drm-141-tvc-the-family-genie

1.

INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL - DAY
Gliding past various travellers, ALAN glances quickly
into a small photo he holds in his hand at his side. His
eyes snap forward as he continues to move until he pause
just behind and to the side of a young woman, GENIE,
standing beside her suitcases, searching through her
purse.
ALAN

Genie?

Genie snaps her head around, vaguely irritated.
GENIE
Who the fuck are you?
Your ride.

ALAN

GENIE
Yeah? Where’s your fucking sign?
ALAN

Sign?

GENIE
With my name on it, dumbass. You think
I’m going to just get into any fuckwad’s
car who knows my name?
Alan is momentarily put off. He eventually pulls out his
phone to waist high and presses/swipes. On the DL he
tilts the screen for her to see.
We good?

ALAN

Genie makes a gesture with one hand.
GENIE
Fine. Maybe next time use a sign.
Alan grabs her bag and starts to lead her away.
ALAN
Yes, ma’am. (THEN) Of course you’ll
probably recognize me... next time.

Yeah.

GENIE
(racist)
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2.

INT. CAR / MOVING - DAY
Genie, in the back seat, eyes the sites as they move
through various parts of Los Angeles. She tilts her head.
GENIE
Jesus. So that’s a fuckin palm tree. Hmm.
Alan looks at her via the rearview mirror.
ALAN
Not impressed?
GENIE
Heh. Whatever. From down here they just
look like fuckin telephone poles.
ALAN
Hmph. I guess you’re right.
Genie looks forward, checking out Alan.
GENIE
So, you, uh... work for a service or
something?
Sorry?

ALAN

GENIE
You drive for some (looking at the car’s
interior) kinda low budget limousine
company or something? (THEN) Jesus don’t tell me they sent a fucking Uber!?
ALAN
No. Ma’am. As you recall... the... the
photo...?
GENIE
Oh. Shit. Yeah. Sorry. You know... (she
sniffs) fuckin jet lag.
Yes, ma’am.
But, uh...
Yes, ma’am?

ALAN
GENIE
ALAN

© 2019 Acting on Action | Lot 49

drm-141-tvc-the-family-genie

3.

GENIE
Well, not to put too sharp a point on it - but if you’re Italian then I’m the
fucking Queen of England.
Yes, ma’am.

ALAN

GENIE
Yes, ma’am? What the fuck is that
supposed to mean?
ALAN
You’re correct. I’m not Italian.
GENIE
No shit, Sherlock. So how you end up in a
picture deep sea fishing with my uncle?
ALAN
Your family took me in when... when I
needed somewhere to go.
GENIE
Yeah? Damn. Jesus, like Florence fucking
Nightingale or something.
Yes, ma’am.

ALAN

EXT. FAMILY HOUSE - DAY
Genie exits the car, looks up at the house. Then glances
around. Only person she sees is DMITRY, a Russian guard
who holds an semi-automatic at his side as he scans the
trees surrounding the house. Genie looks back toward the
house.
GENIE
Nice fucking welcome.
Uh, ma’am --

ALAN

GENIE
Jesus - enough with the fucking “ma’am!”
Just call me fucking Genie!
ALAN
Of course. So, Cherie said to make
yourself at home. (OFF HER LOOK)...Genie.
I’ll show you to your room.
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Whatever.

4.
GENIE

She starts to move toward the house.
GENIE (CONT’D)
Put my bags in my room. I can find the
fucking bar myself.
She’s off. Alan moves to the trunk, opens it and gets the
bags out as DMITRY comes closer.
The cousin?
Yeah.

DMITRY
ALAN

DMITRY
Not so bad looking.
ALAN
Not that you noticed.
DMITRY
Not that I noticed.
ALAN
Head on a swivel, D. That doesn’t include
the family.
DMITRY
What she like?
ALAN
Don’t think “charming” comes to mind
immediately. How about “opinionated.”
DMITRY
Dirty mouth, huh?
ALAN
Like a porn star.
DMITRY
Oh, shit. I love a fucking dirty girl.
ALAN
Not that you noticed.
DMITRY
Not that I noticed.
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