAGAN
Yep. Yes. Sure. Absolutely. Let’s 
do this.

The actress starts with her dialogue:

ACTRESS
But Sam, the Gorliss is impervious 
to fire, bullets, even lasers. What 
makes you think this isotope you’ve 
managed to create will have any 
effect on it?

That’s his cue. He’s been nodding along with the actress’ 
dialogue, but now it’s his turn he’s lost it all. There’s a 
terrible PAUSE as everyone waits for him to deliver, and he 
doesn’t. The actress goes off-page, trying to help set him up 
again.

ACTRESS (CONT’D)
I mean, you just whipped this up in 
a day, and all... and the Gorliss 
is, you know, almost 
indestructible...

Another awful pause.

DAGAN
I--

He finally has to look at his lines, then blurts out his 
dialogue in one messy piece.
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DAGAN (CONT’D)
Thelevelofspecificradioactivedecayi
ntheGorlissshowsmethatcobalt77is--

(checks lines)
--theonlywaytocombatthemutation.

He takes a breath. There’s a long silent moment in the room. 
Everyone is awkward. Dagan looks at the camera with a wince.

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - DAY12 12

Dagan marches down the street, throwing his sides into the 
trash as he goes and YANKING off his jacket. He kicks 
nothing, cursing to himself and making people passing by turn 
and stare.

DAGAN
What?

He walks on, digging his phone out of his jeans to check the 
time:

PHONE SCREEN: it’s 11:30 AM. An ALERT tells him that his 
meeting at FameMakers is at 1:00 PM.

He’s got time to kill. He looks around, and sees an 
unassuming BAR halfway down the street.

He heads towards it.

INT. BAR - DAY13 13

Lucy stands behind the bar, dutifully wiping it down. She 
nods as the bar manager walks by.

MANAGER
Hey I’m going up the street to pick 
up payroll, be back in a few.

LUCY
I’ll try to handle the crowd 
alone...

She looks around- the bar is deserted.

As soon as the manager leaves Lucy pulls out her phone, 
checking her messages.

PHONE: she has a message from a place called THE CATERWAUL 
CLUB.
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MESSAGE:
You’re on for tonight. Regular 
opening act rate ($65). Also bring 
your own PA.

She shakes her head- a whole sixty-five dollars. Then the 
FRONT DOOR OPENS, letting in a BLINDING stream of light from 
outside.

As she looks up she sees:

DAGAN coming in the door, squinting in the darkness.

DAGAN
You guys open?

INT. COPY CENTER - DAY14 14

A typical LA copy center. Screenwriters are printing out 
scripts, old people are needing help using the pay cards for 
the self-copiers, unattended children are breaking things. 

In the back, Jameson is printing out copies on a large-size 
copier. He’s is much too tall for it, and has to hunch over. 
He’s wearing the bright-colored polo shirt with the company 
logo on it, and a baseball cap pulled way down, as incognito 
as possible.

His coworker WENDY calls out from the counter.

WENDY
Hey Jameson, can you fix a paper 
jam on number three for me?

He turns away and heads for the front. As he passes her he 
points to his name tag, which reads “GEORGE”

JAMESON
Wendy, please? It’s “George” when 
I’m here, remember?

WENDY
(scoffs)

Whatever. Hey, tell you what, from 
now on call me Joan of Arc, okay?

Jameson heads to the copier, smiling at the older woman 
trying to work it, opening the feed tray and pulling out a 
rumpled piece of paper, then hitting reset. 

LADY
Thank you!
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He gives the lady a kindly smile, and checks the rest of the 
machines, lifting their lids. As he does, he pauses as 
there’s something still on the glass of one.

He picks it up, staring at it.

THE CARD: it’s one of Chuck’s FameMakers cards.

Jameson stares at it.

INT. BAR - DAY15 15

Dagan sits there with two empty beer mugs and an empty shot 
glass in front of him. Something tells him to check his phone 
and he jumps.

DAGAN
Crap...

He digs through his pocket, pulling out some bills, throwing 
them on the bar and hurries out the door.

Lucy is coming out of the back.

LUCY
Hey, so did you want another--?

She pauses as she sees the door swing shut behind him.

LUCY (CONT’D)
Or not...

She picks up the money he left, counting in her head, 
separating the bill from her tip, and comes up with only a 
single dollar in gratuity.

LUCY (CONT’D)
Nice.

As she goes to clear the glasses, she spots something. 
Leaning over the bar she plucks Dagan’s LEATHER JACKET off 
the bar stool where he left it.

LUCY (CONT’D)
Ahh, guess you’ll be back...

That’s when she realizes his wallet’s inside. There’s a 
momentary moral decision. Lucy looks to the door, then pulls 
it out.

THE WALLET: she pulls out his ID.
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LUCY (CONT’D)
Dagan, huh? Neat name...

Opening up the billfold compartment, she realizes there’s 
only a couple wrinkled dollars in it. Some of her frustration 
goes away- then she pulls out CHUCK’S CARD.

She stares at it.

END OF ACT I.
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ACT II.

INT. FAMEMAKERS (WAITING ROOM) - DAY16 16

Dagan has the jitters. The alcohol isn’t doing its job 
helping at all. He looks over at Jameson sitting in another 
chair nearby, also on edge. The waiting room is white and 
sterile. The room is narrow, the ceiling is tall and the 
windows are positioned higher than they should be. The 
furniture is uncomfortable and hard to stay seated in without 
sliding forward. It’s like the room is designed to put people 
off their game.

A RECEPTIONIST comes from around her DESK with a tray of 
elegant BOTTLED WATERS, offering them to the two men.

RECEPTIONIST
Any water for you two?

DAGAN
Thanks.

Dagan grabs his, gulping it down- he’s dehydrated.

She lays down a thick PACKET in front of each of them. The 
cover bears the FameMakers logo, and each has their name on 
it.

RECEPTIONIST
I’ll be right back, if either of 
you needs anything.

She exits- she’s perfectly poured into her business suit.

JAMESON
Oh, I need something, that’s for 
sure...

His glance moves from the Receptionist to Dagan.

JAMESON (CONT’D)
You okay, man? You look like you’re 
gonna upchuck.

DAGAN
I’m okay.

JAMESON
If you upchuck, can you give me the 
high sign first? You know, just so 
I can get out of the blast radius?
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DAGAN
Nice. No, seriously, I’m okay. I 
just-- had a bad lunch.

Suddenly he looks around for his jacket, feels in his back 
pocket for his wallet. His eyes roll up in his head.

DAGAN (CONT’D)
Craappp...

Just then his JACKET is PLOPPED down on the table in front of 
him. He stares at it.

LUCY sinks into a chair opposite- she’s changed out of her 
work clothes and looks fantastic in a tight red dress and 
heavy boots, her hair loose and free.

DAGAN (CONT’D)
That’s my jacket.

He digs in and finds his wallet.

LUCY
Hazards of the liquid lunch, my 
friend.

He squints up at her.

DAGAN
We’ve met, right?

LUCY
You could say that.

He’s thinking.

LUCY (CONT’D)
Keep workin’ at it, you’ll get 
there.

JAMESON
Careful, he’s probably gonna 
upchuck.

DAGAN
I’m not gonna upchuck..!

LUCY
Yeah he’s two shots away from 
vomitville, at least.

DAGAN
See?
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The Receptionist comes back in, pauses when she sees Lucy 
there.

RECEPTIONIST
Can I help you?

Lucy hands her Chuck’s card she took out of Dagan’s wallet.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
I see. Let me get you a packet. 
Your name is?

LUCY
Lucy. Lucy Cruz. With a ‘z’.

RECEPTIONIST
Just one moment, I’ll get you set 
up.

She’s off to get the packet. Lucy looks around at the alien 
space.

LUCY
I hope we’re not about to get the 
hard sell for a timeshare.

JAMESON
So how’d you guys hear about this 
place?

DAGAN
I met their head guy at a club the 
other night. Seemed alright enough.

(to Lucy)
How about you?

LUCY
(pause)

Same thing.

INT. FAMEMAKERS (CONFERANCE ROOM) - DAY17 17

The room is dark, the windows shaded today against the bright 
California sunshine.

Dagan, Lucy and Jameson sit at the same table the board 
members were at the other day. Chuck stands in front of them.

CHUCK
I want to thank you all for coming 
today... Let’s begin.

CLOSE ON: he presses a button on a tiny REMOTE.
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THE SCREENS all flash to life with the FameMakers logo. A 
gentle STRING CONCERTO begins playing.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
The three of you are all in need 
the same product, and the truth is, 
we’re the only people in this town 
who can provide it to you.

Lucy looks at the two guys and mouths the word “TIMESHARE”. 
The guys snicker.

Chuck laughs along with their joke.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Yes, you’re all thinking you’ve 
probably made a mistake coming here 
today. You think I’m about to try 
to sell you on something you can’t 
afford. There are many things we 
all need in life, and many more 
things we want, but can’t have. 
People say that money doesn’t bring 
happiness, but you can all attest 
that poverty isn’t exactly a party, 
either- is it? The three of you all 
know this because: 

The words YOU ARE ALL BROKE come up on the screens behind 
him.

LUCY
Seriously?

CHUCK
Ms. Cruz, how much did you make 
from tips this week at your bar?

She stares at him- he knows where she works.

LUCY
I don’t know. Two-fifty, maybe?

CHUCK
Add that to the sixty-five you’ll 
make playing the Caterwaul Club on 
Friday and that’s a little more 
than three-hundred per week. Times 
fifty-two that’s fifteen-thousand, 
six-hundred dollars before taxes- 
well below the poverty line.

He turns to Jameson.
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CHUCK (CONT’D)
Jameson, what’s the Copy Depot 
paying these days?

JAMESON
The-- what you talking about? I’m--

CHUCK
Currently a shift lead at Copy 
Depot on Highland and De Longpre. 
You’ve worked there since last 
February. Now how much is it?

JAMESON
You know so much, you tell me.

CHUCK
Very well, fifteen-fifty per hour. 
You don’t get full-time so they 
don’t have to give you benefits, so 
let’s call it thirty hours per 
week. Times fifty-two, that’s a 
little over twenty-four thousand a 
year, again before taxes. Better 
than Ms. Cruz, but still lean 
living in Los Angeles. Also, Copy 
Depot will be declaring bankruptcy 
next month and terminating your 
employment. 

JAMESON
What?

But Chuck’s already turning to Dagan.

CHUCK
Mr. Phillips.

Dagan knows what’s coming now.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Help me out, the last role you were 
cast in was...

DAGAN
I was a featured extra on a soap 
last month. I got a line.

CHUCK
And thereby a small bump in your 
day wage. Congratulations... but 
that wasn’t the most recent role, 
was it?
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Dagan shifts. The others are looking at him.

DAGAN
(under his breath)

Chicken.

A beat.

LUCY
(to Jameson)

Did he say ‘chicken’?

JAMESON
Pretty sure he said ‘chicken’...

CHUCK
A little louder, please?

DAGAN
I was the chicken mascot for 
Rotisserie Sam’s grand opening in 
Studio City last week.

JAMESON
Wasn’t it like 105 in Studio City 
last week?

DAGAN
Yeah I got to skip cardio day at 
the gym that Friday.

Jameson gets up.

JAMESON
You’ll excuse me, I can get 
disrespected at work. I don’t have 
to schedule an appointment to get 
put down.

CHUCK
If what I’m saying seems harsh I 
apologize, Mr. Drake. It’s not my 
intent to insult any of you, I 
simply want to point out certain 
realities that exist in your lives- 
if those realities are harsh, then 
well- it is what it is, as they 
say. Please come back, we’re almost 
to the good part, I promise.

Jameson sits back down.
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CHUCK (CONT’D)
None of you are slackers. You all 
work hard and sacrifice to grow 
your respective careers- Ms. Cruz, 
your music- Mr. Phillips, your 
acting-- Mr. Drake, your 
basketball.

DAGAN
You make basketballs?

JAMESON
I PLAY basketball.

DAGAN
Oh. Sorry.

CHUCK
So the truth is, the only thing you 
three really can’t afford- is to 
continue being broke.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
People like to throw around the 
expression “glass ceiling”... the 
belief that there are invisible 
forces at work in various 
occupations that are actively 
working to keep outsiders from 
breaking in.

They all nod.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
This is correct.

DAGAN
Wait, what?

CHUCK
There’s only so much money in the 
world to be spent on music, or 
movies, or game tickets. There’s 
only so much time in the day for 
people to watch TV shows, or 
sports, or listen to new talent. 
The people behind the scenes, the 
ones who run the studios, who 
manage big talent, who own the 
teams-- they know this all to well. 
And they spend their time and money 
making sure that your time and 
money goes to them and their 
clients.

20.



JAMESON
So what is it you offer, then?

Chuck smiles.

CHUCK
We’re here to help you smash the 
glass.

The three seated at the table all turn and look at one 
another. Jameson is the first one to look up.

JAMESON
Where do I sign up?

CUT TO:

EXT. LOS ANGELES - TIMELAPSE18 18

The sun rises over the city’s skyline, then sets. Then rises 
and sets again. And again. The days cycle faster and faster 
and faster- traffic on the highways is a blur. New buildings 
are erected to tower over the old ones, until finally we 
STOP:

TITLE: THREE YEARS LATER.

INT. LUXURY HOTEL - DAY19 19

A heavy, ARCHED WOODEN DOOR. Suddenly there’s a ferocious 
POUNDING on it. A pause, then MORE POUNDING.

IN THE BED: Jameson SITS UP with a start at the noise. He’s 
put on some serious muscle. His hair and beard are cropped 
perfectly. But his eyes are BLEARY and BLOODSHOT from 
partying. The POUNDING comes again and he WINCES.

JAMESON
Whatever it is, leave it in the 
hall!

A pause, then more POUNDING. An incredibly attractive MODEL 
sits up next to him, squinting in the light-- then ANOTHER on 
his other side. More pounding.

MODEL
Who IS that?

JAMESON
I don’t know but they’re gonna be 
pretty damn sorry in a minute.
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He gets up, pulling the sheets around himself.

As he walks to the door, he steps on various SPORTS MAGAZINES 
with his picture on the cover playing basketball.

Jameson heads to the door as there’s more pounding. The suite 
is palatial, with a bar and a sunken tub and panorama 
windows, but it’s TRASHED, with bottles of Crystal and room 
service trays scattered about.

Reaching the door, he YANKS it open.

JAMESON (CONT’D)
Okay, somebody and I are about to 
have an altercation!

He FREEZES as he sees a SLENDER WOMAN standing there, dressed 
in the livery of FameMakers’ DRIVERS. He blinks a moment, 
working to bring her into focus.

JAMESON (CONT’D)
What did-- I don’t understand, do I 
have an--?

Suddenly the woman LUNGES at him and GRABS HIM.

The DOOR swings SHUT.

INT. SOUNDSTAGE - DAY20 20

DAGAN stands next to a FIRE RED FERRARI SCOPRITORE. His shirt 
is SHREDDED, exposing a tight six-pack. His face is BLOODIED 
and he’s covered in dirt. A SUBMACHINE GUN is slung over his 
shoulder.

A gorgeous blonde, similarly dirty, takes a step towards him.

BLONDE
So that’s it? You’re leaving?

DAGAN
My work here’s done. Rebuilding 
what was lost? Well that’s up to 
all of you.

The blonde TEARS UP.

BLONDE
(whisper)

None of us will forget you. Not 
Addison, or Billy... not me.
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Dagan’s lips crease in a rouge-ish smile, and he goes to get 
in the car, lifting the gull-wing door, which doesn’t open 
fast enough. He has to try ducking to get in, but then is 
facing the wrong way. We hear LAUGHTER coming from somewhere.

DIRECTOR
Okay, let’s cut there.

We finally reveal the GREENSCREEN behind them.

Laughing at it all, Dagan extricates himself from the car as 
the Director and Script Supervisor approach.

DAGAN
Okay, yeah- this is gonna probably 
be a thing here... it’s like-- I 
should really be sitting into it, 
but that’s gonna look hella lame 
right? Like going in butt-first?

DIRECTOR
We can just start the bit with the 
door open if that helps.

(to Scripty)
We can do that, right?

SCRIPT SUPERVISOR
We haven’t established the car yet 
so yeah.

DAGAN
Well yeah, okay.

(to the Blonde)
I mean that works for you, right?

BLONDE
Whatever, sure.

(to Director)
Shouldn’t we kiss? I mean, he did 
just save like my whole family and 
my friends and like everyone I 
know.

DIRECTOR
No, but Beth, see- that’s the whole 
point. Dashiell doesn’t want your 
thanks. He’s got a higher mission--

DAGAN
Shouldn’t the car be just a LITTLE 
dirty? I mean it’s the Apocalypse 
and I can count the hairs on my 
head in my reflection.
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DIRECTOR
Yeah that was a big no-no with the 
sponsor.

DAGAN
Okay. I mean fine, I’m just worried 
fans are gonna wonder who’s 
detailing my ride when I’m out 
wandering the wasteland is all, but 
it’s all good.

A PRODUCTION ASSISTANT comes up to Dagan with his PHONE.

P.A.
Sorry, Mr. Phillips your phone’s 
been ringing and ringing. I thought 
it might be important.

DAGAN
Cool, thanks Ted.

P.A.
Tim.

DAGAN
Right on.

He looks at the Caller ID a moment, then looks up.

DAGAN (CONT’D)
Glenn, can we pick this scene up 
after lunch?

DIRECTOR
Well... yeah, I mean-- I guess we 
can do some coverage on Beth---

DAGAN
Great, thanks.

He’s already walking away.

INT. TRAILER - DAY21 21

There’s a knocking on the trailer door.

DAGAN (O.S.)
Come in!

The door opens and JAMESON comes in.
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Dagan is sitting at the small table with a pile of 
highlighted SIDES in front of him, running lines. He looks up 
and STARES.

JAMESON’s FACE is BATTERED. One eye is swollen almost 
completely shut and his lip is split in several places.

DAGAN (CONT’D)
I didn’t know you guys were playing 
against Philadelphia this week...

JAMESON
Very funny.

DAGAN
Sit down, man. 

Jameson sits with obvious pain.

DAGAN (CONT’D)
Can I get you something?

JAMESON
Like what?

DAGAN
I dunno, like an ice pack or an 
ointment or some Morphine maybe?

JAMESON
I’m good. Doc gave me what I need.

He puts a bottle of OXYCONTIN on the table.

DAGAN
Hope you brought enough for the 
class...

(off his look)
Okay, all joking aside. It’s good 
to see you, man. Now what the hell 
happened to you?

JAMESON
What happened to me? I didn’t 
follow instructions. That’s what 
happened to me.

Dagan takes that in, suddenly very serious.

JAMESON (CONT’D)
You talk to Lucy lately?
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DAGAN
Not lately. I should probably give 
her a call, though, huh?

JAMESON
I’m thinking yeah.

DAGAN
Yeah.

There’s a pause between them.

JAMESON
What did we get ourselves into, 
man?

(pause)
And how do we get out?

END OF ACT II.

22 22
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ACT III.

EXT. POOL - DAY23 23

A FIGURE in a LONG COAT moves carefully through the bushes, 
intent on being as quiet as possible.

A HAND parts a branch, giving him a good view of a private 
POOL. After a moment, a figure comes out of the water.

LUCY climbs out of the pool and walks to her chair in a tiny 
BIKINI, grabbing a towel and drying off. Her body has been 
molded into flawless shape in the last three years. She sits 
down and stretches out, soaking up the sun. 

Her secret viewer pulls a CAMERA from under his coat, 
focusing on her.

Her phone CHIMES, and Lucy checks it, frowning. She looks up 
briefly, catching the GLINT of sunlight off the lens. She 
looks back at her phone.

PHONE SCREEN: it’s a message from a sender with the initials 
FM: remove your top.

She types back: ???

FM: contract services have not been fulfilled for 21 days. 
Next step involves DUI and/or drug bust. Your choice.

She puts the phone down, glancing again at the bushes-- and 
with a sigh reaches back and unties her bikini top, tossing 
it aside and laying back in the chair, closing her eyes.

The camera’s shutter clicks away.

CUT TO:

INT. LUCY’S HOUSE (LIVING ROOM) - DAY24 24

A LARGE OPEN-SPACE ROOM with windowed walls that look out 
over LA. It’s cloudy today, and Lucy sits on a chez lounge in 
sweats under a blanket, scrolling through paparazzi websites 
on her LAPTOP:

SCREEN: all of them feature pics of her topless shots.

Tears well in the corners of her eyes. She’s numb and 
violated, finally slapping the screen shut. Her PHONE BEEPS 
and she looks at it and puts it back down. It BEEPS again. 
The third time she finally picks it up.
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LUCY
Just leave whatever it is at the 
gate, okay?

DAGAN
Lucy? It’s Dagan.

A moment’s pause, then she BUZZES him in.

INT. LUCY’S HOUSE (LIVING ROOM) - MOMENTS LATER25 25

She leads Dagan to the large kitchen. A half-empty WINE 
BOTTLE sits on the counter.

LUCY
Can I pour you something? This is a 
real nice Malbec... oh wait, you 
were beer, weren’t you? I remember.

DAGAN
Yeah, I actually quit drinking last 
year.

LUCY
Really? Good for you.

She pours herself more wine.

LUCY (CONT’D)
So I take it you saw yesterday’s 
photo shoot? Of course you did. 
Everyone did. My fifteen-year old 
niece did. Isn’t that awesome? Aunt 
Lucy the role model... show a 
little tit and you get all the 
attention.

He gently takes the wine glass away from her.

DAGAN
Actually I was trying to get hold 
of you before the pics.

She walks away, plopping down on the sofa.

LUCY
Yeah? Catching up on old times?

DAGAN
Jameson was attacked Monday. He got 
beat really bad.
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LUCY
By who?

He stares out the window and nods to her.

DAGAN
Who do you think?

She comes to the window- there’s a BLACK LIMO parked down 
across the street. She takes that in.

LUCY
I haven’t seen anything about him 
in a while... do you think he--?

DAGAN
Missed his contract obligations. 
Yeah.

LUCY
But they wouldn’t-- I mean they’re 
an agency, they don’t deal in stuff 
like that... Right?

DAGAN
Not that we know of. But what if 
they do? How many others out there 
made the same deal we did? How many 
of them OD or commit suicide or 
crash in planes and we all just 
write it off? Everyone including us 
figures they were just tormented 
artists. Or we chalk it up to the 
hazards of living the dream. 

LUCY
They can’t all be--

DAGAN
No... but how many are?

LUCY
Where’s Jameson now?

DAGAN
Barricaded up in his house with a 
loaded Glock, that’s where. 

LUCY
What are YOU gonna do?

DAGAN
I don’t know. I want to hear what 
Chuck has to say about this.
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She gets up and crosses to him, coming close.

LUCY
Please don’t... don’t risk it all-- 
you’ve come so far from when I met 
you, drunk in a Hollywood dive.

DAGAN
Yeah, thanks to FameMakers.

LUCY
No, thanks to YOU. Maybe they gave 
you the in and maybe they cleared 
some obstacles for you, but YOU got 
to where you are now. You put in 
the work and the sweat... just... 
do me a favor and do what they 
want. For now. Until we can figure 
something out. 

DAGAN
Yeah? How’s that strategy working 
out for you?

That hurts her. She turns cold, backing away.

LUCY
Since no one’s kicking the crap out 
of me, I’d say pretty freaking 
good.

She turns and exits.

LUCY (CONT’D)
You know the way out.

He’s mad at himself for saying it, but the damage is done. He 
turns to go.

EXT. MOVIE STUDIO - DAY26 26

A familiar-looking backlot of soundstages.

INT. STUDIO (PARKING GARAGE) - DAY27 27

Dagan pulls his PORSCHE BOXTER into a spot with RESERVED and 
his name on it, getting out.

He gets out, popping the hood and grabbing his bag from the 
front storage compartment.
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As he walks towards the elevator a BLACK LIMO at the end of 
the ramp catches his eye.

He pauses, staring. The engine is RUNNING. The windows are 
TINTED.

He turns back to the elevator. It’s just somebody’s 
chauffeur.

The LIMO slowly pulls out from its spot, gliding down the 
ramp towards where Dagan is walking.

He senses it, but doesn’t turn around this time. He takes out 
his MIRRORED AVIATOR GLASSES, pretending to polish them, 
holding them up to the light as he walks. Then he turns them 
around, mirrored side facing BACK:

GLASSES: the limo is coming much closer.

Dagan thinks. The elevator is still fifty feet away. He walks 
another few steps then takes a sharp turn to the RIGHT, 
headed for a STAIRWELL.

The LIMO picks up speed, passing the stairs and squealing 
around the corner and going down the next ramp, headed for 
the exit.

INT. STUDIO (PARKING GARAGE STAIRS) - DAY28 28

Dagan RACES down the stairs, passing a group of TOURISTS.

A girl with DYED PURPLE HAIR recognizes him instantly.

PURPLE-HAIRED GIRL
OMIGOD you’re Dagan Phillips! Hey, 
wait can I get a picture?

DAGAN
Sorry, in a bit of a hurry here!

He races down, leaving the girl disappointed.

PURPLE-HAIRED GIRL
Wow, what a dick.

INT. STUDIO (PARKING GARAGE) - DAY29 29

The LIMO races down the lane, swerving just in time to miss a 
BMW backing up out of a space.

PRODUCER
Hey, you wanna kill somebody?!
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INT. STUDIO (PARKING GARAGE) - DAY30 30

The LIMO races down the ramp and suddenly comes to a HALT AT:

The SECURITY GATE. Another car is in front of it, having some 
issue with their DRIVE-ON PASS. The limo HONKS loudly.

The GUARD holds up his hand.

GUARD
Hang on a sec, buddy, we’ll get to 
you.

EXT. STUDIO (BACKLOT) - DAY31 31

Dagan BURSTS out the doorway onto the backlot, hustling 
towards his stage. 

He glances back, seeing the LIMO blocked at the gate.

He grins in triumph, which quickly fades into worry as he 
turns a corner and RUNS INTO:

The PRODUCTION ASSISTANT. Dagan FLINCHES AWAY a second before 
he realizes who it is.

P.A.
Oh, hey, there you are, Dagan. 
Let’s get you into hair and makeup-- 
are you alright?

DAGAN
I-- yeah. Yeah, I’m good.

He follows the kid to the makeup trailer.

INT. LUCY’S HOUSE (LIVING ROOM) - DAY32 32

Lucy stares out the window. 

The LIMO is gone from its spot, but she thinks she can see it 
parked down at the corner past a GAS STATION.

She pulls back inside, drawing the blinds.

INT. FAMEMAKERS (BOARD ROOM) - DUSK33 33

The lowering sun tinges everything pink and casts long 
shadows across the room.
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Chuck sits alone, watching a stream of information that’s 
coming across his TABLET. The RECEPTIONIST enters the room.

RECEPTIONIST
Mr. Jude, there’s a call on your 
select line. Would you like me to 
transfer it to your mobile?

CHUCK
Sure, thank you Colleen.

She exits. After a moment his phone beeps. We only hear one 
side of the conversation.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Hello, sir. 

(listens)
Yes, I’m well aware. I’ve been 
monitoring the situation on a 
minute-by-minute basis. This is 
receiving my fullest attention.

(listens)
Well the usual initial steps have 
been taken to encourage compliance.

(listens)
Sir, while I fully respect your 
concerns... I’m not sure this kind 
of escalation is our smartest 
course at this--

The voice on the other end increases volume so that Chuck has 
to hold the phone a few inches from his ear.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
I understand. I’m sorry to hear 
that you’re so disappointed in the 
situation. After all I pride myself 
on my spotless record with the 
company.

(listens)
Absolutely. Consider it done, sir. 
You have a pleasant evening.

He hangs up finally, sighing. He calls out.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Colleen?

Colleen pokes her head in again.

RECEPTIONIST
What’s up?
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CHUCK
Who’s driving tonight?

RECEPTIONIST
I can go check.

CHUCK
Could you?

She ducks back out. A beat and then his phone RINGS again. He 
picks it up by instinct.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Charlie Jude.

(listens)
Sure, honey... unbleached flour. 
Anything else?

(looks at watch)
No, I shouldn’t be too much longer.

EXT. JAMESON’S MANSION - NIGHT34 34

A large stone mansion of questionable architectural taste 
sits back from the street, guarded by a heavy GATE.

A circular gravel drive leads to the porte-cochère. Several 
EXOTIC CARS are parked near it, and a BASKETBALL HOOP hangs 
incongruously over the stone portico.

INT. JAMESON’S MANSION - NIGHT35 35

Jameson sits on his BILLIARD TABLE in the DARK, staring out 
through the windows at the street. He wears TRACK PANTS, a 
white TANK TOP and a LEATHER JACKET. He’s been up for 48 
hours straight now, and his head is hanging with fatigue.

CLOSE ON: true to Dagan’s statement, he holds a GLOCK in his 
hand.

His eyes GLISTEN in the dark as he mutters to himself.

JAMESON
You want a piece of me? Come get me 
suckers... come and get me... Come 
on. Come and get me...

Just as his eyelids begin to DROOP the SOUND of a LOCK 
CLICKING startles him back to wide awake.

He’s off the table in a flash, gun up.
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JAMESON (CONT’D)
WHO’S THERE?! I SAID WHO’S THERE, 
SUCKER!?! 

He slowly moves forward through the dark rooms of the house, 
gun ready.

JAMESON (CONT’D)
Some sorry bastard’s about to find 
out they broke into the WRONG 
GODDAMN HOUSE!

A SOUND makes him turn and FIRE, putting a bullet through his 
wall.

ANOTHER SOUND makes him wheel around again. He’s starting to 
get really frightened now.

He reaches in his jacket pocket and pulls out his PHONE, 
dialing. Putting it to his ear a HORRIBLE SQUELCHING SOUND 
makes him drop it.

He stares down at it, then through the hallway to the 
CORDLESS PHONE in the kitchen, lit clearly by the moonlight 
coming in the french doors.

Slowly he moves towards it, every sense alert.

Halfway there he PAUSES- the SLIGHTEST CREAK can be heard in 
the pitch black RIGHT BEHIND HIM. Taking a breath, ready to 
pull the trigger, he suddenly SPINS.

THE PHONE is lit up be several FLASHES of gunfire- then 
nothing.

INT. CHUCK JUDE’S HOME - NIGHT36 36

Chuck is at the table with his Wife DONNA and teenage 
daughter AIMEE, enjoying a classic dinner of meat, potatoes 
and peas. At least the adults are. Aimee is looking at a text 
on her phone under the table. The whole place is decorated in 
a very mid-century style and the family dynamic is oddly 
antiquated, almost like the 1950s. 

DONNA
Aimee, what’s the rule about phones 
at the table?

AIMEE
Hang on, Kaycee just texted me and-- 

CHUCK
Aimee? What did your mother say?
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AIMEE
Sorry.

She puts it away. They continue to eat.

DONNA
I didn’t disturb you at work when I 
called, did I dear?

CHUCK
No... no, like I said, I was just 
finishing up--

He breaks off as his PHONE rings. With a look at his wife he 
takes it out looks at the caller ID.

AIMEE
That’s so not fair, how come dad 
gets to use his phone and I don’t?

CHUCK
Because I put this food on the 
table, young lady.

He holds up a finger for silence and answers the call.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Hello? Yes. 

(listens)
Alright then. No that’ll be fine. 
Thanks for calling. Good night.

He hangs up and puts the phone away, going back to his food.

DONNA
I wish they wouldn’t call you so 
late...

CHUCK
That’s the price of doing business, 
dear. 

(digging in)
Great dinner, by the way.

DONNA
Why thanks. I tried something new 
with the steak. Mary said that if 
you fry them on high the first two 
minutes and THEN reduce the 
heat....

They continue to talk and eat- the perfect nuclear family.
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EXT. LOS ANGELES - MORNING37 37

The sun rises over the spread out urban landscape.

EXT. JAMESON’S MANSION - DAY38 38

A CLEANING LADY gets out of her Honda hatchback, pulling out 
a bag with some fresh CLEANING SUPPLIES.

She fishes around and finds her key to the gate door, 
unlocking it, stepping through, being sure it locks securely 
behind her.

INT. JAMESON’S MANSION - DAY39 39

The Cleaning Lady UNLOCKS the front door, punching in the 
code for the beeping security system.

CLEANING LADY
Mister Drake? Mister Drake are you 
home?

She heads through several large richly-appointed rooms 
towards the kitchen.

CLEANING LADY (CONT’D)
Mr. Drake? 

She stoops to pick up an empty VODKA BOTTLE from the floor.

CLEANING LADY (CONT’D)
(to herself)

Ai, mis dios...

She enters the kitchen, putting the cleaning supplies on the 
counter before starting to clean up-- she doesn’t look into 
the adjacent TV ROOM, where JAMESON lies prone on a couch. 
She busies herself filling the sink, scraping plates, rinsing 
out empty beer bottles... then she looks up.

CLEANING LADY (CONT’D)
Ai, Mr. Drake-- it’s two-thirty, 
why you still sleeping?

She makes her way towards him, having to step over more 
discarded bottles in her path.

CLEANING LADY (CONT’D)
You made a mess this weekend, Mr. 
Drake. I was coming earlier but my 
car--
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Her sentence falls away as she gets close enough to see his 
eyes.

They’re OPEN and empty. He’s not breathing.

Several prescription OXYCONTIN BOTTLES lie upturned and 
empty. The pills have been crushed and cut into lines on the 
glass table in front of him, razor blades, rubber tubes and 
needles scattered about with more vodka.

The lady steps back, her eyes wide with horror. She steps on 
an empty bottle and SLIPS, going down hard.

She crawls backwards crab-style, until her back is against 
the kitchen island. She can’t look away from the body. She’s 
shaking, her eyes are tearing up. She reaches up blindly, 
unable to take her eyes off her former employer. Finally her 
hand finds the CORDLESS PHONE.

She dials 911 with clumsy fingers.

INT. TRAILER - NIGHT40 40

Dagan stumbles into the trailer, covered in fake blood and 
filth, a fleece blanket thrown over his naked torso. A female 
production assistant leans her head in.

FEMALE PA
They’re pretty sure you’re wrapped 
for the night, Mr. Phillips, but 
Orso asked if you can stay in 
makeup for a bit until we’re sure?

DAGAN
(tiredly)

Sure. Fine. Thanks.

FEMALE PA
Great, I’ll be back in a bit to let 
you know.

She leaves, closing the door, and he immediately begins 
wiping the makeup off his face.

DAGAN
(to himself)

Geez, could anything be stickier? 
Gaa...

He grabs the remote and clicks the TV on. 

TV SCREEN: A BREAKING NEWS REPORT comes on, the anchor 
reading new copy from the prompter.
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ANCHOR
Once more, we’re reporting that 
Jameson Drake, who burst onto the 
NBA scene just last year, has been 
found dead in his Bel Air mansion, 
the victim of an apparent drug 
overdose.

Dagan stops washing his face and turns.

TV SCREEN: we see shots of Jameson’s MANSION, stock footage 
of him getting out of LIMOS and going into clubs, and STILLS 
of him playing ball.

ANCHOR (V.O.)
Little is known at this time. Drake 
was a late bloomer, a star high-
school ball player who’d seemingly 
slipped through the cracks, until a 
chance discovery at his LA 
apartment complex by legendary 
basketball scout A. C. Raykoff, who 
was visiting his niece and saw the 
young man playing.

TV SCREEN: it cuts to Drake’s COACH talking to a mass of 
reporters.

COACH
Our hearts are heavy tonight. We’ve 
not only lost an invaluable 
teammate, but a great friend.

TV SCREEN: a STILL picture of Drake comes up with the 
caption: Jameson Drake- dead at age 28.

Dagan has to sit down. The news cuts to a loud commercial and 
he clicks it off. He stares at nothing. 

The trailer door opens again.

FEMALE PA
Hey so Orso says you’re wrapped. 
You can go to makeup and we’ll have 
tomorrow’s sides ready for you in 
just a bit.

DAGAN
(absently)

Great. Thanks, Lisa.

The door closes again. Dagan just sits there, staring 
straight ahead. We can clearly see his shock morphing into 
anger.

39.



INT. LUCY’S HOUSE (LIVING ROOM) - NIGHT41 41

Lucy sits cross-legged on the floor with her guitar, a glass 
of wine beside her, writing. 

She looks up to see Jameson’s face on the muted TV.

She absently reaches for her wine glass without looking, and 
knocks it over.

The wine SOAKS into the thick pile carpet.

EXT. WILSHIRE BLVD./FAMEMAKERS - NIGHT42 42

It’s RAINING BUCKETS. Dagan pulls up in his Porsche, parking 
clumsily at the curb on the deserted street. He gets out, 
ignoring the rain, a bottle of WHITE LIGHTNING in his hand.

He stalks a block down the sidewalk, the occasional HEADLAMPS 
playing across his determined face.

Dagan stops in front of the gate for FameMakers. Only a 
single LIGHT is on in Chuck’s corner office.

He stares up at the window for a long moment, then takes a 
MAGAZINE out of his pocket.

CLOSE ON: It’s the issue featuring Lucy’s topless shots.

Slowly, he rolls it up tightly, then opens the bottle and 
POURS LIQUOR over it before shoving it down into the mouth of 
the bottle. We see this is why he had the liquor with him and 
he’s still sober.

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a lighter. He stares 
at the window. He clicks the lighter once. It doesn’t catch. 
Again, nothing. A third time and it lights, and he IGNITES 
the liquor-soaked magazine.

INT. FAMEMAKERS (CHUCK’S OFFICE) - NIGHT43 43

Through the rain-soaked window we can see the TINY FLAME by 
the street. Chuck is reviewing quarterly reports at his desk, 
totally ignorant of what’s happening outside.

EXT. FAMEMAKERS - NIGHT44 44

Dagan considers a moment, then WINDS UP to throw the bottle. 

The moment’s pause was his undoing. He’s suddenly TACKLED by 
two of the LIMO GUARDS.

40.



CLOSE ON: his Molotov Cocktail SHATTERS on the concrete- 
briefly flaring up before the rain extinquishes it.

Dagan takes a wild SWING at one of his assailants and is 
rewarded by several blows. Finally one of the guards gets him 
in a JUJITSU HOLD and very quickly he PASSES OUT.

FADE TO BLACK.

BLACK.45 45

In the dark we hear the unlikely sound of a HOME ESPRESSO 
MACHINE making a latte, then someone blowing on it to cool 
it, and finally someone SIPPING.

CUT TO:

INT. FAMEMAKERS (CONFERANCE ROOM) - NIGHT46 46

Dagan’s eyes SNAP OPEN. He’s still soaking wet. The lights in 
the room have been switched off, but he blinks in the face of 
several brilliant LED LAMPS which shine on him.

Across the table sits CHUCK, happily sipping his beverage.

Several of the LIMO GUARDS stand ready in the shadows.

Chuck finishes his latte and sets it down, wiping his mouth 
before speaking.

CHUCK
Well I have to say... this was... 
unexpected.

He sighs, sits back.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
I was sorry to hear about Jameson 
Drake. He was a valued client and a 
friend. I have no doubt that his 
loss is very difficult for you.

DAGAN
You can cut the crap. 

Chuck blinks at that.

CHUCK
Exactly which crap would we be 
cutting, Mr. Phillips?
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DAGAN
I know you killed him.

CHUCK
I’m sorry, you’re accusing me of 
murdering Mr. Drake? Now would that 
be me, personally, or--?

DAGAN
Doesn’t matter. You, your goon 
squad here... you and your little 
contract fulfillments... Like 
Lucy’s little wardrobe malfunction 
this week.

CHUCK
The public has a short attention 
span, Mr. Phillips. For us to do 
our job, it’s required that our 
clients stay in the media 
spotlight. I’m sensitive to the 
fact that these fulfillments can 
sometimes be very compromising, but 
this was all made clear when you 
signed our contracts.

DAGAN
You failed to mention there’d be 
consequences if we didn’t fulfill 
them.

CHUCK
Well now you’re just being silly. 
Mr. Drake died of an overdose of 
prescription opiates, Mr. Phillips. 
The unfortunate truth is that, when 
you’re in my line of work, you 
learn that some people are capable 
of handling the pressures that come 
with success... while others sadly 
are not.

He gets up to walk around the room as he speaks.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Do you know what’s terrifying, Mr. 
Phillips? What’s truly scary? 
Chance. The idea that we as people 
can work and strive and plot and 
plan all we want in an effort to 
achieve our goals, and whether we 
succeed or not is still almost 
completely up to fate. 
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That’s a frightening concept. Of 
course, good things can happen out 
of nowhere, but bad things can as 
well. There’s really nothing anyone 
can do to stop them, and the 
randomness of misfortune is a truly 
paralyzing thought. Children get 
cancer. War heroes are killed by 
drunk drivers. A lightning strike 
causes a fire which destroys 
hundreds of homes... and successful 
basketball stars experimenting with 
drugs overdose on their couches. 

(a beat)
Chance is what we at FameMakers 
fight against everyday. Success, 
celebrity-- these things are one-in-
a-million chances, but here we do 
everything we can to tip the 
balance of fate into our client’s 
favor. But we can only do so much, 
and that is the true tragedy here. 

The two stare at each other for a long moment.

CHUCK (CONT’D)
Now if you’ll excuse me I’m late 
for a consultation. Our friends 
here will see you safely home, Mr. 
Phillips. And we’ll write tonight 
off to your very understandable 
grief. Good night.

He walks out, and the two LIMO GUARDS come towards Dagan.

INT. LIMO - NIGHT47 47

Dagan sits in the back of the limo, staring blankly at the 
plush interior and digesting what Chuck said.

CHUCK (V.O.)
The unfortunate truth is that, when 
you’re in my line of work, you 
learn that some people are capable 
of handling the pressures that come 
with success... while others sadly 
are not.

He spots the concealed MINIBAR in the armrest, complete with 
AIRPLANE BOTTLES of various booze. He picks one up, tempted 
to drink.
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CHUCK (V.O.)
Successful basketball stars 
experimenting with drugs overdose 
on their couches. 

Something about that last sentence makes him stop, and just 
then the limo HALTS.

EXT. DAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT48 48

Dagan’s house is a stylish Silver Lake affair nestled back 
from the street at the top of some very steep steps. The Limo 
driver gets out just as another driver pulls up with his 
Porsche. He pulls Dagan out and without a word turns and gets 
back in. The second driver tosses Dagan’s keys at his feet 
and gets in. The Limo pulls off, leaving him staring at its 
tailights.

He picks up his keys and heads up his stairs.

EXT. DAGAN’S HOUSE (PORCH) - NIGHT49 49

He gets to his door and is fiddling with his keys when a 
VOICE surprises him.

LUCY (O.S.)
You look like you had a rough 
night.

He turns. She’s sitting in a deck chair under a blanket. 
She’s been waiting for him.

DAGAN
I didn’t know you knew where I 
lived.

LUCY
Turns out we have the same booking 
agent.

She gets up and the blanket falls. She’s only wearing a short 
dress despite the chill. She comes towards him without 
another word.

INT. MORGUE - NIGHT50 50

An ATTENDANT pulls back the sheet covering Jameson’s face.

His MOTHER breaks into tears, supported by his DAD. 

She reaches out to caress his cheek. He looks peaceful now.
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INT. DAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT51 51

Dagan and Lucy kiss passionately. She tugs at his shirt as 
his hands run over her.

INT. DIVE BAR - NIGHT52 52

A handsome young ACTOR TYPE with a beard drinks PABST in the 
dark Hollywood bar. His beer finished, he checks his wallet, 
which is almost empty. 

Suddenly a new beer slides in front of him. Chuck is there, 
smiling.

INT. DAGAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT53 53

Dagan and Lucy are on his dining room table, making love.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD BUS STATION - NIGHT54 54

People are getting off the bus. Normal people meeting family 
members and friends. Finally a young Asian GIRL gets off 
holding a GUITAR CASE. She looks around, unsure where to go. 
She’s new in town, hoping to find fame and fortune.

INT. DAGAN’S HOUSE - PRE-DAWN55 55

Day’s first grey light filters into the room. Lucy is asleep 
on the couch under a quilt.

Her eyes slowly open. She peeks up and around to find Dagan 
sitting at the table on his LAPTOP.

She gets up, pulling on his T-shirt.

LUCY
Hey... you okay?

DAGAN
Something Chuck said last night. I 
couldn’t put my finger on it. Then 
I woke up and it was clear as day.

She comes around. He’s got a dozen browser tabs open, all 
relating to Jameson’s death.

DAGAN (CONT’D)
All these articles... none of them 
say. 

(picks up LA TIMES)
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Even the newspaper... it’s not 
here.

She puts a gentle hand on his shoulder.

LUCY
Dagan... I miss him too... But 
maybe--

DAGAN
Last night, when I was talking to 
Chuck... he said they found Jameson 
dead on his couch from the 
overdose.

LUCY
Okay.

He’s frustrated she hasn’t gotten it yet. He starts clicking 
through the browser tabs.

DAGAN
Look: ‘found dead in his home’ 
‘dead in his residence from an 
apparent overdose’ ‘tragic loss due 
to drugs’

He turns to her.

DAGAN (CONT’D)
None of these articles mention 
anything about a couch.

She takes that in.

LUCY
He knew.

DAGAN
(nodding)

He knew.

They stare at the screen, an article’s image of is a CLOSE UP 
of Jameson smiling.

LUCY
Dagan, what are we gonna do?

END OF ACT III.

END OF EPISODE 
101

46.

DAGAN (CONT’D)


