
SAMANTHA’S THIEF

FADE IN:

INT. LUXURY APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Darkness, punctuated by low wattage accent lights. Hints of

modern furniture, an open floor plan. A faint glow from the

kitchen stove digital clock - "3:46 AM".

Movement. A shadow. A person.

CLAUDE (V.O. 30’S MALE)

I’m a thief. It’s my business, it’s

my pleasure. A man should enjoy his

work.

A penlight pops on. Glimpses of CLAUDE’S face and hands.

Complete focus, eyes that miss nothing. Rubber gloves.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

I only steal from the rich, and I

don’t take the family photos.

Fair’s fair.

Claude slides open a side table drawer, penlight in his

mouth. The light catches a card wallet, change, keys. A

man’s Rolex watch, a woman’s Movado.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

Why do people leave their most

important possessions in a drawer

where any idiot can find them?

Typical.

Claude examines the watches, rifles through the wallet.

THE LIGHTS COME ON.

Claude spins. SAMANTHA freezes at the bedroom door.

She’s 40’s, sloppily poured into a wedding gown and bedroom

slippers. Red, weepy eyes. Hair and makeup smeared to the

wrong parts of her otherwise striking face.

Yet in this walking disaster, there’s definite class. Even

with the half-empty bottle of Chardonnay in her hand.

SAMANTHA

Who the hell are yo -- are you

stealing from me?

Claude flashes panic and incredulity.
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CLAUDE

You’re supposed to be in Hawaii.

SAMANTHA

Who the hell are you? One of Jack’s

friends? Jesus, can’t he just --

Now Claude’s pissed.

CLAUDE

You’re supposed to be in Hawaii.

SAMANTHA

Says who?

Claude recites.

CLAUDE

"John Goldman and Samantha Whitney,

will be heading to Waikiki

immediately after the ceremony."

SAMANTHA

You follow wedding announcements

and then rob people’s homes when

they go on their honeymoons?

Claude doesn’t answer. He’s thinking.

CLAUDE

You got married two days ago and

you’re still wearing the -- wait a

minute.

SAMANTHA

Yeah, yeah, go ahead. Say it.

Claude studies her.

CLAUDE

Left at the altar?

SAMANTHA

He’s Jewish.

CLAUDE

Left at the synagogue.

SAMANTHA

It’s funny either way. It’s a

fucking laugh riot.

Claude starts to relax. He leans against the sleek leather

couch.
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CLAUDE

Not for you.

Samantha sits down at the dining room table. An acre of

thick glass - a small but hopeful rosebud stands in a vase.

She takes a swig from the bottle.

Claude heads for the kitchen, shaking his head.

CLAUDE

Oh for chrissake.

He pulls a couple of glasses out and brings them to the

table. He takes the bottle from Samantha’s hand and pours.

Samantha takes a glass, looks him over. Not typical.

Claude gives a toast.

CLAUDE

Here’s to dodging a bullet.

SAMANTHA

Come again?

CLAUDE

Obviously you’re better off without

him.

SAMANTHA

Without him? I’m surrounded by him.

All this. Is him.

She motions to the room.

SAMANTHA

I’ve got nothing that isn’t his. We

met at the fucking grocery store.

Jesus, just like the movies. Ten

years ago.

She gets up, stands before a picture of a younger, energetic

self and a guy who looks like the poster boy for jet-setting

charm.

SAMANTHA

I was in pre-law and living in a

rooming house and I gave it all up.

Gave up eating soup every night,

sharing a bathroom with five other

women and selling my blood to pay

for textbooks. For this. This

(MORE)
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SAMANTHA (cont’d)

yuppie paradise. And ten years of

promises, of waiting, until finally

he agrees to get --

Samantha starts to break down.

SAMANTHA

He agrees to get married -- like

he’s doing me a favor.

She sobs.

SAMANTHA

Like giving a puppy treat to a dog,

and patting it on the head. Good

doggy. Here’s an engagement ring,

doggy. Go ... fetch.

She starts BARKING like a dog.

Claude doesn’t say anything, just watches her fall apart.

She starts gagging, runs back to the bedroom.

VOMITING from the master bathroom. Claude winces.

The toilet flushes, the faucet runs.

Claude looks around - maybe it’s time to get going.

Samantha reappears, a little more together after the purge.

She looks at Claude appraisingly.

SAMANTHA

You have me at a disadvantage.

CLAUDE

Uh?

She patiently points to herself.

SAMANTHA

Samantha?

Claude sits up. This is unexpected.

CLAUDE

Oh.
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SAMANTHA

Now don’t be shy.

Claude suppresses a grin.

CLAUDE

Steve.

SAMANTHA

Bullshit.

Claude looks her in the eye. Why not chance it?

CLAUDE

Claude.

Samantha raises an eyebrow.

SAMANTHA

That’s original.

CLAUDE

Not really. Uncle’s name on my

Mother’s side.

SAMANTHA

Was he a thief too?

CLAUDE

No ... he built transmissions at

the Ford plant. For thirty years.

SAMANTHA

So, Claude ... uh ... what?

He shakes his head, smiling.

CLAUDE

Claude’s all you get, I’m afraid.

SAMANTHA

All I get. Ain’t that the truth.

Samantha waves to the room, sits.

SAMANTHA

So, you’re the expert ... anything

worth stealing?

Claude looks around.
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CLAUDE

Well, hard to say.

Claude nods towards a large, plasma screen television

mounted on the wall.

CLAUDE

That tv’s worth a few grand.

SAMANTHA

He loves that fucking thing. I hate

it. Take it, be my guest.

CLAUDE

I suppose "Jack" has other toys

around the house. Men like him are

into gadgets, some of them

expensive.

SAMANTHA

Yeah. Some of them cheap.

She starts to pour more wine into her glass.

Claude takes the bottle from her, places it a safe distance

away.

CLAUDE

Be nice to yourself. He’s the

prick, not you.

Samantha laughs.

SAMANTHA

How do you know? You just got here.

CLAUDE

I can tell. Most of this stuff is

his. He needs things. You need

something else.

Samantha looks down, morosely.

CLAUDE

Somewhere else.

SAMANTHA

Shit. You come here to rip me off

and now you’re psycho-analyzing me.

CLAUDE

It’s not complicated. Just time for

a change.



7.

Samantha slaps the table.

SAMANTHA

You are absolutely right. Time for

a change. Excuse me, I’m going to

go change something. Right now.

Claude perplexedly watches her disappear into the bedroom.

Sound of a drawer SLAMMING.

Mechanical CLICKING.

SAMANTHA (O.S.)

Shit.

More mechanical sounds.

Claude frowns. Something familiar --

Claude leaps up, scrambles for the bedroom.

BEDROOM

Samantha kneels on the king-sized bed, a swirl of Egyptian

cotton sheets, pizza boxes and wine bottles surround her.

She’s trying to operate an automatic handgun.

Claude dives on to the bed, wrestles her for the weapon.

She’s crying, but she won’t let go.

SAMANTHA

No! Dammit!

Claude manages to force the gun towards the bed. As he tries

to pry her hand off the weapon, it FIRES into the mattress.

Samantha instantly pulls back - flattens against the

headboard, terrified.

Claude expertly ejects the clip, checks the breach, shoves

the weapon into his waistband.

Samantha sobs. Claude slaps her.

CLAUDE

Knock it off! Shit, you’re

pathetic!

Claude paces the room. Samantha watches him.
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SAMANTHA

What?

Claude pulls open a dresser drawer, gives it a cursory toss.

CLAUDE

Got any money? Any cash?

Samantha’s puzzled.

SAMANTHA

What?

CLAUDE

I need something. I spent my time,

I need something to show for it.

Samantha searches among the wine bottles for dregs.

SAMANTHA

Oh, so we’re back to robbing me,

huh?

CLAUDE

Was there something else you

wanted?

SAMANTHA

What, like a good fuck?

She laughs, tries to coax a few drops out.

Claude checks the closet.

CLAUDE

Not when you’re like this.

SAMANTHA

Oh? You like your women sober?

CLAUDE

I like my women with self-respect.

Samantha heaves the bottle at him.

SAMANTHA

Fuck you!

Claude ignores her. Finds a roll of bills in a jacket.

CLAUDE

Jack left behind a bit of cash.
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SAMANTHA

Take it, just get out.

Claude turns to Samantha - assesses the situation. Leaves.

Samantha frowns. Sniffs. All cried out.

A door SLAMS.

Samantha shoves debris off the bed, curls up. Falls

blissfully asleep.

INT. LUXURY APARTMENT LIVING ROOM - DAY

Morning. Maybe afternoon. Samantha isn’t sure as she

stumbles into the room, still dressed as the abandoned

bride. She squints at the daylight. At the --

The wad of cash sits dead center on the table, a note tucked

underneath.

INSERT - NOTE

"Leave. There’s nothing left but you." It’s signed "C".

END INSERT

Samantha looks around. She frowns, confused.

FLASHBACK: LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The front door SLAMS shut. Claude’s still standing there. He

sighs. Turns off the lights.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

Never work with the lights on. You

never know who’s watching.

LIVING ROOM - DAY

Samantha spots an empty picture frame. What?

INTERCUT:

- Penlight in mouth, Claude slides a picture of the happy

couple out of the frame. Crumples it.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

I’ve stolen cars, computers,

purebred dogs.

- Samantha looks in the front hall closet. Half empty.

- Claude packs a wardrobe bag with expensive men’s jackets.
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CLAUDE (V.O.)

Fur coats, emerald earrings,

diamond bracelets.

- Samantha checks the side table drawer. Only her watch.

- Claude clips on the Rolex, admires it.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

Once I stole a very small yacht.

- Samantha sits at the dining room table. Chuckles.

- Jack’s nightstand. Claude finds another watch, cigar case,

iPad. An expensive knife. Samantha snores a few inches away.

He keeps looking at her and frowning. Miserably smitten.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

When you’re a thief, everything

belongs to you. Almost everything.

- From the bedroom door, Claude watches Samantha sleep. He

nods goodbye, slings the stuffed wardrobe bag over his

shoulder and leaves, pulling a bulging rolling suitcase.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

I’ve stolen well and often. But

I’ve never walked off with a whole

chunk of someone’s past before.

LIVING ROOM

Samantha fills a glass with water, takes a big gulp.

She pauses by the dining room table, refills the vase with

the single rosebud. It appears on the verge of blooming.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

Now all she’s got is the future.

She turns toward the television, drops her glass. A large

SMILEY FACE has been brutally GOUGED into the huge screen.

Ruining it. She erupts into laughter.

CLAUDE (V.O.)

And even I can’t steal that.

FADE OUT.


