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FADE IN:

LOS ANGELES - THAI TOWN - MIDNIGHT

Nestled in a small quadrant of East Hollywood lies Thai Town, 
a six block hamlet where neon signs illuminate dingy 
sidewalks. A place where the march of civilized progress has 
stalled, overflowing with immigrants and transplants who 
can’t afford the glitz and glamor of a cleaner LA 
neighborhood.

Steam billows into the air from street vendors who shrilly 
call out to passersby as we move down Hollywood Boulevard to 
land on -

PASTIME THEATRE 

A cinematic beacon for those who seek a few hours relief from 
the outside world. THE HUSTLER - STARRING PAUL NEWMAN - ALL 
DAY blazes on the marquee as we follow the lights up to -

THE ROOF 

CALVIN (28) stands, toes over the edge, staring at the 
horizon, where the Downtown skyline is enveloped in a smoggy 
haze. 

Sadness drips from Calvin’s eyes as he stands, emotionally 
bankrupt in the face of the world. He solemnly looks down to 
the street below, teetering, as if testing his balance. Is he 
going to jump?

CALVIN (OVERLAP) 
Can you believe this? This isn’t 
real... 

INT. INSOMNIA BOOKS - NIGHT - LATER

In the periodical section, Calvin is staring at an 
entertainment magazine with a popular actor in a Batman 
costume.

CALVIN
...Another fucking Batman. 

A CLERK’s head pops up from stocking shelves. Is he talking 
to him or just the air, hoping someone will listen? 



CALVIN (CONT’D)
(to Clerk)

You like Batman?

The Clerk says nothing. 

CALVIN (CONT’D)
Michael Keaton was the best Batman. 
He’s the only one who really 
understood Bruce Wayne and Batman. 
The other guys were good but 
Keaton... Keaton understood the 
torment, the sorrow and the 
desperation the character lived 
with. Bale and Kilmer were okay -
let’s forget Clooney ever happened. 
Adam West had good time as Batman, 
sure, but that show was for kids. 
West was the first to put on the 
cape and cowl but that doesn’t make 
him the best. Connery with Bond, 
now he was the first and the best. 

THAI GIRL (O.S.)
I like Pierce Brosnan.

A young THAI GIRL (14), who’s been eavesdropping on Calvin’s 
rant, pokes her head around the aisle. She’s small, cute, 
with big eyes, and a rascally quality to her. The Clerk takes 
this moment to exit a conversation he never wanted in the 
first place. 

CALVIN
(looking her up and down)

Brosnan? How old are you?

THAI GIRL
(lying)

Sixteen. 

CALVIN
Why do you like Brosnan? 

THAI GIRL
He’s hot. 

CALVIN
He’s hot? Yeah, I suppose he is. 
Wears the tux well. That’s 
important, Brosnan pulls off the 
tux. Dalton too. I never believed 
Moore. He was a fool. Like the Adam 
West of Bond. 
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THAI GIRL
Who’s Adam West?

CALVIN
He played Batman.

THAI GIRL
When? 

CALVIN
In the sixties. On TV.

THAI GIRL
Never heard of him. 

CALVIN
But you like Batman?

THAI GIRL
Who doesn’t?

CALVIN
Keaton was the best Batman. He 
understood Bruce Wayne and Batman. 
That’s important. 

THAI GIRL
What do you mean? They’re the same 
person. 

CALVIN
But are they? Batman’s all about 
illusions. Illusions of self, 
society, justice. See, there’s two 
sides to everything. Two parts to 
every man... and every little girl. 
The man and the illusion of the 
man. Is Batman a persona of Bruce 
Wayne, or is Bruce Wayne a persona 
of Batman? That’s what the 
character is all about. Jung called 
it the ‘Shadow Aspect.’ 

The girl is struggling to comprehend this line of thought 
that is clearly over her head.  

CALVIN (CONT’D)
It’s like - who people think you 
are, isn’t always who you really 
are. And who you think you are, 
might not be who you really are. Or 
can be. No one can ever know what’s 
going on inside someone’s head. 
That’s what Keaton understood. 

(MORE)
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You can see it in his eyes. He 
might not have even known what he 
was capable of. He was just a man 
with a quest. That’s what defined 
him, not Bruce Wayne or Batman. The 
quest for justice.

(beat)
Stay here for a sec. 

Calvin goes over to a shelf and quickly glances then grabs a 
book. THE UNDISCOVERED SELF by CARL JUNG. 

CALVIN (CONT’D)
Here. That’s something you should 
read. 

He gives the girl the book.

CALVIN (CONT’D)
You read that book, you’ll start to 
understand. 

She looks it over apprehensively. She isn’t into it. 

THAI GIRL
It’s expensive. 

Calvin pulls out his wallet. 

CALVIN
What’s your name? 

THAI GIRL
Anicca.

CALVIN
Well Anicca, I’ll buy it for you. 

He’s about to hand her a twenty, then withdraws. 

CALVIN (CONT’D)
You promise me you’ll read it?

ANICCA
(lying)

Yeah! 

He hardly has time to hand it over, when she SNATCHES the 
bill from his hand. 

Calvin watches as she goes to the register and hands the 
Clerk the book. She gives Calvin a sorry look, pockets the 
twenty and leaves. 

CALVIN (CONT’D)
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THAI TOWN STREET - NIGHT 

Under a golden Apsonsi (half woman/half lion) statue, sits 
Calvin, with a cigarette hanging from his mouth and his nose 
in a book, life passes by with no notice of him.  

ACROSS THE STREET - a man BURSTS out of a small convenience 
store. He’s quickly followed by three THAI THUGS, who catch 
up to him quickly and throw him against a wall. 

The man tries to plead with them, but they’re having none of 
it. Calvin watches as the TALL THUG savagely beats him as the 
other two watch. He can do nothing to help, so he leaves. 

Walking down the road, he sees a place familiar to him-

Over a nondescript brick wall hangs a Mylar sign with an 
illustration of a beautiful girl lounging on a steaming slice 
of pie. It reads: CUTIE PIES 

INT. CUTIE PIES - NIGHT 

At first glance this place might have the look of a shitty 
strip club, but to categorize it as such would be an 
underestimation of its charm. There is a sort of soiled 
elegance to the atmosphere, one where decades of lust and 
cigarette smoke have permeated through the walls and 
clientele, making this a place of worship for those seeking 
solitude and relief, the kind that can only come from the 
beauty of a dancing girl in nine inch heals. 

There is one stage with one pole, where, for one song, one 
alluring siren captivates an audience whose members are all 
too willing to volunteer hard-earned cash for a fleeting 
feeling of false affection. 

IN THE CHAIRS SURROUNDING the stage are a group of men, all 
in black suits (We’ll come to know them as MAURICE, ARMAND, 
CURTIS, & VIKTOR) some are drunk and all are throwing lots of 
cash, as COFFY (25), a beautiful, Afro-plumbed seductress 
dances in lingerie. Armand tries to put a twenty in her 
stockings. She stops him. No touching! 

Mirrors surround the stage and adorn the ceiling. Every eye 
is fixed on Coffy. 

ABOVE THE BAR is a crows nest office, where one man watches 
all. 
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INT. CUTIE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS  

CUTIE (60) is a forboding figure. Years have eroded the once 
handsome face of a man who’s more charm than substance. In 
clothes a style out of date and a size too small, he 
overlooks his kingdom, devouring an enormous piece of ice-
cream-topped cherry pie. Under a counterfeit ferocity, 
lingers a warm man who’s willing to avoid danger at any cost.

A table in the center of the room is covered with STACKS of 
money; twenties, tens and mountains of ones. SQUINTS - wiry, 
with huge glasses, is counting and wrapping bills. 

Sitting by the door is SAL, a teardrop of a man, with his 
face buried in a raggedy copy of FINNEGANS WAKE. 

 
KNOCK! KNOCK!

CUTIE
Yeah. 

The door opens and in strides NICKY DARBANYAN (Late 40’s) 
tall, handsome, in the slickest black suit money can buy. 

CUTIE (CONT’D)
Nicky! 

Cutie embraces him. 

CUTIE (CONT’D)
Sorry about your father. 

Cutie heads to his dry bar, pours two Whiskeys and hands one 
to Nicky. 

CUTIE (CONT’D)
To Uri. A good businessman and an 
even better friend. 

Cutie swallows the shot. Nicky toasts but doesn’t drink. 

CUTIE (CONT’D)
Your boys having fun down there? 

NICKY
I think you need to diversify this 
place, Cutie. 

CUTIE
Oh yeah, how’s that?

Nicky goes over to the window overlooking the club. 

6.



NICKY
All I see is skinny white bitches. 

CUTIE
What are you talking about? We got 
Coffy dancing right now. She’s 
beautiful. 

NICKY
She’s white. I like my girls black 
as midnight. Nubian like. For when 
that jungle fever hits. 

Squints looks up from his count for the first time.  

CUTIE
C’mon Nicky, don’t talk like that. 
It’s undignified. 

Cutie opens up the bottom draw of his desk, pulls out an 
envelope filled with bills and gives it to Nicky. 

NICKY
Undignified. You run a strip club. 

CUTIE
Burlesque Bar. 

NICKY
(Shaking his head)

Burlesque Bar...

He begins counting the bills in the envelope. 

NICKY (CONT’D)
What about you Squints? If you ever 
get a chance to stop counting those 
bills, what kind of girls do you 
like?

SQUINTS 
(not stopping the count)

Green. 

NICKY
Green? What the fuck does that 
mean? Green? Like virgins? 

SQUINTS
No. Like green skin. 

NICKY
Green skin? What are you talking 
about?
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SQUINTS
Like in Star Trek. Heard of it?

NICKY
Yeah I heard of Star Trek, I ain't 
a retard. 

SQUINTS
I used to watch it as a kid. One 
episode Scotty fell in love with a 
green woman. A dancer. Ever since 
then, I’ve had this fetish for 
green women. 

SAL
What about the which from the 
Wizard of Oz? She’s green. 

SQUINTS
She doesn’t do it for me. She’s got 
that nose. 

NICKY
Green. Never heard that before. You 
ever get a girl to go green here, 
Cutie? I bet it’d stain that pole 
pretty good.  

Nicky laughs at his own joke. Cutie just grunts as he sits 
down at his desk. 

NICKY (CONT’D)
But hell, I guess these whores will 
paint themselves whatever color you 
like if the money is right. 

CUTIE
Nicky! 

NICKY
They’re whores, simple as that. 

CUTIE
If you’re gonna be like that, send 
one of your guys to pick up the 
money. I don’t wanna hear anything 
derogatory about my girls. 

NICKY
Okay, okay. Sorry. Their beautiful, 
innocent girls... Dancers... Who 
strip down to their thongs for 
crumpled up dollars bills thrown by 
horny, old sleezbags. 

(MORE)
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It’s all very... dignified.
(beat)

You know you’re right. I shouldn’t 
be coming around here to pick this 
up. Now that I’m the boss, I gotta 
staff these things out. But the 
thing is... This- 

He holds up the envelope. 

NICKY (CONT’D)
Is short. 

CUTIE
What do you mean short? I’ve never 
been light my whole life. Ten G’s, 
as agreed. 

Nicky sits down opposite Cutie. 

NICKY
You know about inflation? See, I 
like economics. My father made me 
go to business school. I never 
finished, too many tests, but I 
learned a few things. Now, when you 
made the agreement with my father, 
ten thousand was a reasonable 
amount based on the market value of 
protection. But! The way things are 
now, with my father gone, Phan’s 
gang is starting to make moves - 
thinking they can encroach on my 
business. And I can’t be seen as 
weak. Ergo, in these turbulent 
times, the market has fluctuated, 
and the price of you doing business 
here in Thai Town has gone up. 
Cuties Pies is a valuable real 
estate property in what’s called a 
“volatile market.” So, with the 
trouble that’s on the horizon, ten 
g’s doesn’t get you what it once 
did. You understand. 

(beat)
So, let’s call it twenty now. You 
pay the difference next time. 

CUTIE
I’ll pay ten next time. That’s what 
I owe. 

NICKY (CONT'D)
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NICKY
Cutie. I’ve known you since forever 
and my father knew you long before 
that. I know you. How you tried to 
run with my dad’s crew for a while 
but once you got a taste of what 
this life is about, I mean really 
about... the dirty, nitty-gritty of 
it all - you balked. And that’s 
okay, it’s not for everyone. But 
you still live in this world, and 
you do business in this world. And 
the wolves of this world are 
howling at your door. I’m the 
woodsman who keeps them at bay. So, 
if I don’t get twenty thousand, 
those wolves will be blowing down 
your door... Think about it. 

He gets up and makes his way to the door. Before he goes, he 
howls like a wolf. 

NICKY (CONT’D)
Ahoooooooo. 

Nicky leaves, letting his words sink in. 

Squints goes back to counting as Cutie goes to the window, 
looking down on Nicky as he walks through the club floor. 

INT. CUTIE’S BAR - NIGHT 

The red lights give off a soft glow of sinful indulgence. As 
the prying eyes watch the stage, Nicky walks by his gang, 
whispers in Armond’s ear, when he get’s up, they all follow.  

As they go, we see Calvin walk in and take a seat at the end 
of the bar. 

SHANE (60), the overly-made-up barmaid comes over. 

SHANE
Hey, sweetie. Haven’t seen that 
scrumptious face in here for a 
while. How’ve ya been?

CALVIN
(lying)

Great. Best day ever. 

SHANE
Hmmm. Alright... Place hasn’t been 
the same without you. 
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Calvin swallows a laugh. His self doubt won’t let him believe 
it. 

SHANE (CONT’D)
PBR?

CALVIN
Sure. What’s fresh today? 

SHANE
Cherry, strawberry and rhubarb. 

CALVIN
(perking up some)

Rhubarb? Really... I’ll take a 
slice. 

SHANE
You got it. 

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BAR 

ECHO (25) tall, young, with a shadowy innocence, is sipping a 
drink from a straw, listening to an OLDER CHAP gab in her 
ear. She watches Calvin as he pulls out a book and begins 
reading. 

She picks up her drink and makes her way over to him, her 
grey kimono tailing her as she moves across the room, leaving 
the Older Chap vexed.

She slides in next to Calvin. He doesn’t notice. 

ECHO 
Hi. 

Calvin lifts his head up and is shocked at what he sees - 
Long, dirty blond locks framing an inviting face, who’s gaze 
is locked, almost uncomfortably on his eyes. 

She tilts her head to spy the title of the book. 

ECHO (CONT’D)
The Hustler... Any good?

CALVIN
Yeah. It’s a movie - I mean, there 
is a movie. Based on the book.  

ECHO
Never seen it. 

IF YOU WANT TO READ MORE CONTACT ME: COLINFERRI@GMAIL.COM
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