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FADE IN:

EXT. lAS vEGAS sTRIP – DAY

A play ground of glitz and neon signs scream for attention as heat vapors dance off scooting cars.

int. taxi cab – day

Fast food wrappers, trash, and old newspapers decorate the dashboard. In the passenger seat, a clip board holds the daily sports book line from Caesar’s Palace.

Thirty-something RAY SANDOVAL sports a 49ers hat to cover his bald head. He shakes his fist and cusses at the sports caster on his radio. 

RAY

Hasselback you suck, suck SUCK!

A transmission from dispatch interrupts his tirade.

DISPATCH (O.S.)

Checker 29. Dispatch. Pick up.

RAY

Stupid. Why didn’t you just run the ball into their end zone?
dispatch (o.s.)

Ray, pick up. 

He picks up and clicks the button to speak.

RAY

Go dispatch.

DISPATCH (O.S.)

Got a drop for you. And I know you need it after that pass Hasseback just lobbed up for grabs.

RAY

Where at? 

DISPATCH (O.S.)

Treasure Island. I understand it’s a fatty from that Weight watcher convention.

Ray snickers.

RAY

Do I get to charge by the pound?

DISPATCH (O.S.)

No and remember the customer is always right. Be nice, if you can.

RAY

Roger dispatch.

He slams the left turn signal down and wheels the car into a u-turn. On coming traffic screeches to a halt as Ray cut in front of them without warning.

EXT. LOBBY CURB – MOMENTS LATER

Herds of overweight people waddle around just outside the lobby doors. 
An amazing sight stands tall and wide like a royal guard at the curb. This is forty-five year old SARAH BIGGAM. To bury her would require a small baby grand piano box. 

Rosacea covers her face. Tears and mascara mix. Her face resembles a chocolate covered cherry.

AUBREY HOUSE, thirty-one hoists her flabby arm around Sarah. 

AUBREY

Sarah. What’s wrong?

SARAH

Oh, I’m just being silly. I’m alright.

AUBREY

But you’re crying. You must hurt.

A small pause.
AUBREY

What can I do for you Sarah?
sarah

Here comes my cab. I’ll be fine.

Aubrey takes a step back and examines Sarah head to toe.

aubrey

Sarah, you’ve been sad all night. I don’t think you should be alone right now.

SARAH

Would you like to ride with me?

Aubrey

Oh yes.

The cab approaches to fast, slides to a stop. Ray jumps out; runs to the other side to open the door. He tips his hat, exposing his comb over.

ray
Ladies.

AUBREY

Thank you cabbie.

RAY

Since your lives will be in my hands on the road call me Ray.

The two ladies pack into the rear seats like sardines in a can. Not even a Ford F-250 could tow this much weight. The rear end pops and sinks as the two settle in.
Ray slams the door then lean into it to get it completely shut. Back into the drivers’ seat, lickity split.
The Checker cab moves slowly out of the lobby area. Treasure Island Pirate show has begun. Loud explosions and fire highlight the cabs rear end as it nearly drags the asphalt.
INT. TAXI CAB – DAY

Both ladies stare out the cab window and gawk at the show.

AUBREY

I love that show every time I see it.

RAY 

Ehh, its okay.

AUBREY

Okay! It’s fabulous.

SARAH

Flame broiled.

RAY

What.

AUBREY

Sarah?

SARAH

Did I say that out loud?

RAY

Are you hungry?

SARAH

No. No… Well just a little.

Aubrey

Sarah you have to resist your temptation.

She rummages through her purse for a package of wheat crackers.

aubrey

Here, I have some crackers to hold you over.

Sarah takes the crackers from Aubrey, lowers the window, and Frisbee throws them out.

Ray turns his head and warns them.

RAY

Hey. Knock it off. Littering is a one hundred and one dollar ticket. You got a C note?

sarah

I’m sorry cabbie… Ray.

AUBREY

(disgusted look)
Sarah.

EXT. LAS VEGAS STRIP – CONTINUOUS

Checker 29 zips over debris on the road.
THUMP THUMP

Sparks, then… There goes the muffler. Bouncing over a following car.
Int. TAXI CAB – CONTINUOUS. 

Ray expresses disgust on his face, his attention is elsewhere.

Ray

Mother f… First that lame ass Hasselback throws and interception and lose the game and my money, then I gotta put up with this load of shit.

A moment of silence, then a long stomach groan interrupts the silence.

RAY

What was that?

SARAH

Ray.

RAY

(perturbed)
Yes.

AUBREY

No Sarah.

SARAH

Shush… I’m hungry.

He grabs a fast food wrapper off his dash board and flings it to the back seat.

RAY

Lick that.

Sarah uncrumples the wrapper, then sniffs and licks the wrapper as if making love to it.

sarah

Take me to Fat Burger.

Aubrey

Well, I give up. I’m starving too.

RAY

No!

SARAH

I’ll give you back the money you lost on the Seahawks.

Ray

Two-hundred?

SARAH

And a kiss.

RAY

Just the two-hundred.

He whips the wheel of the cab to the left. Both ladies tip toward the right door.

RAY

You gotta deal lady.

ext. FAT BURGER – ORDER SPEAKER – MINUTES LATER

Checker 29 creeps up to the speaker and stops with a jolt.

SPEAKER BOX

May I take your order?

sarah (o.s.)

Four double cheese burgers. Two extra large fries, and… a really big coke. Oh, also one of those vanilla shakes.

SPEAKER BOX

Small, medium, or large?

SARAH (O.S.)

How about extra large.

SPEAKER BOX

Will that be all?

SARAH (O.S.)

Aubrey, whadda you want?
EXT. FAT BURGER – DRIVE THRU – DAY
Checker 29 idles at the pick up window. Bags of food are passed to the rear window, money exchanges, and then the cab drives away. A trail of liquid leaks from the cab.
int. taxi cab – day

Secret sauce escapes the corners of Sarah’s mouth. A lettuce strand and relish smear across her chin.

She portrays a forlorn, blank look, then an unexpected open mouth belch. It lasts several seconds.

Aubrey curls her nose, then waves away the stick from the burger belch.

Sarah’s mood swings to depression and streams of running tears.

Ray holds his hand out behind him for his money.

RAY

You got my cash?

Aubrey

Cabbie, can’t you wait a minute. She’s crying.

RAY

Sorry, not my problem. Deals a deal. Cash!

Paralyzed to move, Sarah ignores Ray. Aubrey rummages through Sarah’s purse and come out with two hundreds. She wads them up and throws them over the seat at Ray’s windshield.

AUBREY

Happy now!

RAY

Oh yes.

AUBREY

Just get us back to Treasure Island.
RAY

My pleasure.

EXT. LAS VEGAS STRIP – Dusk
Checker 29 speeds toward Treasure Island. Suddenly… two loud pops are heard. 

POP POP

Sparks are now trailing the cab. It approaches Treasure Island.

A Pirate show begins with cannon blast, then a plume of fire.

Crowds stand everywhere.

Spark turn to flames. Fire engulfs the backseat of the cab as it turns into Treasure Island.

int. taxi cab – dusk

Both ladies are swallowed by flames. They thrash about and scream.

AUBREY

Let me out! Let me out! God!

SARAH

(wailing)
I deserve to die. 

Checker 29’s nose dives to a quick stop.

ray

My cab. You lit my cab on fire. Get your fat asses out. Get out!

A rear door flies open. Flames shoot out. 

EXT. TREASURE ISLAND – PIRATE SHOW – CONTINUOUS

The back door of the cab is wide open. 

Another explosion from the Pirate show, then Pirates dive off the burning boat. Sarah and Aubrey are engulfed in flames. They dive simultaneous to the actors into the pool of water.

Ray stands amazed at the height of the flames from his cab.

His fingers are interlocked over his combed over head.
RAY

Mother fuck.

Both ladies stand in the shallow water. Steam rolls off of them.

AUBREY

Whoa! Sarah no more fast food. Alright.

SARAH

You got it. And… no more wild cab rides.

AUBREY

It’s a deal.

They shake hands and hug.

Ray leans over the rail.

RAY
The meter says thirteen thousand.

Laughter from Sarah and Aubrey.

SARAH

Hey cabbie. You’re fired!

Ray tugs at his few strands of hair in anger. Fire engines can be heard approaching.

FADE OUT:

END
