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INT. BOAT CABIN - NIGHT

We are in a dark, cramped, boat cabin.

Leaning up against the wall, next to a port hole, is a bed

frame. Tied to the bed frame, a man in a hood.

The lights flash on as three ASIAN THUGS enter the room.

Sharp suits. Angry. Scary. Two have Uzis. The other, a silver

attache case.

ASIAN THUG 1

He climbed aboard right as we

pulled out of the dock.

MOOOOOONG. The ship’s fog horn blares.

Thug 1 hands Thug 2 a wallet. He opens it and removes the ID.

We get a closer look. The Thug’s finger covers the photo, but

we can still see the name, “Rex Hardcastle,” and the banner

across the top, “FBI.”

ASIAN THUG 2

You’re a persistent man, Rex

Hardcastle from the FBI. I don’t

like persistent men. I also don’t

like men that kill a lot of my men.

And you killed a lot of my men!

The Thug pulls off the hood, revealing none other than Rex

Hardcastle.

Or as we know him, Steven Seagal.

A very bored Steven Seagal.

STEVEN SEAGAL

Killing drug dealers is my

specialty.

Thug 1 SLAPS Seagal, he spits out some blood, smiles.

STEVEN SEAGAL (CONT’D)

(Cooool)

Oh please! Stop! I’ll do anything

you want.

ASIAN THUG 2

I’m not here to fight, Hardcastle.

I’m here to make a deal.

(To the ASIAN THUG 3)

Sensei!



(CONTINUED)



2.

CONTINUED:



The Thug with the briefcase steps forward, opens it. Piled

high, gobs of dough.

STEVEN SEAGAL

That’s a lot of money.

The Thugs laugh. They’ve got him.

STEVEN SEAGAL (CONT’D)

Before I kill all of you, I have

one question.

Laughter stops.

Seagal raises his arm, holds up his hand.

STEVEN SEAGAL (CONT’D)

How many fingers am I holding up?

There’s one, two, three, four, fiveSix?



ASIAN THUG



STEVEN SEAGAL

Finger knife!

Seagal flicks his wrist and his sixth finger flies off. A

blade extends from the tip right before it slams into Thug

1’s forehead.

ACCK!



ASIAN THUG 1



The Thug falls towards Seagal, who grabs his Uzi and unloads

into the other Thugs. The briefcase goes flying. Make it

rain.

Silence. Everyone is dead. Except Hardcastle, who snaps the

cheap rope constraining him. Free, he steps over to the Thug

with his wallet and Id, snatches them and sneers down at the

corpse.

STEVEN SEAGAL

Rex Hardcastle is dead. Call

me...Grill Cop.

Cut!



VOICE



We pull back, revealing huge stage lights, cameras and those

uncomfortable folding directors chairs.



(CONTINUED)
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We’re on a movie set. Folks rush in to help the Thugs to

their feet. Seagal pushes past them and heads for the exit

doors.

The DIRECTOR, young, energetic, lost, rushes up to Seagal

with a handful of script pages. Trailing right behind is DON,

the producer. Tall, shiny bald, creepy eyes. Behind them,

TOM, malnourished, frayed, Props man. It’s a posse.

DIRECTOR

Steven! Steven can I talk to you

for a moment?

Seagal pushes through the stage doors.

EXT. BACKLOT - DAY

Out the doors and into the bustling miniature city that is

the studio back lot. Crew folks buzz back and forth like

flies over a dead turkey.

The seas part for the star, as Seagal heads right for his

trailer.

DIRECTOR

Mr. Seagal, we’re going to need

another take of that one.

Why?



STEVEN SEAGAL



Tom, the props, pushes past.

TOM

I need your wallet and that fake

ID.

DIRECTOR

You got the line wrong. It’s not,

“Call me Grill Cop.” It’s, “Call me

Kill Cop.”

TOM

Mr. Seagal. The ID...

STEVEN SEAGAL

“Kill”, “Grill,” they both work for

me.

Sir!



TOM



(CONTINUED)
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DIRECTOR

But Steven, Kill Cop is the title

of the movie.

STEVEN SEAGAL

Well then...I guess you’re going to

have to change the title.

What!



DIRECTOR



STEVEN SEAGAL

Listen Tyler

Dylan.



DIRECTOR



STEVEN SEAGAL

Dylan...I’m done for the day.

(To Everyone)

That’s a wrap!

CHEER from the crew.

TOM

Sir. I need that ID.

Seagal steps into his trailer, Don right on his tail.

Something catches Don’s eye. Right behind the pleading

Director and Prop guy is a third man.

Wide eyed and star struck. He’s still in awe of what he just

saw: The very actor who’s face adorns his airbrushed t-shirt.

Steven motherfucking Seagal!

This is FISHER. Bearded, chunky, and noticed. Fisher un-gawks

and goes back to work, picking up trash around the trailer.

As he bends over to pick up a soda can he reveals the moon of

Fisher and it’s hairy crevice. Not cool.

Yeesh!

Don!



DON

DIRECTOR



Don snaps back, addresses the angry mob.



(CONTINUED)
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DON

I’ll take care of this.

(He throws up his hands in

desperation)

Actors!

INT. STEVEN SEAGAL’S TRAILER - DAY

As soon as the door closesDON

What a bunch of leeches. Not a bad

first day, huh?

Seagal at the sink, splashes cold water in his face. This

shit is getting old.

DON (CONT’D)

Did you get the new script?

Twin Kill?



STEVEN SEAGAL



DON

Yup. Twin Kill! You and your twin,

both played by you, you’re both

kung fu experts, fighting to avenge

the murder of your TRIPLET, who was

killed by...by somebody, I forget.

STEVEN SEAGAL

I’m not doing it.

DON

It’s a great script.

A look from Seagal.

DON (CONT’D)

It’s a script. Why won’t you do it?

STEVEN SEAGAL

You know why.

DON

Right, you don’t do kung fu

anymore. Just shooting people or

stabbing them. Setting them on fire

that' cool, but no kung fu, no

karate.

STEVEN SEAGAL

That’s right. Never again.

(CONTINUED)
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He looks at his hands, they start to ball up.

DON

You have to get over it, Steven.

It's been five years.

As his fingers bend into a fist, his hands start to tremble

and quickly un-fist. He can’t do it.

STEVEN SEAGAL

I’ll never get over it. My fist are

retired.

DON

Ok, ok. You don’t have to do it if

you don’t want to... I can always

get...Lorenzo Llamas

STEVEN SEAGAL

Llamas, that ball licker? You

wouldn’t.

DON

People want to see you kicking ass,

not just shooting people.

STEVEN SEAGAL

What time do I have to be on set

tomorrow?

DON

We start at eight am. I’ve got this

great cabin in the woods over in

Arkansas. The owner let us use it

for free. He’s a big fan of yours.

Moron.

A look from Seagal.

DON (CONT’D)

You know what I mean.

STEVEN SEAGAL

Is my car ready?

DON

Right outside. And your ticket’s at

the airport. Steven, it’s a six

hour drive to the cabin in

Arkansas. Ride with me? Think of

all the freebies. My mouth and your

face.



(CONTINUED)
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STEVEN SEAGAL

I’m flying. It’s in my contract.

And it better be first class.

DON

Of course. Of course.

Seagal picks up his suitcase, heads for the door.

STEVEN SEAGAL

Lorenzo Llamas?

DON

I saw him the other day. He’s in

great shape.

EXT. BACKLOT - DAY

The star steps out of his trailer, heads to his waiting town

car.

Fisher drops his garbage bag and runs over. Grabs the

suitcase.

FISHER

Let me, sir.

Seagal ignores him, lets him take the bag.

FISHER (CONT’D)

I’m a huge fan.

STEVEN SEAGAL

That makes two of us.

DON

Shall I send the contract for Twin

Kill to your agent?

Seagal gets in the back seat of the town car, rolls down the

window.

STEVEN SEAGAL

You’re a real prick, Don.

The window rolls up. The car zooms off.

DON

Pleasure doing business with you,

as always.

Don smug. Next to him, Fisher, still in awe.



(CONTINUED)
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DON (CONT’D)

Who are you?

FISHER

Me? Uh, nobody.

DON

I know you’re a nobody. Which

nobody?

FISHER

My name is Fisher. I’m an intern.

DON

Intern? Aren’t you a little...old?

FISHER

You said there wasn’t enough money

to pay me, so I could work for

free.

DON

And you did?

FISHER

I’m a big fan of Mr. Seagal. I’ve

seen all his movies.

Don check out the airbrushed shirt. Seagal drop-kicking a

grizzly bear.

DON

No kidding?

BANG. A crew member drops the briefcase from the scene. Money

everywhere.

DON (CONT’D)

Be careful. Fake money cost real

money! Where are you going with

that?

CREW DUDE

The prop truck.

DON

Put it in my car.

The Crew Dude comes over to Don and his BMW. Don reaches in

and pulls out a bill. It looks just like a twenty dollar

bill, except in Andrew Jackson’s place is a picture of Scott

Baio, you know, Chachi from Happy Days.



(CONTINUED)
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