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A NOTE ON SETTING:

This story takes place at the FAENA HOTEL in Miami Beach -- 
a dazzling, otherworldly temple to contemporary art.

The Faena's kaleidoscopic beauty and consummate 
installations make it one of the highest-end hotels in the 
country.

Also one of the most thrilling.

Set descriptions follow, but a quick Google search for 
“faena hotel photos” will undoubtedly enrich your 
experience.

The FAENA GROUP is not involved in this project, yet.
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FADE IN:

EXT. MIAMI BEACH - DAY

Radiantly clear blue sky. ANDREW, a 12-year-old boy, alone 
in a bathing suit, walks toward us out of the ocean.

EXT. MIAMI BEACH SIDEWALK – LATER

Electric sunlight, jade-colored palm trees toss in the 
breeze. We follow Andrew: shirtless, perfectly tanned skin.

Any concerns Andrew may have are buried deep in the pocket 
of the BASEBALL MITT on his left hand.

Wondrous, Andrew and the world.

EXT. FAENA DRIVEWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew ambles up to the FAENA HOTEL, 14 floors that tower 
before him like an art-deco castle.

FLASHING LIGHTS from police cruisers and an AMBULANCE throw 
him off guard.

INT. FAENA LOBBY – CONTINUOUS

COMMOTION everywhere. COPS, EMTs, and HOTEL STAFF are 
scrambling. Police radios SQUELCH.

Andrew edges cautiously into the exquisite entrance.

Thick gold-leafed columns tower to the ceiling. Vividly 
painted murals line the walls.

Brilliant colors, overstated ambience -- a DIVINE hotel.

Andrew gets BUMPED AROUND in the tumult, spots the focus of 
all the attention: A DEAD MAN LYING ON THE FLOOR.

The CORPSE: Male, 40s, fitted suit, shiny leather shoes.

Andrew leans closer. He's HORRIFIED but FASCINATED.

ANDREW
(to himself)

Where's the blood?

During this rush, we’re about to meet several people very 
briefly. Less important is getting to know them; more 
important is catching a glimpse of each here at the outset.

Andrew turns, COLLIDES into LILIYA, 31, sequined dress, 
blonde bangs. Thin, but has the presence of a 5,000-lb bomb.
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ANDREW
Did someone kill him?

LILIYA
(foreign accent)

Ty ne khochesh’ vyglyadet’ blizhe, 
ditya.

Andrew gazes back, confused. Searches for a way out.

He tries to get around DETECTIVE JEROME HILL, 44, 
African-American, loose tie, rolled-up sleeves, and an upper 
body of a former ACC Fullback.

DETECTIVE HILL
Come here, son.

Andrew: Who, me?

DETECTIVE HILL
Hey, tell me what you saw.

ANDREW
Nothing... I wasn't even here.

SKEPTICAL GLARE from the Detective.

Andrew ducks off, but runs into JENNIFER DE LA CRUZ, 48, 
hotel manager, manicured nails, wearing the kind of creased 
pantsuit that can strip 20 years off a classy Miami woman.

JENNIFER
Excuse me, young man! Are you a 
guest in the hotel?

ANDREW
Yes, the penthouse.

Jennifer backs off.

JENNIFER
With your father, of course.

(beat)
Please get upstairs.

She BARKS at him as he slinks away.

JENNIFER
And a shirt next time, please!

INT. FAENA FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Commotion fades behind Andrew.
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Then, a click over his SHOULDER.

SHOCK -- THERE’S A MAN! This is NIKOLAI, 36, strong, dressed 
in a too-tight gray suit and polished shoes, eerily similar 
to the corpse in the lobby.

For a moment WE CAN'T TELL if Nikolai is following Andrew or 
just coincidentally walking in the same direction.

INT. FAENA ELEVATOR LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

Andrew STABS the elevator button repeatedly.

TWO DRUNK WOMEN stumble over and into the ...

INT. FAENA ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

... and Andrew's RELIEVED!

But the drunk women exit on the second floor.

Now the 12-year-old is NEAR PANIC as he figures out that 
this man has NOT HIT A DIFFERENT FLOOR FOR HIMSELF.

11... 12... 13... Penthouse -- doors open.

Andrew TAKES OFF.

INT. PENTHOUSE HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

He swipes his electric door key, but it WON’T OPEN.

NIKOLAI approaching, with a more DETERMINED WALK...

... what is Andrew going to do!?

Andrew POUNDS HIS FISTS on the door.

ANDREW
Dad! Dad! Open the door!

Nikolai, he's just STEPS AWAY --

ANDREW (CONT'D)
Dad!

Finally, the door UNLOCKS. As Andrew THROWS HIMSELF INSIDE, 
he looks back one more time, and the hallway is empty --

NIKOLAI IS GONE.

SMASH TO BLACK

TITLE: FOR DEAR LIFE
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INT. PENTHOUSE FAMILY ROOM – CONTINUOUS

A vast, window-lined SUITE. White leather couches, exquisite 
fixtures, all super-modern, bright, and pristine.

Andrew SLAMS THE DOOR SHUT!

OSCAR
Easy, dammit!

That's OSCAR ARENA, 44, barefoot in loose linen pants and 
crisp white shirt, unbuttoned from top to bottom. A handsome 
man hides somewhere beneath the scruffy beard and extra 20 
pounds.

He stands behind a thick wooden table, the kind you'd see in 
an Apple store, that's piled with papers and pencils.

Slouched on the couch is IRA GOLDFIELD, 57, oversized 
tortoise shell eyeglasses and a rumpled, expensive suit.

OSCAR
(to Ira)

I don't need Wang's money.

Andrew tosses his mitt and ball down.

ANDREW
Dad, dad --

IRA
He lands day after tomorrow.

OSCAR
Fine. You sell it.

IRA
Ha! You're the nice little bow on 
top, and you know it.

ANDREW
Dad, something happened.

OSCAR
Boss, give me a minute!

(back to Ira)
I'm here for one reason. So if you 
have Wang all greased up from 
Beijing, you can go wrestle around 
with him until he's happy.

Oscar pours a scotch at the bar. Andrew HUFFS, impatient.
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IRA
I don't grease them, I just oil 
them sufficiently.

ANDREW
Dad, there was a dead man in the 
lobby.

That stops everyone cold. Oscar LAUGHS.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
I'm not kidding!

IRA
This place has always made me feel 
like I've taken too many hits of 
acid.

Oscar quiets down, probing:

OSCAR
A dead man, is that right?

ANDREW
Yeah, there were cops and 
ambulances, all right in the lobby.

OSCAR
It's Miami. Sun probably got to 
him. I wouldn't worry about it.

ANDREW
Dad?

OSCAR
(sternly)

Really, don't worry about it.

EXT. MIAMI BEACH - DAY

Red and white striped umbrellas. Cushioned lounge chairs. A 
TOWEL BOY. Luxury beachgoing at its finest.

JANIE ARENA, 43, piercing-eyed brunette, and her daughter, 
VANESSA, 16, sharp chin, big sunglasses, lay side-by-side 
out in the sun.

JANIE
You're going to burn.

VANESSA
Fine.
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JANIE
(to the towel boy)

Eduardo!

The young man skips over with fresh beach towels.

EXT. MIAMI BEACH SIDEWALK - DAY

Janie and Vanessa stroll the same path Andrew took just a 
little while earlier.

They approach The Faena Hotel. Driveway is empty.

INT. FAENA LOBBY – MOMENTS LATER

Commotion has VANISHED. No detectives, no dead bodies. 
Mother and daughter STRUT through.

Vanessa pulls off her big sunglasses and catches the eye of 
a STYLISH STUD, 40s -- peers into his eyes, and once she's 
hooked him, disses him by looking away.

Jennifer the Manager approaches.

JENNIFER
Ladies! Looking spectacular this 
morning.

JANIE
Years of hard work.

Vanessa dashes off toward the elevators.

JANIE (CONT'D)
Did something happen here?

JENNIFER
No...

(beat)
Why do you ask?

JANIE
My son texted me. Someone got hurt?

JENNIFER
No, Ms. Arena. Nothing out of the 
ordinary today.

Overly polite SMILES.

INT. PENTHOUSE FAMILY ROOM - LATER

Vanessa enters, darts to her room. Janie wanders through. 
Oscar and Ira, still arguing.
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JANIE
Ira? Surprised to see you. Here to 
deliver good news, as always?

Ira looks her up and down.

OSCAR
How was the beach?

JANIE
Magical.

OSCAR
I told you that you were going to 
love this place.

Janie disappears into her bedroom.

INT. PENTHOUSE VANESSA'S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Vanessa, still in a towel, rifles through her luggage.

VANESSA
Fucking shit!

Andrew enters.

ANDREW
Did you see it?

She's now flinging clothes into the air.

ANDREW (CONT'D)
There was a dead body.

VANESSA
Are you on drugs?

ANDREW
In the lobby, I swear.

VANESSA
A dead body, right.

ANDREW
Didn't you see all the cops and 
freaky people down there?

Vanessa sees, if just for a moment, he's really WORRIED.

VANESSA
I've gotta get dressed. Get out of 
here, you perv.
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She SHOVES him out the door.

INT. PENTHOUSE FAMILY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Andrew tucks himself into a corner of the couch, watching 
Ira and his dad.

IRA
You're the only living one I work 
with.

OSCAR
I count my blessings every day.

IRA
Artists are so much easier to deal 
with when you all are dead.

Ira stuffs magazines, papers, and his computer into his bag.

OSCAR
(to Andrew)

Boss! Turn this way.

Oscar starts to SKETCH his son.

ANDREW
Wanna throw on the beach?

OSCAR
Sit still... like that.

Briefly we go CLOSE ON Oscar, who's smoking and drawing -- 
the SKETCH is graceful, intricate. But his hand with the 
pencil, and with the cigarette, is SHAKING.

IRA
With Wang --

OSCAR
For God's sake!

Oscar jumps out of his chair and heads for a PAINTING 
leaning against the wall -- a dark rendition of JANIE in 
acrylics -- and behind it yanks up another.

OSCAR (CONT'D)
I brought it!

Oscar holds up a SHATTERED WINDOW, painted in oils.

IRA
Oz, there's nothing left. Quit 
being such a horse's ass. You're 

(MORE)
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broke. I'm here to help.
IRA (CONT'D)

Ira stands to leave, but first DRAWS CLOSE to Oscar.

Andrew can hear ONLY WHISPERS, but watches Ira hand his dad 
a big IPAD PRO in a zippered, tanned leather case.

Ira punches in a passcode, and Oscar SWIPES.

OSCAR
Who gave this to you?

IRA
There's nothing worse than debts 
you're unable to pay.

Ira heads for the door. At the same time, Janie, changed 
into a flowing maxi dress, passes through.

OSCAR
(to Ira)

It's nothing, Ira!

Ira slams the door. Janie peers at the scene, exits onto the 
balcony.

Father and son are left alone.

OSCAR
(mustering confidence)

Easy as that.

ANDREW
Uh-huh.

Oscar tosses the iPad on his work table.

EXT. PENTHOUSE BALCONY - LATER

Janie gazes at the ocean, smokes a long cigarette. Oscar 
paces around her, and we follow in his POV.

JANIE
I thought we were back above water.

OSCAR
Don't worry. Everything is fine.

JANIE
He hates Miami. He hates to travel. 
He hates you.

OSCAR
He doesn't hate me.
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JANIE
If Ira is here, I know everything 
is not fine.

INT. PENTHOUSE FAMILY ROOM - SAME TIME

Andrew, still on the couch, peers through the window at his 
parents arguing outside.

EXT. PENTHOUSE BALCONY

JANIE
So we came down here for you to 
hock a few canvasses to more 
Chinese gangsters?

OSCAR
They're not gangsters.

JANIE
You never stop, do you Ozzie?

OSCAR
We came down here because I've got 
a commission to create the biggest 
public artwork in the history of 
the city of Miami!

INT. PENTHOUSE FAMILY ROOM - SAME TIME

A KNOCK at the door. Andrew looks up.

VANESSA (O.S.)
(from her room)

Housekeeping. They'll go away.

A moment, then a HARDER KNOCK.

EXT. PENTHOUSE BALCONY - MOMENTS LATER

Andrew interrupts his parents, shouting.

ANDREW
Dad! There's a cop at the door!

INT. PENTHOUSE FAMILY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Oscar and Janie follow Andrew inside. Vanessa emerges, 
cautious. There's Detective Hill -- he's stepped inside.

DETECTIVE HILL
Detective Hill, Miami-Dade 
homicide...


