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FADE IN:

INT. LUXURY HOTEL SUITE - BEDROOM - DAY

TED MARSHALL, captain of industry, on his deathbed.  A DOCTOR 
grimly checks his pulse.

TOMMY MARSHALL, Ted's son, watches as the doctor sorrowfully 
exits at pallbearer cadence.

Ted weakly motions Tommy to come closer.

TOMMY
Dad... how do you feel?

Ted looks up at Tommy with a cantankerous scowl.

TED
How do you think I feel, you 
jackass?  I’m dying!

Ted motions for Tommy to sit.  Ted takes Tommy's hand.

TED
Y'know, I always wanted that you 
and your brother should run the 
business as a team.

TOMMY
Don't worry, Dad. I'm gonna make 
this the number one hotel in 
Atlantic City.

Tommy pats Ted's hand reassuringly.  Ted shoots a skeptical 
gaze at Tommy.

TED
Fifty years hard work and effort, 
down the flipping drain...

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY

SUPER: TWO YEARS LATER

Mayhem.  An affluent couple, MR. AND MRS. ASTON, storm across 
the lobby.  

Tommy chases the Astons as business manager SHARON WATKINS 
waves a ledger under his nose.  



MR. ASTON
This isn't a hotel.  It's an insane 
asylum!

SHARON
Tommy, I think you’d better take a 
look at these figures...

Ignoring Sharon, Tommy hurls himself in front of the Astons.

TOMMY
Mr. And Mrs. Aston, Please!

SHARON
If we don’t raise our profit margin 
by...

SONNY, the Australian janitor, enters carrying a chopped up 
mink stole.  

SONNY
Oy!  The Sheila forgot her pelt.

Ignoring Sharon and Sonny, Tommy continues to plead with the 
couple.

TOMMY
We’ve served your family for years.  
You can’t just...

The Astons knock Tommy down and trample him as they storm out 
the front entrance.

MR. ASTON
You'll be hearing from our lawyers!

They hit the glass doors so hard that they fall off their 
hinges and hit the ground, shattering.  

Sharon holds the ledger out to Tommy.  He does a slow burn 
and turns to Sonny.

SHARON
Your brother won't get his share of 
the profits if...

TOMMY
Sonny...  Why did you chop up Mrs. 
Aston's two-thousand dollar mink 
stole?

Sonny shrugs.
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SONNY
I saw the thing in the closet and 
thought it was a big rat.

TOMMY
A rat?  The frak are you talking 
about?  We don't have...

Suddenly, crashes and loud screams come from the hotel dining 
area.  Tommy scrambles to his feet.

INT. HOTEL - DINING AREA - DAY

The DINERS watch in horror as SVEN (the African-American chef 
who thinks he's Swedish) corners a large rat.

A gorgeous YOUNG WOMAN in a short skirt hops onto her table 
with a hysterical, blood curdling scream.

Tommy dashes into the room in time to see Sven raise an 
oversized meat cleaver and chop the rat in half.  The diners 
retch in unison.

TOMMY
I... don't... believe... this.

Sonny and Sharon shadow Tommy.  Sven chuckles gruesomely as 
he carries the rat halves to the kitchen.  Sonny drools at 
the woman on the table.

SONNY
That Sheila's got some fine legs!

His eyes locked on Sven, Tommy elbows Sonny in the gut.  
Sonny staggers back.  Sharon takes his place.

SHARON
Tommy, what about your brother?

Near the breaking point, Tommy groans. 

TOMMY
I envy him.  Right now, he's 
probably having the time of his 
life.

INT. BABUSHKA’S BAR - NIGHT

SUPER: MOSCOW, RUSSIA

An Armageddon-class bar brawl rages.  Drunken RUSSIANS 
demolish the place.  

3.



HARRY MARSHALL, Tommy's brother, cowers in a corner behind 
BABUSHKA, a gray-haired Russian madam, and her BAR GIRLS.

Four RUSSIAN POLICE OFFICERS burst into the room and fire 
warning shots.

RUSSIAN OFFICER
(Russian, subtitled)

Outside!

The officers lead the men outside.  Babushka and the girls 
slowly crawl out of their hiding places.  They inventory the 
wreckage, devastated.

Finally, Harry slowly emerges.  With a relieved sigh, he 
takes a swig from the only unbroken bottle on the bar.  
Babushka slaps it out of his hand.

BABUSHKA
Since day I met you, you been 
nothing but trouble to me.

HARRY
Aw, come on Babushka.  Your girls 
will have this joint fixed up in no 
time.

Babushka angrily shakes her head.

BABUSHKA
Nyet!

Babushka grabs a broom and starts sweeping.  Harry chases 
after her.

HARRY
Oh, no... no... no...  I've got too 
much money invested in this little 
cat house for you to...

Babushka turns and whacks Harry with the broom.

BABUSHKA
Nyet!

Harry ducks a second swing of the broom.  Babushka chases him 
out of the bar.

BABUSHKA
Never come back!
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EXT. BABUSHKA’S BAR - NIGHT

Babushka watches Harry run a safe distance.  He stops and 
turns, out of breath.

HARRY
Aw, Babushka!

She shakes her fist at him.

HARRY
Two-thousand bucks a week.  Tax 
free.

He turns and tramps down the road.

HARRY
She can’t do this to me!

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY

Behind the front desk, Tommy writes a check as a PLUMBER 
waits impatiently.  LARRY, the idiotic desk clerk, enters.

TOMMY
And where have you been?

LARRY
Lunch.

Tommy rips the check out of the ledger and shoves it into the 
plumber's hands.

TOMMY
For two hours?  Where did you go?

LARRY
Long Island.

Tommy angrily grabs Larry by the collar.  Sharon enters with 
a stack of ledgers.

SHARON
You said you wanted these?

TOMMY
Not now, I...

LARRY
By the way... you’re late for your 
lunch date.
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Tommy lets go of Larry and looks at his watch.  Larry takes 
the cue to make a hasty retreat.

TOMMY
Oh, no...

INT. HOTEL - PENTHOUSE LEVEL HALLWAY - DAY

Tommy jumps out of the elevator and darts down the hall 
toward his suite.  He notices Sonny peeking through a 
keyhole.  He kicks Sonny in the rear.

TOMMY
Hey!

SONNY
(lying)

Just fixing the lock, guv.

Tommy checks the door.  Inside, a NAKED WOMAN is stepping 
into her bathing suit.  She lets out a glass-shattering 
scream.

TOMMY
Sorry!

Tommy quickly closes the door and slaps Sonny repeatedly as 
they continue down the hall.

EXT. YUPPIE CAFE - DAY

Tommy quick-steps to join JULIE PHILLIPS at her table.

TOMMY
Sorry I’m late.

He gives her a kiss, and then takes his seat.

JULIE
Tommy, you're going to have to 
learn to be more punctual.

TOMMY
Yeah, I know.  I had a...

JULIE
If I were like you I'd never have 
earned my promotion to...

TOMMY
And traffic was so jacked up.  They 
had...
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JULIE
Tommy, did you hear me?

Tommy stares, clueless.

JULIE
I got the promotion.

TOMMY
You got it!  Congratulations, baby!

Tommy signals the waiter.

TOMMY
Dom Perignon!

JULIE
Uh... maybe you might want to hold 
off on that champagne...

TOMMY
Huh?  Why?

JULIE
I tried to stop it but I'm not high 
enough in seniority.

TOMMY
Stop what?

Julie slides next to Tommy and puts her arm around him.

JULIE
You’re being audited.

Julie hands an official IRS summons to Tommy.  He stares at 
her zombie-like.

EXT. AMERICAN EMBASSY MOSCOW - DAY

SUPER: U.S. EMBASSY, MOSCOW

U.S. Military GUARDS patrol the perimeter of the facility. 

HARRY (V.O.)
(disgustedly)

Oh, this is just great!

INT. AMERICAN EMBASSY MOSCOW - HARRY’S OFFICE - DAY

Harry, in his Marine Corps uniform, sits at his cluttered 
desk reading an e-mail from Tommy.
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The NAMEPLATE on his desk reads, "Gunnery Sergeant Harold 
Marshall"

SGT. RICK RAGLE, Harry's spit-and-polish assistant, bolts 
into the room.

RICK
What?  What happened?

Harry gestures toward the computer screen.

HARRY
First Babushka closes the club, now 
my other source of income takes a 
hit.

Rick scans the screen.

RICK
When it rains, it precipitates.

Harry hits the delete key.  The e-mail disappears off the 
computer screen.

HARRY
I gotta straighten this situation 
out... and fast!

He extracts an expensive cigar from the hand-crafted humidor 
on his desk.  He lights it with his gold-plated lighter and 
exhales a long plume of smoke.

HARRY
There's no way I can afford to live 
on sergeant's pay.

Rick reaches for a cigar.  Harry slams the humidor shut and 
gestures, “get out!”

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY

"BIG MAC" MACILLWAIN, the poor man's Tony Soprano, blows 
smoke from a Cuban blunt into Tommy's face, to the amusement 
of his two HENCHMEN.

MACILLWAIN
You won't get no better offer than 
that, so why don't you just wise up 
and do the smart thing, huh?

TOMMY
My family’s hotel is not for sale.  
Period.
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MACILLWAIN
We’ll see about that.

MacIllwain gnashes on his cigar, then turns and exits.  His 
henchmen cast threatening glares.  They exit behind him.

TOMMY
Why does everything happen to me?

INT. BABUSHKA’S BAR - DAY

Russian CARPENTERS repairing the furniture.  Babushka and her 
girls sweep and tidy up.

Harry casually strolls in with a dozen red roses behind his 
back.  Babushka prepares a broom attack.

BABUSHKA
You!  You get out, or I...

Harry holds the roses under her nose.  The girls sigh, but 
Babushka is not impressed.

HARRY
A truce.  And... a business 
proposition.

Babushka shoves the roses away.

BABUSHKA
No business.  You go.

Babushka turns and walks off.  Harry springs into her path.

HARRY
You mean, you'd deny one of your 
girls a free trip to America?

Babushka freezes in her tracks.  Harry shoves the roses into 
her arms, and then leads her over to the bar.

HARRY
I'm talking a big money desk job... 
suburban townhouse... five channels 
of HBO...

BABUSHKA
You so full of shit, boy.

Harry sets up a glass and pours from a nearby bottle of 
Russian vodka. 
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HARRY
Just hear me out...  My family owns 
the largest hotel in America.  

Babushka stares skeptically at Harry.

BABUSHKA
Mmm hmm...

HARRY
Just pick a girl... any girl... 

Harry starts to take a sip of vodka.  Babushka grabs his 
wrist and pulls it down.

BABUSHKA
If that so, you send all girls.

HARRY
Hey, somebody's got to stay here 
and pay the bills.

Harry tries again to take the drink.  Babushka pulls his arm 
down again.

BABUSHKA
Okay.  You send five girls, and you 
get old arrangement.

HARRY
Two girls, and I get eighty-five 
percent.

Another attempt to take a drink is intercepted by Babushka. 

BABUSHKA
Four girls... seventy-five percent.

HARRY
Three for seventy-five... and we'll 
send little Natasha along.

Harry raises the glass to his lips.

HARRY
Deal?

Babushka snatches the glass from Harry.  She downs the vodka 
in one gulp.

BABUSHKA
Deal!
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INT. HOTEL - TOMMY’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Ted's scowling portrait ominously stares down at everyone in 
the room.

Tommy and Sharon watch apprehensively as an IRS AUDITOR goes 
through the financial books. 

The auditor pauses, then looks up at Julie with a "these 
folks are screwed" expression.

TOMMY
What?

JULIE
What?

TOMMY
What was that?

The auditor resumes work on the books.

JULIE
Tommy... you have nothing to worry 
about.

The auditor flashes a "yeah, right" expression.

JULIE
I'll make sure that this audit is 
conducted fairly and impartially.

The auditor returns to his work, with an "and, if you believe 
that one..." expression.

Tommy and Sharon exchange worried expressions.

EXT. RUSSIAN AIRPORT - FLIGHT LINE - NIGHT

BORIS the Russian loadmaster watches his GROUND CREW load 
cargo into the tail of an Aeroflot cargo aircraft. 

Nearby, an empty crate with air holes, stamped "PERISHABLE... 
HANDLE WITH EXTREME CAUTION."

A van approaches.  Harry is driving.  He parks next to the 
crate.  Boris takes a peek inside the van.

BORIS
Girls in there?

Harry shushes him, gesturing towards the rear of the van.
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HARRY
Keep it down, will ya?

Boris opens the side doors.

BORIS
My boys know better than to open 
mouths.

Babushka's three most beautiful bar girls, IRINA, LYUDMILA 
and OKSANA, step out of the van.  Irina's six year old 
daughter NATASHA follows.

IRINA
We fly this plane?

HARRY
Uh, yeah.  Actually, you girls are 
going on the economy plan.

Before the three women know what is happening, Harry and 
Boris pick them up and drop them inside the crate.

HARRY
Now, don't worry... I got my best 
memory foam mattresses lining that 
box.

Boris signals two crew members to nail the lid onto the 
crate.

BORIS
Will be smooth ride.

As the crew loads the crate into the plane, Harry slips a 
thick wad of $100 bills to Boris, then hops into the van and 
speeds off.

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY

Behind the front desk, Sharon and Tommy stare with zombie-
like expressions at their bill from the IRS while Larry sorts 
through the other incoming mail.

TOMMY
A quarter-million dollars?

SHARON
I say we dump tea into the harbor.

Larry hands a bundle of bills to Tommy.
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LARRY
This sounds like a job for Sarah 
Palin.

Tommy slaps Larry with the bills.

TOMMY
How do they expect us to come up 
with that kind of money?

Tommy dumps the bills into the wastebasket.

TOMMY
What else could go wrong?

A WOMAN drags her moaning SON across the lobby.  The boy's 
face is a pale shade of green.

WOMAN
I want to talk to the owner.  
Somebody get me the owner !!!

Tommy and Sharon step out from behind the desk.

TOMMY
Ma’am, can I help...

WOMAN
Are you in charge here?

TOMMY
Yes, ma'am.  I...

WOMAN
I asked room service to make a 
sandwich for my little Billy... 

The boy heaves.  Sharon cringes, but Tommy maintains his 
customer-service demeanor.

TOMMY
Oh, my...

WOMAN
And now he can't stop throwing up!

The boy retches.  Larry slowly sinks to the floor behind the 
desk.

TOMMY
Ma'am, I'll have a doctor...
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WOMAN
I'm taking Billy to the E-R and if 
they say it's food poisoning, I 
swear I'll sue you for every penny 
you're worth!!!

She drags her son out through the exit.  He VOMITS off 
screen.

WOMAN (O.S.)
Look what they did to my baby!!!

Tommy slowly turns to Sharon.

TOMMY
Food poisoning?

INT. HOTEL - KITCHEN - DAY

Sven merrily stirs a pot of goulash, rapping a hip-hop tune 
in pseudo-Swedish.  

Tommy slowly enters the room.  Sharon nervously follows.

TOMMY
Ah... Sven?

SVEN
Ja?

TOMMY
Um... remember that rat that got in 
here the other day?

(gulps)
The one you...

Tommy runs his finger across his throat.  Sven nods with a 
maniacal chuckle, still stirring the pot.

SVEN
Ja, ja.

Tommy inches forward, looking into the pot from a distance.  
He forces a hard swallow.

TOMMY
You disposed of the carcass, didn’t 
you?

Sven stops stirring.  He slowly turns toward Tommy with a 
raised eyebrow.
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TOMMY
I... I mean, you threw the rat 
away, right?

Sven gives Tommy a cold stare.  Sharon grabs her throat and 
backs out of the kitchen.

TOMMY
No... No...  Please tell me you 
haven't been serving...

INT. MOSCOW NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT

HARRY
Dog meat?

It is happy hour at this expatriate pub.  Harry inspects a 
meatball impaled on a toothpick as Russians and expatriate 
Americans socialize.

Rick takes a meatball from the tray on the bar and nibbles 
gingerly.

HARRY
Russians don't eat dog, do they?  
Or, is it only Koreans?

RICK
Tastes more like horse.

Harry takes a deep breath, then gobbles the meatball, washing 
it down with a shot of vodka.

RICK
(swallowing hard)

Maybe Army mule?

HARRY
In 24-hours, I could be eating 
bread and water.

Rick dabs his mouth with a napkin, then wraps his meatball 
neatly in the napkin.

RICK
Would you quit that?

HARRY
I don’t know where I get such 
stupid ideas...

15.


