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1.
INT. BAR - NIGHT
End of the night and just a few die hards left. RANKIN
sits alone in a booth in the far corner swaying slightly
from the booze. He tries to focus on the glass in front
of him as he slowly moves his hand forward to it. A HAND
pushes his down against the table.
PARCONI (O.S.)
Nothing that’s gonna do for you that you
won’t regret before you even get it down.
With effort Rankin raises his gaze and sees PARCONI slide
into the bench opposite him.
RANKIN
Hey! It’s “Parconi!” Mr. Big. Shot. Mr.
Big Shot. Mr. Cool. Mr. Nothing
Bothers... Nothing...
Okay.

PARCONI

RANKIN
Hey! Why are you so cool? I mean how are
you so cool?
PARCONI
Apparently you haven’t met my ex.
RANKIN
You’ve done it, right? I mean, you know -the “K” club. You probably invented it.
Did you? I mean, not -- but you did it
right? I mean -PARCONI
Yeah, kid. I did it. More than once.
RANKIN
Hey! You’re supposed to call me Rankin!
‘Member?
PARCONI
That was a lot of drinks ago, kid.
RANKIN
That’s fair. Did it bother you? I think
it bothers me.
PARCONI
Hey. Look at me. Come on. Focus. Right
here. That’s it. Now, you with me?
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Rankin makes a concerted effort to focus.
Yeah.

RANKIN

PARCONI
This is the thing. If it don’t bother
you. Then brother, you’re on the wrong
side of that badge.
Rankin takes that in.
PARCONI (CONT’D)
Now. What happened to that sweet little
thing I saw you with?
RANKIN
Erica. Her name’s Erica. Hang on.
He lifts his left arm and pulls his sleeve back and looks
at his wrist. Her name is written on his wrist.
RANKIN (CONT’D)
Yep. Erica. I like her.
PARCONI
Apparently she liked you.
Really?

RANKIN

PARCONI
Hey, girl’s don’t just give out homemade
tattoos to anyone.
RANKIN
Oohh... that’s cool. I should call her.
PARCONI
Yes you should. But not tonight.
Really?

RANKIN

PARCONI
You hoping to see her for more than just
one night?
RANKIN
Yeah. She’s... she’s really... I like
her.
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PARCONI
Then play the long game, kid. Trust me,
it’s got nothing but upside.
RANKIN
Sir? May I be sick?
PARCONI
It’s Detective, Rankin. And yes, you may.
But not here.
Parconi rises and helps Rankin up and spins him toward
the men’s room. Rankin staggers forward and into the
men’s room.
PARCONI (CONT’D)
You handle your sick, son! I ain’t got a
damn backpack to strap on you.
EXT. BAR - NIGHT
Rankin sits on a sidewalk, more exhausted than drunk at
this point.
RANKIN
You can go, sir. Detective. I can wait.
PARCONI
Never leave a man behind, Rankin. And
never leave a drunk rookie to wait for
his own ride.
RANKIN
Thank you. (beat) For everything. I don’t
know if I could have slept tonight. You
know... after....
PARCONI
I may not know much, kid. But there’s one
thing I’m sure of.
Yeah?

RANKIN

PARCONI
You’ll sleep now.
An UBER car pulls up as Parconi helps Rankin to his feet.
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