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EXT. DESERT - DAY

The sun is glaring down on the barren desert, and dust is

constantly being kicked up. A HITCHHIKER walks slowly along

the only visible road, swiping away at the dust and dragging

behind him two cases of luggage with great effort. He is

quite clearly exhausted and suffering from the sweltering

heat.

After uncomfortably walking for some time, a car passes the

hitchhiker and stops some distance directly in front of him.

The DRIVER extends his arm from the vehicle and motions to

the hitchhiker to approach the car, which he does.

The hitchhiker looks like your typical blue collar worker,

in a dress shirt and khaki pants, with rather funny-looking

glasses. The driver, meanwhile, is a larger Latino man with

tattoos, gold jewelry (most prominent a beautiful watch),

and a dangerous expression. The contrast between them is

pretty stark.

DRIVER

Hey, gringo. That your ride a few

miles back?

HITCHHIKER

Uh, yeah ...

DRIVER

Okay, what the hell happened?

HITCHHIKER

I-I dunno’ ... one minute I’m

driving, and the next I’m not. The

engine started smoking ... look,

sir, I’m a computer guy, I don’t

really know much about cars.

DRIVER

Yeah, of course you don’t, amigo.

No offense, but all you white men

think you know your shit about your

whips, but half of you either work

with money, or draw fucking cats’

faces in peoples’ coffee, man.

Where you going?

HITCHHIKER

Las Vegas.

DRIVER

No shit!? What’s a pendejo geek

like you want in Vegas, brah? You
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DRIVER (cont’d)

count cards or something? Again ...

no offense.

HITCHHIKER

Just hoping to get lucky.

DRIVER

Ain’t we all? Man, look, you seem

alright. I’ll give you a lift into

town, and call a tow for you when

we get there. Cool?

HITCHHIKER

Oh, absolutely. Thank you so much.

INT. CAR - DAY

The hitchhiker sits opposite the large Latino man, his

luggage neatly tucked into the leg-space behind his own

seat. The driver lets out a bellowing laugh following an

apparently clever joke.

DRIVER

So I says to the guy, I says ...

you wanna’ try jacking me, after I

paid all that money? Nah ... this

fool tried to rob me, see? I wasn’t

having that.

HITCHHIKER

What did you do?

DRIVER

Man, what do you think I did?

HITCHHIKER

I don’t know, Cruz ... I’m not

assuming anything, if that’s what

you’re thinking.

CRUZ

Assuming ... dog, what would you be

assuming? I didn’t try and jump

this fool in the back for fucking

charging me extra for replacing my

air filter. I look like I’d do that

kinda’ shit?

HITCHHIKER

Well ...
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CRUZ

Point is, man, I told him what I

coulda’ done, even though I never

really would ... and let me tell

you dude, this pendejo about shit

himself. Trying to rob me like I

wasn’t on the up and up about it,

damn. It was the funniest thing.

HITCHHIKER

Sounds like a real ... "you had to

be there" kind of moment, huh?

CRUZ

Yeah, you did. But listen, what

about you man, I didn’t even catch

your name.

HITCHHIKER

It’s nothing special. Roger.

CRUZ

Roger. Fuck man, don’t be so damn

depressing. Roger what? And

everybody’s name is special, Roger.

ROGER

O’Malley. Roger O’Malley.

CRUZ

Was that hard man? Shit. But tell

me, now that we know each other a

little more intimately, why the

hell is someone like you going to

Vegas for? You said you worked I.T.

or something?

ROGER

Yeah. I just need money, any way I

can get it, that’s all. It’s a

sensitive subject ...

CRUZ

Damn, okay, my bad amigo. You seem

like a nice guy man, I hope you

find the luck you’re looking for.

ROGER

Thanks. You seem like a good guy

too.



(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:



4.



CRUZ

Yeah. We gonna’ be there soon.

EXT. BUILDING - DAY

Roger emerges from what appears to be a parking structure,

again dragging his luggage behind him. This time he looks a

little more put together, but just as exhausted. As he

approaches the crosswalk, Roger turns his attention to a

rather loud exchange nearby, between a MAN, wearing a smoky

business suit and tie but slightly disheveled, and TWO

POLICE OFFICERS.

MAN

You can’t fucking arrest me, you

know why? ’Cause I got rights. And

I never did nothing wrong! I’m a

millionaire, you assholes.

OFFICER #1

You were jaywalking, Mr. Pinkerton.

It’s minor, but it’s still illegal.

MAN

You’re illegal, you fucking spick!

What? Going to try and arrest me

for that too? You know you don’t

want the hassle. Fuck you.

OFFICER #2

Have you been drinking at all, sir?

MAN

None of your business, Officer

Tutti Fruity. Get out of my face,

and leave me alone for Christ’s

sake.

The man stumbles back and regains his composure as the cops

decide he isn’t worth it, and reenter their vehicle. Roger

approaches the rude man and tries getting his attention.

ROGER

Uh ... e-excuse me, sir?

MAN

Fuck you want, white on rice?

ROGER

What? Uh, I overheard your argument

with the police officers ... is it

true that you’re a millionaire?
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MAN

You’re goddamn right I am. Those

pigs don’t wanna’ acknowledge it

but I could buy their momma’s asses

and make them cook me fucking

pancakes every morning in my

mansion, I’m so stinking rich.

ROGER

Oh ... okay. Look, I just got to

town, and I kind of need help

getting around, and playing the

tables.

MAN

What? Kid, you’re telling me you

came to Vegas of all fucking places

to gamble and you don’t know what

you’re doing? Look at you. You

count cards or some shit?

ROGER

No ... why does everyone think

that? Look, I don’t know much, so I

was hoping maybe you knew more than

I do. Can you help me?

MAN

Help you? Why should I?

The man brushes past Roger and begins walking quickly,

pulling out a cigarette from his pack and lighting it. Roger

trails behind, trying to keep up.

ROGER

Because if you help me win enough

money for my mother’s operation,

I’ll give you the extra. However

much it is. Five thousand, twenty,

a hundred. Five hundred. Doesn’t

matter.

MAN

You’re willing to just give some

dude you met two fucking seconds

ago a shitload of money if he helps

you play the tables? For your moms?

ROGER

It’s important to me. I’m not

greedy, and I’m willing to

compensate you if you help me, yes.
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MAN

Everybody’s greedy, man. You just

must either be really fucking

desperate, really love your momma’,

or both.

ROGER

What’s it going to be?

The man stops suddenly, in the middle of a crossing lane on

the street. Roger clings to the handles of his luggage for

dear life as cars whiz past them, horns blaring.

MAN

Jackson Pinkerton, millionaire,

card shark, and drug dealer

extraordinaire, at your fucking

service. My friends though, which

you now are - a legitimate relation

to business partner, which you are

as well - call me Jack Pink though.

ROGER

Nice to meet you, I’m Roger.

They shake hands, Roger doing so rather nervously. They

finally clear the intersection and Roger releases a heavy

breath of relief.

JACK

You know, you should sell that

watch if you’re really desperate,

could fetch a penny man.

ROGER

It was my grandfathers. Where are

we going?

JACK

I’m fucking starving. Looking for a

joint to eat at, and I’m open to

suggestions. And so I can teach you

how to win and join the rich and

wealthy in America, like me.

INT. RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON

Roger and Jack are directed to their booth and seated, and

soon approached by a pretty WAITRESS, who hands them both a

menu.
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WAITRESS

(In thick Southern accent)

Hi boys, welcome to the Full House

Diner. My name is Cindy. Can I get

y’all started off with something to

drink?

JACK

Just coffee, honey, thanks. And you

know what, I’ll uh ... I’ll have a

slice of the lemon meringue pie.

CINDY

Great. ... pie. Okay, and for yJACK

Hey, if you don’t ... mind me

asking, where are you from? I love

your accent.

CINDY

Oh, really? I’m from Alabama, you

know ... the Heart of Dixie and all

that.

JACK

Well honey, right now my heart is

singing a tune for you.

The two laugh flirtatiously, while Roger continues to stare

at his menu nervously, clearly not interested in their

conversation.

CINDY

And, uh ... for you, sir?

ROGER

What? Oh, I’m sorry, I’ll uhJACK

Don’t worry about my friend, first

time in Vegas!

CINDY

Aw, is that right? Don’t worry

sweetie, I’m sure you’ll be just

fine.

ROGER

Thank you? Uh, yeah, I’ll have the

bacon cheeseburger.
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CINDY

Fries with that?

ROGER

No, thank you ... gluten makes me

sick.

Cindy shrugs her shoulders and walks away, giving a fleeting

wink to Jack. Roger finally relaxes a little in his seat.

JACK

God, you are a pansy through and

through Rog’, but it’s okay. You

did pick a nice place to eat,

though, I’ll give you that much.

Listen, I’m here to make a man out

of you, show you how it’s like out

here in the real world.

ROGER

Jack, I just want you to show me

how to win at the casino.

JACK

What? Listen champ, it’s not all

about that. You need to have social

skills ... charm, you know, shit

like that. Especially before,

during, and after you become rich.

That chick? Bet she would a’ given

me a lick for free. Know why?

ROGER

I’m sure you’re gonna tellJACK

Because I can talk to people. And

it helps that I’m fucking loaded

too. Listen Rog, I don’t mean to

sound like an insensitive prick

here, but people like you are the

easiest targets for people like me.

Meager, tiny, nervous people who

jump at the sight of a pretty

penny. You know why I’m still

stinking fucking rich? Because I

know how to play people, and play

the system.

ROGER

Don’t you think that’s a little ...

immoral?
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