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FADE IN: 

EXT. 25 EAST BANK STREET/CHICAGO – NIGHT  

POLICE struggle to maintain order outside a roped off, 
four-story luxury home. Concerned neighbors and newshounds 
bombard officers with questions, they can’t answer.  

A veteran REPORTER (45) instructs his CAMERAMAN (20s).  

REPORTER  
Follow my lead. No matter what, 
you keep rolling.  

The cameraman nods.  

The reporter slips beneath the yellow tape, makes a rapid 
dash for the front door. The cameraman follows.  

The OFFICERS guarding the entrance are preoccupied. They 
enter undetected.  

INT. 25 EAST BANK STREET/CHICAGO – NIGHT  

The Victorian styled corridor is empty. The reporter hears 
voices in the next room, presses on.   

He looks up, marvels at the vaulted ceiling. A priceless 
Tiffany chandelier hangs overhead. He looks down, sees his 
reflection in the marble floor. He turns to the cameraman.  

REPORTER  
The haves...  

He follows the voices into the parlor. The parlor is 
crawling with detectives. He turns, nods to the cameraman, 
and grips his microphone.    

The cameraman shoulders the camera. A red light blinks on. 
They probe further into the room.  

The reporter stops frozen, unable to lift his foot from 
where he last placed it.  

The cameraman circles around, capturing his reaction. His 
face is blank, void of life. He drops the microphone.  

The cameraman aims the camera in the direction he’s 
looking. Four dead bodies slowly come into focus.  
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The bodies of a WOMAN (40s) TWO BOYS (9) and (12) an OLD 
WOMAN (80s) all arranged in the shape of a cross. A winding 
trail of dried blood snakes across the parlor floor.    

CUT TO: 

INT. APARTMENT B-14 GREENE AVENUE/BROOKLYN NEW YORK – DAY  

The room is a jumbled mess of unpacked boxes and cleaning 
supplies. Second hand furnishings compliment the 
apartment’s shitty motif.  

REBECCA BRADY (24) grimaces as she places a box-marked, 
“KITCHEN” on the counter. She is beautiful, a trophy wife 
minus the mantle.   

She closes her eyes, imagines.    

REBECCA  
Transcendence is the key. Relax, 
breathe, visualize it, see it, be 
it...  

She takes a deep breath, chokes. Her virgin lungs not 
accustomed to the stench of the city.   

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
The first four or five years will 
be rough. By year six we will...  

KEN BRADY (24) enters carrying a television. He looks 
distinguished, accomplished even. The kind of guy you 
envision your daughter marrying.  

He scans the room, sets his sights on a cable outlet in the 
corner. He kicks the door shut, sits the television down.  

He turns to Rebecca, smiles.  

KEN 
You have got to love it! New York 
City, the big show. Where else can 
get your big break and get robbed 
in the same day? I’m telling you 
babe five years from now, we are 
going to be... 
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REBECCA  
Immortalized in chalk on the 
floor... 

He turns, hoists the television in the air.  

He carries it across the room, sits it down. He plugs it 
up, connects the cable into the wall.    

He closes his eyes, crosses himself. He presses the power 
button. The television gives birth to “free cable”.  

TELEVISION  (O.S.) 
Recession, recession, recession 
the word of the hour as we 
continue to bring you the latest 
in breaking news on the financial 
decline of... 

KEN  
Yes!  

He stands. Pumps his fist, invigorated. Rebecca stares.  

REBECCA  
Wait until you see what they left 
in the toilet.  

KEN 
Ewwww. That’s just nasty.  

REBECCA  
What did you expect? Brooklyn Ken? 
Did you not notice the group of 
degenerates watching us unload the 
truck?  

Ken shrugs off Rebecca’s statement.  

KEN  
Concerned neighbors.  

REBECCA  
One of them had a clipboard, 
taking inventory. I think we 
disappointed them.  
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KEN 
No. It’s a matter of perspective. 
We don’t live in Brooklyn. We just 
live out-side Manhattan. 

Ken smiles, relishes in his brilliance.  

REBECCA  
Yeah. And that bum on the stoop is 
not a bum. He just hasn’t been 
inside a tub in years.  

Ken ponders his next move. A light bulb goes off. He 
unleashes a showgirl styled scissor kick, nearly falls.   

Rebecca is not amused.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
You know what they say? If you can 
make it in this city... 

REBECCA  
You don’t end up sleeping on a 
bench in Central Park? 

He pouts, duplicates her smug face. She does not let up. 

KEN  
I don’t know, sounds kind of 
romantic to me.  

REBECCA  
Really? How about asbestos?  

He takes his shirt off. Flings it in her direction.   

KEN  
Sleeping under the stars...  

REBECCA  
Contracting a new strand of pubic 
lice... 

He tugs at his jogging pants, they fall around his ankles.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
Making love, under the stars.  
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REBECCA  
There’s a grapefruit sized hole in 
the bedroom ceiling. We can do 
that here...  

Ken releases a pelvic thrust. She turns away, smirks.  

KEN  
Don’t fight it babe. Embrace it.  

He does it again. She laughs out loud.  

REBECCA  
We have only been here a day and 
you have already lost your damn 
mind. I think this smog is getting 
to you...  

KEN 
Maybe it is. But I’m trying to get 
into you.  

REBECCA  
Wow! You just said that.  

He unleashes his best Chippendale moves. Rebecca looks over 
at the window, laughs.  

REBECCA  
At least you’re committed. I’ll 
give you that. What else you got? 

Ken takes it up a notch. He gives in to his inner stripper. 
Rebecca laughs uncontrollably.  

REBECCA  
Babe... 

He grinds up against her. Once, twice...  

REBECCA  
Babe... 

He pulls her close. Goes in for the kill. She whispers in 
his ear...  

REBECCA  
How much for the peep show?  
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He turns, looks. The CABLE MAN is standing on the fire 
escape peering inside. He shakes his head, moves on.  

Moment’s later, static noise replaces the program on the 
television. Ken is devastated.  

Rebecca looks him over. He looks pretty damn good.  

REBECCA  
Oh no don’t stop now. I want to 
see that booty giggle.  

She slaps his ass, walks away. She does not have to tell 
him twice. He follows.  

INT. B-14 – DAY  

Ken joins Rebecca in the kitchen. He is dressed in his best 
business attire. Looks as if he just stepped off the cover 
of GQ Magazine.    

He kisses her cheek. Plops down in a chair. The chair 
struggles to support him, it’s missing a leg.  

REBECCA  
Breakfast?  

KEN  
Nope. Just coffee, two sugars no 
cream. Please thank you.   

She opens the fridge. Looks inside. Emerges with a carton 
of orange juice.  

She pours a glass, gives it to him. He sips reluctantly.  

KEN  
Thanks.  

He looks at his watch, then the microwave. He downs the 
glass, stands.  

REBECCA  
You’re not worried about something 
as trivial as time? Surely they 
will wait for you Mr. Brady.   

Ken stands. Throws his jacket across his arm, takes his 
briefcase in the other.  
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Rebecca eyes the briefcase.  

His initials are engraved on the front. Her eyes swell with 
pride.  

REBECCA   
Come on babe do the thing... 

He acts as if he’s reluctant but obviously relishes in her 
request.    

KEN  
         
Okay, just one time...  

He spins around, strikes a series of poses. Wife, turned 
paparazzi, she photographs him with an imaginary camera.  

First picture the briefcase in front, then at his side, and 
behind him.   

He holds the last pose. Rebecca admires him. They embrace. 
He struts towards the door.  

REBECCA  
Love you...  

KEN  
You should...  

He exits. 

She walks over to the window. Watches him strut confidently 
up the block.  

She turns, looks at the shitty apartment. She opens the box 
nearest her, begins unpacking.  

CUT TO: 

INT. 230 Park Avenue – DAY  

Burke & Bryson Financial Group is located inside the Park 
Avenue Prestige Building. The name alone says it all.  

If GOD worked on Wall Street, he would have an office in 
this building.  
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A cattle-drive styled tour ends where it began, in the 
lobby. A GROUP, of over zealous NEW EMPLOYEES chat amongst 
themselves.  

Ken’s face, sticks out in the crowd. Noticeably disturbed. 
He is standing off to himself.   

An overly caffeinated man, IAN SIMMS (30s) approaches Ken. 
Ian looks Ken over. Not finding what he wants, he probes.  

IAN  
Nametag?  

Ken opens jacket, flashes his nametag, closes jacket. 

IAN  
Nice to meet you, K-E-N Brady.  

Ian runs his finger across his nametag. His name is written 
in lowercase letters. The ‘I’ is dotted with a smiley face.  

IAN  
Ian. Ian Simms. That’s me.  

KEN  
Nice to meet you Ian.  

Ken looks at his watch, looks away.  

IAN  
I’m ready to just hit the ground 
running. Just go, POW! Right out 
of the blocks. I know what you’re 
thinking... 

Ken is slightly alarmed. He looks around for potential 
escape routes.  

IAN (CONT’D) 
I don’t drink coffee. Don’t like 
the taste. Grabbed one of those 
five-hour energy drinks this 
morning and the first two hours 
have been, AMAZING!!!   

Ian does his happy dance. He is buzzed out of his mind.  
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IAN  
So Ken Where did you go to school? 
No, no let me guess. Princeton? No 
wait Yale. Yes Yale! Definitely 
Yale!   

KEN  
Correct. 

Ken moves to walk away. Ian counters.  

IAN  
Really? Because my first guess is 
usually right. I usually stick 
with my first guess. But something 
told me. Ian, this guy went to 
Yale.  

KEN  
Undergrad, Princeton, Graduate at 
Yale...   

Ian nods his head, semi impressed.  

IAN  
Okay, I hear you undergrad at 
Princeton, graduate at Yale.  

Ken finds a piece of lint on his jacket. Brushes it away.  

IAN (CONT’D) 
I will see your Princeton and 
raise you Harvard.  

Ken accepts the challenge.  

KEN  
Yale.  

IAN  
Dartmouth. 

KEN  
Damn.  

Ian cools two hand pistols, holsters them at his side.  
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IAN 
I have been racking up kills all 
day. Now if you had asked, how 
long it took me to do it... That 
would have been a whole other 
story. See him over there... 

Ken does not turn immediately.  

IAN (CONT’D) 
Look, look, right there! Him.  

Ian not a fan of discretion, points directly at an ASIAN 
GUY sitting on the other side of the room.  

IAN (CONT’D) 
How old is he?  

He points again. Ken pulls his hand down.  

KEN 
What are you doing? I don’t know 
24?  

IAN 
Wrong! You did go to Princeton 
didn’t you? That kid’s not even 
legal. 20-years old. Skipped last 
two years of high school went 
straight to Wharton. Didn’t even 
apply here. B&B found him.  

Ken studies the boy, loosens his tie.  

KEN  
Twenty huh?  

IAN  
Twenty! And you know he’s making 
more than we are. Better benefits 
better... 

KEN  
You think?  

IAN  
I know! He’s an apprentice. 
Getting coffee today, drinking it 
tomorrow.  
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BRYAN (50s), a clipboard-wielding drone addresses the 
group. He sounds as if his batteries need replacing.   

BRYAN  
Hope everyone enjoyed the tour...  

He looks up briefly, returns to clipboard.  

BRYAN (CONT’D) 
Good. Now the fun starts. Work.  

The group pushes in closer, surround him.  

Ian pumps his fist, does his happy dance. Ken primps 
himself, buttons his jacket.  

BRAYAN (CONT’D) 
Looks like the majority of you are 
headed to The Ivy. 

GROUP MEMBER 
The Ivy?  

BRYAN (CONT’D) 
Yes the Ivy, Ivy League Graveyard. 
It’s where new hires start. Some 
move on, some stay. 28 years ago I 
was standing right where you are. 
Look at me now.  

He looks up momentarily, back down at clipboard.  

A beautiful woman, ASHLEY 30 joins them. She resembles 
Rebecca at a glance. She watches Ken attentively. He 
doesn’t notice.  

Bryan motions to her.  

BRAYAN (CONT’D) 
This lovely young lady will take 
you to your stations. It was 
indeed a pleasure meeting you all.  

He looks up, back down.  

BRYAN (CONT’D) 
Christopher Monroe? Where is 
Christopher? Christopher?  
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Bryan looks up. The Asian kid steps forward. He studies 
him, looks back down.  

BRYAN (CONT’D) 
You are going up stairs 
Christopher. I don’t know why you 
are going up stairs but you are 
going up stairs. Follow me.   

Bryan walks away. The kid follows.  

The rest of the group files in behind Ashley. They head in 
the opposite direction.  

Ken does not move. His eyes are fixated on Christopher and 
Bryan.  

Ian leans in close, whispers in Ken’s ear.  

IAN  
Twenty.  

Ken watches the pair walk away. He reluctantly follows the 
crowd.  

CUT TO: 

INT. APARTMENT B-14 – NIGHT  

The apartment has undergone a minor makeover. It is still 
shitty, but organized. Ken and Rebecca are seated at the 
dinner table.  

Ken has a blank expression on his face. He stabs at his 
steak, separates his vegetables with his knife.  

REBECCA  
The Ivy? 

Still stabbing at his plate. 

KEN 
Picture a field of corn. Now 
replace the corn with cubicles, 
and fax machines. Throw in my 
dream of being a broker. Back over 
it with a John Deer tractor, and 
you have just entered The Ivy...  

Ken looks up. Rebecca awaits further explanation.   
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KEN (CONT’D) 
Every single person that works 
there went to an Ivy League 
school. Every-single-person.  

REBECCA  
You’re exaggerating. Everyone 
could not have... 

KEN  
Yes everyone, even the custodians, 
and the parking attendants went to 
The University of Pennsylvania or 
Columbia, Cornell, Brown...  

REBECCA  
Princeton? Yale?  

KEN  
Nope, just me. Did I say Wharton?  

REBECCA  
So what? You went to freaking 
Princeton... 

KEN  
Business School, not Law School. 
Princeton ranks in the top ten 
both in business and finance. But 
it’s not in the top five in 
either. Had I gone to Law School 
that would be a different 
question... 

REBECCA  
So go take the bar... 

Ken scowls.  

Rebecca recites his plan aloud. She marks each step with a 
finger. 

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
Undergrad at Princeton, Grad 
School at Yale, job at Burke and 
Bryson. Move to New York, 6-years 
from now, the amazing life you 
promised. Did I miss something?  
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Ken pushes his plate away. 

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
It’s not a dick measuring 
competition babe. We both know you 
wouldn’t win. They wouldn’t have 
hired you if they didn’t know you 
could do it. School was school. 
You are a broker now!  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
You work on Wall Street! You work 
at Burke and Bryson!  

KEN  
I work for Burke and Bryson.  

Rebecca walks over, hugs him from behind. She massages his 
temples. He leans back, rests his head against her chest. 

REBECCA  
I know what you’re working with. 
You know what you’re working with. 
You walk in there tomorrow. You 
whip it out and you, you show 
them!  

KEN 
Just whip it out huh? BAM. Put it 
on the table.  

REBECCA  
I don’t know about all that. Just 
show them the YOU that I see.  

Ken lets his guard down. He smiles.  

INT. BURKE & BRYSON/THE IVY – DAY  

Ken’s cubicle is excessively neat. No loose papers, stray 
pens, nothing. Everything is where it should be.  

There is a small picture of Rebecca tacked to the wall. 
Below the picture, a magazine cover that reads, “RECESSION? 
BURKE & BRYSON: A STEP ABOVE THE COMPETITION”. There are 2 
businessmen featured on the cover, photographed standing 
back to back.  
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Ken is a filing, computing, calculating machine. He whips 
through a stack of papers on his desk in whirlwind fashion.  

He shifts a form from his desk to a folder. He closes the 
folder tosses it atop a stack. He does this several times.  

He digs in, launches his chair to a neighboring cubicle. 
Ian is busy working. He does not look up.  

IAN  
5-hour energy will do it every 
time. I tried to tell you! First 
one was free. Your next fix is 
going to cost you.   

KEN 
I’m definitely a fan! I love 5-
Hour Energy! You get the buzz and 
none of the coffee guilt. I can 
stop lying to the wife about...  

Ian looks up, alarmed. He waves his hands in Ken’s face.  

IAN  
Whoa! We are still talking about 
coffee right? There is always. I 
repeat always, room for lies in a 
healthy relationship. Lies is 
where the magic is. You start 
telling the truth. It’s down hill 
from there...  

Ian examines Ken’s eyes with a pen/flashlight.  

IAN (CONT’D) 
Yeah...I think you’ve had enough.  

Ken laughs pushes off, sails back to his cubicle.  

He picks up where he left off. Whisking through forms with 
lightning speed.  

ONE HOUR LATER 

A supervisor GARY HOLDEN (40s) walks up. He looks over 
Ken’s shoulder, nods and then moves on. Ian takes note.  

He holds up two fingers in front of his eyes. Extends one 
points to Ken. Ken nods, continues to work.   
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SEVERAL HOURS LATER 

Workers file out one by one. The Ivy is almost empty. Ken 
and Ian are amongst the last left working.  

Ian stretches, yawns. His 5-Hour Energy reserve, running on 
E. He musters enough energy to turn and face Ken.  

Ken has somehow managed to keep his frantic pace. He takes 
a paper from the stack. Reviews it, files it, moves to the 
next.   

Ian watches in awe.  

IAN  
You won. Princeton is an awesome 
school. You are the man.  

Ken looks up smiles, eyes back down.  

Ian prepares to leave. Shuts his computer down, gathers his 
things. He stands.  

IAN (CONT’D) 
See you tomorrow KEN...  

Ken looks up.  

KEN 
Later Harvard.  

Ian takes a few steps, turns. 

IAN 
Hey... 

KEN  
Yeah. 

IAN 
Why Princeton?   

Ken smiles, points to one of the men on the magazine cover. 
Ian gets it. He nods in agreement, exits.  

Ken continues to work. His phone rings.  
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INT. B-14 APARTMENT – NIGHT  

The apartment has begun to take shape. Only a few unpacked 
boxes remain. Dinner is cooking on the stove.  

Rebecca holds the phone to her ear, waits...  

CUT TO: 

INT. BURKE & BRYSON/THE IVEY – DAY  

Ken looks down at his phone. Looks up at Rebecca’s picture. 
He continues working.  

He retrieves another form from the stack studies it, 
something is off. He cross-references the form with the 
previous forms.  

He makes a note, places the form in a separate folder. He 
continues working.   

INT. APARTMENT B-14 – NIGHT  

Rebecca puts the last dinner dish away. Ken edges the door 
open, peers inside.  

Sensing the coast is clear. He proceeds further.  

She turns acknowledges him. Rolls her eyes, retreats up the 
hall.  

He walks over to the microwave. The clock reads, “8:35”.  
He crosses his fingers, opens it. There’s a plate inside.  

He doesn’t bother warming it up, grabs the plate, eats it 
cold.  

INT. BURKE & BRYSON/THE IVEY – DAY  

Ken and Ian are busy chatting it up. Ian’s chair is turned 
around facing Ken’s cubicle.  

Gary walks up, eyeballs Ian. Ian spins around, faces his 
own cubicle.  

He eyes Ken, takes a step to walk away. Ken stops him.  

KEN  
Hey. Last night I... 
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Gary turns around, shakes his head. Gives a disappointed 
glare.  

GARY  
I knew it.  

Ken’s confused.  

KEN  
You knew what? 

GARY  
You sir, are an overachiever. NO 
one likes overachievers. They make 
everyone else look like they 
aren’t quite doing their jobs.  

KEN 
I just wanted to... 

GARY  
Set yourself apart from the pack? 
Get noticed. Show a little oomph! 
I know. I get it. (Beat) 
Listen give it some time. Get 
settled in. It took ME 5 years. 

He points to his supervisor badge.  

Ken retrieves the folder from his desk. There are several 
forms inside, and a typed report.  

Gary looks it over.  

KEN  
Good thing I don’t want to be a 
supervisor.  

Gary attempts to save face. He addresses everyone within 
ears distance.  

GARY  
What are we on break? Productivity 
people, I want to see it.   

He turns to Ian, scolds him.  

GARY (CONT’D) 
I’m watching you Simms.  
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He turns walks away, examining the paper.  

Ian turns. Licks his index finger. Writes a number one in 
the air, claps.  

IAN  
He shoots he scores.  

Ken looks up at the magazine cover, pumps his fist.  

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON/UPSTAIRS – DAY  

Christopher is behind a desk talking on the phone. Gary is 
waiting patiently, folder in hand. He hangs the phone up.  

CHRISTOPHER  
You can go back now. He’s 
expecting you.  

Gary stands. He straightens his tie. He looks down at the 
folder, up at Christopher. The hallway ahead of him is 
dark, he presses on.  

A door closes in the distance. Christopher retrieves a 
journal from his desk, writes.  

CUT TO: 

INT. APARTMENT B-14 – NIGHT  

Rebecca busies herself in front of the stove. She puts the 
finishing touches on dinner, turns.  

Ken has an open notebook sitting where his plate should be. 
He leans in close examines some figures.  

Rebecca SLAMS the notebook shut. He looks up. 

KEN  
What? I’m home. I’m here...  

REBECCA  
Are you?  

She tugs at the folder. He reluctantly relinquishes it.   

10 MINUTES LATER  

Ken is talking with his mouth full. Rebecca is stabbing at 
her food, pushing her vegetables around.  
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KEN  
So I tell him. Good thing I don’t 
want to be supervisor.  

He laughs. Rebecca is not amused. She stares blankly at her 
plate, plays with her food.  

He continues.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
The inconsistencies are blatantly 
obvious! The company is projecting 
growth off the charts this fiscal 
year but yet in still... 

Rebecca’s closed fist CRASHES down on the table. Ken looks 
up. Her eyes are filled with tears. He’s clueless.  

KEN  
What’s your deal? I came home 
early. We’re eating dinner 
together. If I knew you were going 
to act like this I could have just 
stayed... 

Rebecca fights through her tears.  

REBECCA  
Maybe I should have! This. This 
wasn’t in the plan.  

Their eyes fight silently. She stands, he lets her go. He 
mouths another fork full. Finishes his meal alone.  

INT. BURKE&BRYSON/THE IVEY – DAY  

Ken and Ian are busy working. Ian looks at his watch, turns 
around faces Ken.  

IAN  
Lunch?  

Ken drops his pen, leans back. He looks at Rebecca’s 
picture, reaches for his phone.  

KEN 
Good Idea. 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. NEWYORK CITY/DELI – DAY  

Ken and an extremely “overdressed” Rebecca sit in a Deli 
booth eating lunch. Ken looks at Rebecca and smiles. She 
looks around, assured that people are staring.  

REBECCA  
You didn’t say where we were 
going. 

KEN  
So you guessed the Opera?  

Ken laughs. Rebecca blushes.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
No, you look amazing. If I didn’t 
know any better I would have sworn 
I saw you on an E Hollywood story 
or something...   

REBECCA  
We don’t go anywhere so... 

Ken leans across the table and kisses her.  

KEN 
I’m glad you came. 

She smiles, loses herself in his eyes. The WAITRESS 
interrupts their tender moment with the check.   

EXT. NEW YORK CITY/STREETS – DAY   

Ken and Rebecca stand in front the Prestige Building. He 
looks at the building, back at her worried.  

KEN  
Remember 42nd Street Bryant Park. 
From there you are going to 
transfer to?   

Rebecca smiles.  

REBECCA  
You mean I’m not supposed to get 
in the sleaziest cab I can find 
and just hand the driver my purse?  
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KEN 
I just want to make sure you’re 
home when I get there.   

Ken looks at her lustfully.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
Maybe you can keep that on for me. 
Get the camera out film part 2 of 
“REBECCA DOES KEN”?  

REBECCA  
“REBECCA IS DOING KEN AGAIN?” 

KEN  
Oh I like that.  

REBECCA  
Tell you what. I will lose the 
outfit. Keep the shoes.   

Ken eyes her pumps, agrees.  

KEN  
You do that. 

He reels her in, quick kiss. He turns climbs the steps and 
walks towards the entrance.  

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON/ENTRANCE – DAY   

Ken looks down, fixes his tie. He adjusts his jacket.  

He looks up, SLAMS right into Ashley. She stumbles. He 
catches her.  

EXT. NEW YORK CITY – DAY  

Rebecca watches Ken and Ashley embracing. They disappear 
inside the building together. She can’t move, frozen where 
she stands.  

INT. BURKE&BRYSON/THE IVEY – DAY  

Once again Ken and Ian are amongst the last two working. 
Ian looks at his watch, stands. Ken is lost in his work.  
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IAN  
I’m out of here Princeton. The 
wife promised to do something 
nasty if I get home before she 
falls asleep.  

KEN  
Something nasty?  

Ian does a caffeine free version of his happy dance.  

IAN 
Yeah. Don’t know whether it’s the 
thought of doing it to me? Or what 
she plans on doing that’s nasty? 
Either way I’m excited.   

Ken laughs. Ian gathers his things, and exits.  

INT. BURKE&BRYSON/THE IVEY – NIGHT  

Ken looks at his watch it’s 7:00pm. He looks at Rebecca’s 
picture, drops the pen in his hand. Collects his things.  

HALLWAY 

The elevator CHIMES, Ken races to catch it. The doors are 
nearly shut when he arrives.  

He jams his briefcase in between the doors. They retract 
slowly. He’s winded from running. He bends over, clutches 
his knees, and inhales. 

MALE VOICE  (O.S.) 
Down? 

Ken eyes a pair of expensive paten leather shoes. His eyes 
roam from the shoes up to a well-manicured hand manning the 
control panel.  

Ken looks up at the man inside the elevator. It’s one of 
the men from the cover of the magazine in his cubicle.  

Meet DAVID BURKE, (60s) the epitome of success. Polished 
and professional, even his errors are correct.   

DAVID 
Any time today...   
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Ken snaps to.  

KEN  
Yes sir I am.  

He points down towards the floor. 

KEN (CONT’D) 
I work here and I’m going down in 
the elevator that you’re in.  

DAVID  
Well good for you. Now do us both 
a favor and move that brief case.  

Ken double times it to the back of the elevator, stands in 
the corner. He looks up at the number display.  

David watches him out of the corner of his eye. 

Ken opens his mouth to speak, nothing comes out. He looks 
down at his briefcase.  

The elevator CHIMES, the doors open. David steps out, and 
exits the elevator.  

Ken watches him walk away. He opens his mouth, this time 
words come out.  

KEN  
My name is Ken Brady. I’m a new 
employee. I just want you to know 
that it’s indeed an honor and a 
pleasure to meet you Mr. Burke.  

David stops.  

Ken panics. He looks left, then right, nowhere to run. He 
eyes the control panel, moves to press a button.  

David turns and faces the elevator. He is intrigued.  

DAVID  
Brady?  

The elevator doors are closing. Ken fights to reopen them. 
He pries them open, steps out.  
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KEN  
Yes sir. Kenneth Brady sir...  

David studies him. He takes a step in Ken’s direction. Ken 
quickly makes up the distance between them.  

DAVID  
Brady. I have heard good things. 
Good, good things.  

KEN  
You have? 

DAVID  
Yes. Graduate School at Yale, 
Princeton Alumni. Sounds familiar.  

David extends his hand, and they shake. An awkward moment 
passes, Ken not sure what to say.  

David eyes his Rolex, looks towards the door. There is a 
MAN in a hat and trench coat standing outside.  

DAVID  
I have to press on Kenneth. We 
should do this again sometime.  

David turns walks towards the entrance. His face is stern 
and serious. Ken watches him exit in awe.    

INT. B-14/HALLWAY – NIGHT  

Ken is talking to Rebecca through a closed bedroom door.  

REBECCA  (O.S.) 
...Really? You ran into the David 
Burke and he knew who you were?   

KEN  
He didn’t exactly say the word 
promotion but he insinuated it.  

Rebecca opens the door. Ken attempts to enter the bedroom. 
She blocks the doorway with her arm.  

REBECCA  
What are you doing? 
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KEN  
You opened the door. 

REBECCA  
I did.  

KEN  
That doesn’t mean I can come in? 

REBECCA 
No.  

KEN  
Babe I’m sorry.  

REBECCA  
You know what you did?  

KEN 
I have to know what I did to be 
sorry? We should be celebrating. 
It’s happening...  

REBECCA  
It?  

KEN 
I met David Burke today... 

KEN (CONT’D) 
We laughed together and he touched 
me, in a grown man professional, 
nonsexual way. Tomorrow I’m going 
to... 

She studies his eyes.  

REBECCA  
Work late again? 

KEN  
What?  

She shakes her head, grabs a pillow from the bed. She 
tosses it to Ken.  

REBECCA  
You can go celebrate all over the 
sofa.   
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She SLAMS the door in his face.  

INT. BURKE&BRYSON/UPSTAIRS – DAY 

Ken peers out the window. The view from the top floor is 
breathtaking.  

He looks down at all the insignificant people wondering to 
and fro. Christopher enters. He hands Ken a cup of coffee.  

CHRISTOPHER  
Two sugars one cream.  

Ken takes the cup.  

KEN  
Thanks.  

He motions to a table laden with periodicals. The magazine 
featuring B&B is on the top of the pile.  

KEN  
No thank you.  

ONE HOUR LATER 

An aggravated Christopher stares at a clock on the wall.  

CHRISTOPHER  
Maybe I can pencil you in for an 
appointment later in the week? 

Ken fumbles with the folder in his hand. He looks at his 
watch, then out the window. He stands.   

KEN 
Let him know that Kenneth Brady 
stopped by.  

Christopher motions to the folder in his hand. 

Ken looks down at the folder, toys with the idea. He 
extends the folder to Christopher. Ken doesn’t let go.  

CHRISTOPHER  
I will make sure he gets it.  

Ken lets go. Christopher ushers him to the door.  
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CHRISTOPHER (CONT’D) 
You have a pleasant afternoon. 

Christopher tosses the folder on the desk. The telephone 
rings, he answers it.  

He looks up at the clock, makes a note on a legal pad.  

THIRTY MINUTES LATER 

David emerges from his office accompanied by two men.  

MANNY, the man from the night before and TONY GAINES age 
70. Both Italian, Manny the brute and Tony the boss.  

Manny eyeballs Christopher. Christopher looks away. He 
walks into the hall canvases it, turns gives Tony the okay.  

David escorts Tony to the door. They shake hands, part 
ways. David collects himself, Christopher watches.  

DAVID  
What?  

Christopher rolls his eyes, looks down at desk.   

CHRISTOPHER  
Your wife wanted to know if you 
remembered the recital was at 
7:00. I assured her that you did.  

David turns to walk away. Christopher picks up the folder.  

CHRISTOPHER  
...Someone brought this up from 
processing.  

DAVID  
Processing? You take care of it. 

CHRISTOPHER  
I think you had better...  

David turns, looks at the folder, back up at Christopher. 
He takes it, opens it. Christopher watches him.  

CHRISTOPHER (CONT’D) 
He insisted he give it to you 
himself. Looks important... 
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David closes the folder, looks at Christopher.  

DAVID  
I’ll take care of it. 

They exchange glances.  

CHRISTOPHER  
If that is all sir...  

DAVID 
Sure. Enjoy the rest of your 
evening... 

CHRISTOPHER  
See you tomorrow.  

David doesn’t respond. He ascends the dark hallway.  

EXT. NEWYORK STREET – NIGHT  

Christopher’s loafers fall silent as they strike the wet 
pavement.  

He looks around, notices that the streets are eerily dense. 
He bundles up, pulls his briefcase closer to his side.  

He eyes a group of degenerates ahead, crosses the street. 
He is almost struck by a car as he crosses the street. The 
driver yells obscenities at him and continues on.  

He steps onto the sidewalk. It starts raining, a few drops 
at first then heavier and heavier as the sky opens up.  

Christopher seeks refuge beneath a restaurant’s canopy. The 
bottom falls out the sky, the heavy rain is accompanied by 
thunder and lightning.  

He turns, looks inside the restaurant. Small groups of 
people dine inside. He turns back to the street, looks up, 
no sign of slowing. He reaches for the door handle, opens 
the door.  

The moment he steps inside, a taxi pulls up, and stops. The 
window lowers.  

TAXI DRIVER  
Hey, you coming or going?  
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He looks at the people inside, down at his watch. Turns, 
darts out into the rain.  

He climbs in the backseat. The driver eyes him in the 
rearview window. Christopher is soaking wet. His briefcase 
and jacket both suede, ruined.  

CHRISTOPHER  
Great, must be my lucky day.  

The driver studies Christopher in the mirror. He locks the 
car doors, presses the gas, and speeds off into the night.  

INT. BURKE&BRYSON/ELEVATOR – DAY  

Bryan adjusts his glasses. He looks down at his clipboard. 
He turns, looks at Ken. He looks back down at the 
clipboard.  

BRYAN  
Only 3 weeks and they want you 
upstairs?  

He examines Ken closely. The elevator CHIMES, doors open.  

BRYAN  
This way... 

Bryan struggles to form the words in his mouth.   

BRYAN  (CONT’D) 
Mister Brady.  

Ken steps off the elevator, unaware of where he’s going.  

UPSTAIRS - BURKE AND BRYSON 

Bryan guides him to a set of double doors. He looks him 
over once more. Unable to find what he seeks, he moves on.  

Ken opens the doors, walks in. There are no chairs, just 
tables filled with platters of food. You name it, its on 
one of the tables. He licks his lips.   

DAVID  (O.S.) 
You have got to admit, this is a 
step above that dive Deli?  
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Ken turns. David is walking beside his partner STANLEY 
BRYSON (70’s). The image of both of them together is almost 
too much to handle.  

Stanley is a tall, frail man. His face is stern and 
serious.  

STANLEY  
Well don’t just stand there 
gawking. Fix me a plate. I’m 
allergic to red meat and goat 
cheese. 

Ken turns, probes the room for plates. He dashes towards a 
table at the far end. David elbows Stanley, they both 
laugh.  

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
What are you doing kid?  

KEN 
Sir? 

STANLEY  
I should be fixing your plate.  

Ken is confused. Stanley walks over to Ken, extends his 
arms.  

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
You’ve been here what a month and 
you are already saving me money? I 
think I’m in love you. You 
married? 

Ken shows his wedding band.  

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
Hell, you happy? 

Ken doesn’t know how to respond. He looks at David, his 
face is blank. David looks at Stanley. They both burst out 
laughing.  

DAVID  
Told you he was the real deal, an 
all around good kid.  

Stanley agrees.  
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KEN  
So you don’t want me to fix your 
plate? Because I don’t have a 
problem... 

STANLEY  
The question is what can we do for 
you? See the problem with making 
the best cookies in town is 
everyone wants to shove their fat 
fingers in the jar. A couple of 
crumbs here, couple of crumbs 
there, next thing you know they 
get bold, start taking cookies. 
You come up here, work for us and 
we’ll teach you how to bake from 
scratch. How’s that sound? 

David and Stanley await a response. Ken doesn’t say 
anything. He is still confused.  

DAVID  
You just got a really big raise 
kid. Say thank you and smile.  

Ken smiles, extends his hand. Stanley by passes his hand 
and hugs him instead.  

David watches. He nods to Ken, turns and walks away.  

EXT. 39 GREGORY AVENUE WEST ORANGE/NEW JERSEY - NIGHT 

Ken and Rebecca pull up to a small security booth in front 
of two huge iron gates. There is a gold “D” on one gate, a 
“B” on the other.  

A GUARD steps out of the booth, and approaches the car.  

GUARD  
Good evening... 

Ken leans out of the window, clears his throat.  

GUARD (CONT’D) 
...Mr. and Mrs. Brady?  

Ken nods.  
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GUARD (CONT’D) 
Driveway takes you right up to the 
house.  

He smiles, walks back to the booth.   

Moments later the gates part miraculously. Ken stares 
dumbfounded.  

REBECCA  
Babe...  

No response. She shakes him.  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
           (Whispers) 
I bet it looks even better on the 
inside... 

Ken puts the car in gear.  

The car crawls forward, disappears inside the gates.  

Both sides of the cobblestone driveway are lined with 
manicured shrubs and ivory statues.  

Classical music serenades them as they climb the 
cobblestone stairway.  

Rebecca grabs Ken’s free hand. He smiles.  

KEN  
I told you I was taking you 
places... 

INT. BURKE MANSION – NIGHT  

BRADLEY the butler (60’s) guides Ken and Rebecca through 
the house.  

He is tall, thin. He walks with his head slightly lowered. 
His arms folded behind his back.  

He guides them to a parlor room, extends his hand.  

PARLOR  

The room’s décor is decadent, extravagant. Seemingly “new” 
antique furniture keeps with the estates artsy motif.  
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DOROTHY BURKE (50’s) stands with her back to the door. The 
CLINKING sound of glass on glass fills the room.  

Bradley clears his throat. 

BRADLEY  
Madame... 

She turns drink in hand. Her eyes are immediately drawn to 
Rebecca.  

BRADLEY (CONT’D) 
Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Brady.  

Dorothy raises her glass, lowers it. She downs the drink.  

Bradley shakes his head, exits.  

DOROTHY  
Where are my manners? Cocktail 
anyone?  

Ken consults Rebecca. She shrugs.  

DOROTHY  
Well I don’t mind if I do. So I’ll 
have another.  

David enters.  

He kisses Dorothy on the cheek, pries the glass from her 
hand.  

He attempts to smile, frowns instead. 

DAVID  
I see you have met the Mrs.   

DOROTHY  
What? I asked them if they wanted 
one they said NO... 

He places his arm around her waist, turns her around. He 
whispers something in her ear.  

She collects herself.  
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REBECCA  
Beautiful home you have here Mrs. 
Burke. I... 

DOROTHY  
Home?  

Dorothy laughs.  

David hugs her tighter. 

DAVID  
Hope you guys brought your 
appetites. Couple of Lobsters 
hopped a redeye from New England 
to be here tonight. Wouldn’t want 
to disappoint my... 

KEN  
Oh you didn’t have to go through 
any trouble...  

Rebecca nudges Ken. He clears his throat.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
I...hope a bottle of Dom Perignon 
made that flight as well.  

Dorothy smiles.  

DAVID  
Dom? NO. I think I can do you one 
better. What about a 1907 bottle 
of Heidsieck... 

Dorothy stops smiling.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
Two seventy five a bottle... 

Rebecca and Ken both shocked.  

KEN/REBECCA   
Two hundred and seventy-five 
dollars?  

DAVID  
No. Two hundred and seventy-five 
thousand dollars?  
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Ken and Rebecca gasp. Dorothy hangs her head.  

DINING HALL - LATER 

The dinner dishes are long gone.  

Ken and Rebecca sit on one side of the table, David and 
Dorothy the other.   

There’s a coffee cup in front of everyone except Dorothy. 
She is drinking champagne.  

Dorothy toys with her pearl necklace. Her eyes transfixed 
on Rebecca.  

DOROTHY  
Beauty is wasted on the young... 

DAVID  
I think that was youth dear. Youth 
is wasting on the young. Beauty as 
they say is in the eye of the 
beholder.  

Ken chimes in.  

KEN  
Indeed it is.  

Rebecca nods in agreement.  

DOROTHY  
Well I am beholding her and she is 
beautiful!   

She reaches for a bottle of champagne, empty.  

DOROTHY (CONT’D) 
Bradley!! 

He appears promptly.  

DOROTHY (CONT’D) 
Another bottle please... 

Bradley looks to David. David nods NO.  

Dorothy takes note. 
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DOROTHY (CONT’D) 
Fine, a gin and tonic will do. 
Better yet keep the tonic, and 
just bring the gin.  

She smiles.  

David fans his hand. Bradley disappears.  

DAVID  
So you guys get settled in, the 
new place?  

KEN  
Yes sir we have... 

David opens his hands, insulted.  

DAVID  
Ken... 

KEN  
Sorry. DAVID. Everything is fine. 
We couldn’t have asked for more.   

REBECCA  
Yes. It is quite a lovely place. 
We absolutely adore it... 

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
...A stark contrast to our 
Brooklyn “bungalow”. We literally 
had to throw the majority of our 
things out for fear of 
infestation...  

Ken squeezes Rebecca’s knee beneath the table. She jumps.  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
The furniture, everything is just 
lovely. Thank you. 

David smiles.  

DAVID  
Oh no don’t thank me. Ken has been 
an attribute to Burke and Bryson 
since day one. He’s a hard worker. 
We need more like him.  
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DAVID (CONT’D) 
I wouldn’t expect anything less 
from a PRINCETON slash YALE man... 

David nods to Ken. Ken smiles.  

Rebecca watches them. She makes a mental note of the 
statement.  

DOROTHY  
Well no wonder he brought out the 
good stuff! All this time I 
thought you must have been jerking 
him off.  

DAVID  
Now Dorothy that’s enough... 

KEN 
What can I say? A little dry tug 
goes a long way...  

Rebecca laughs, they all laugh.  

DAVID  
A little dry tug. Good one Ken. 

Dorothy clearly drunk enjoys the joke a little too much.   

The laughter subsides. They sit in silence.  

DAVID  
      (To Rebecca) 
You don’t mind if I steal him for 
a moment do you? 

REBECCA  
Oh no, NOT at all...  

David stands, extends his hand to Ken.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
Join me in my study?  

KEN  
Hey now, I was kidding about the 
whole dry tug thing. 

David erupts in laughter, shakes his finger at Ken.   
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Ken stands, bows to Dorothy. She shuns him.  

The two men exit.  

DOROTHY  
Bradley!! 

Bradley appears, gives her a fresh drink. She gulps it.  

Dorothy looks down into the empty glass, up at Rebecca.  

DOROTHY  
And that’s what you’re left with.  

REBECCA  
Excuse me? 

Dorothy sits the empty glass in the center of the table. 

DOROTHY  
Nothing.  

INT. DAVID’S STUDY – NIGHT  

Everything in the room is wood.  

It resembles a haunting lodge minus the deer heads and gun 
racks.  

He and Ken enter. Ken takes it all in.  

KEN  
Nice. It looks... 

DAVID 
Rustic?  

KEN  
Yeah rustic...  

Ken walks over to the bookshelf, scans the titles. He 
thumbs a notebook. 

DAVID  
Here we are...  

Ken turns. David produces two cognac glasses and a bottle 
of Louis XIII. 
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DAVID (CONT’D) 
Welcome to my “man cave”. Every 
man should have one.  

KEN  
Man cave? 

David laughs, methodically fills the glasses, swirls the 
cognac around.  

DAVID  
I had it designed precisely like 
this so she would stay out of 
here.  

David gives Ken a glass. They sit in matching recliners.  

DAVID 
Back when I was single I would 
always keep my apartment a little 
“grungy”. You know throw clothes 
on the floor. “Forget” to take the 
trash out. See, women think all 
men are slobs. Not true. I knew if 
I kept the place too tidy they 
were liable to get comfortable. 

David leans in close and whispers.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
If you don’t want them to stick 
around, you have to give them an 
incentive to leave.  

Ken nods his head, partakes of the man cave wisdom.  

David sinks back into his chair.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
She hates this room. Probably why 
I love it so much.  

David swirls his glass around.  

He raises it to his nose, inhales deeply, swirls again.  

Ken does the same.  
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PARLOR 

Rebecca and Dorothy are seated next to each other on the 
sofa.  

Dorothy leans in close, in clear violation of Rebecca’s 
personal space.   

DOROTHY  
If you’re smart you will get out 
while you can.  

REBECCA  
Get out, while I can?  

DOROTHY  
While you’re still young and 
beautiful and you can find someone 
else who wants you.  

REBECCA  
Mrs. Burke... 

DOROTHY  
Call me Dorothy. Dot. Hell 
anything but “Mrs. Burke”.  

REBECCA  
Dorothy, are you and... 

DOROTHY  
David having problems?  

Dorothy laughs. She almost cries, and then laughs again.  

DOROTHY  
They start out as problems. Then 
slowly turn into presents. I got 
jewelry boxes and closets filled 
with problems.   

Dorothy eyes Rebecca’s modest wedding ring.  

She looks down at her ring. An 8-carrot emerald cut yellow 
diamond. She fiddles with it.  

INT. DAVID’S STUDY – NIGHT  

David sips from his glass. He inhales, and then exhales.  
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Kens sips from his glass. He inhales, almost chokes to 
death.  

David reaches over and pats him on the back.  

DAVID  
Take a deep breath. You feel it?   

Ken’s eyes glaze over. He slumps down in his chair.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
That a boy...  

David sips again. Ken pretends to.  

KEN  
Good stuff. (Beat) Smooth.   

David reaches in his jacket retrieves an envelope.  

He hands it over to Ken, without turning.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
Consider it a bonus.  

Ken takes the envelope, peers inside.  

It’s a cashier’s check for twenty-five thousand dollars.  

KEN  
Oh no David I couldn’t... 

DAVID  
I’m not asking. I’m telling you. 
It’s yours... 

KEN  
...But David?  

David raises his glass, sips.  

Ken eyes the cognac in his glass. He swirls it around.  

He speaks softly. His words mix with cognac.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
What ever came of that brief I 
prepared?  
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David takes another sip of his glass. He breathes deeply, 
exhales.  

He turns, delivers a stern gaze.  

DAVID  
What brief?  

Ken turns away, gulps his drink. They sit in silence.  

CUT TO: 

INT. CAR/INTERSTATE – NIGHT  

Rebecca’s face is pressed against the window. She gazes out 
at the city lights in the distance.  

She turns looks at Ken. He doesn’t notice. His mind, lost 
in contemplation.   

She strokes his hair. He moves agitated.  

She looks down at her wedding ring, fiddles with it. She 
leans her head back against the window, closes her eyes.  

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON – DAY  

A new and improved Ken Brady strolls through the lobby. His 
wardrobe has been upgraded to compliment his “status”.  

A miniature replica of David Burke, he is now both posed 
and professional.  

Probing eyes follow him, as he makes his way towards the 
elevator.  

He arrives moments too late. The doors close shut. They 
reopen, revealing a packed elevator.  

Several people exit in order to make room.  

WORKER  
Mr. Brady...  

Ken steps on, nods his head, the elevator proceeds up.  

The doors open, Ken steps out and to the side.   

Everyone else files out. He reenters.  
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The doors begin to close. Two manly hands pry them open.  

The doors retract revealing DETECTIVE CHARLES HILL (40’s). 
Square chinned and lazy eyed, not a metro-sexual bone is 
his body.  

 DETECTIVE HILL  
Kenneth Brady?  

KEN  
Yes. And you are... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Accompanying you up...  

Hill steps inside the elevator, walks to the back.  

Ken watches him. Hill points up. Ken presses the bottom.  

BURKE AND BRYSON UPSTAIRS  

The elevator doors open, Ken steps out. The place is 
crawling with detectives.  

Ken turns and looks at the detective.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Sometimes shit manages to roll UP 
hill...  

He flashes a coffee stained smile. He reaches in his jacket 
retrieves a card.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Detective Charles Hill, New York 
Police Department. As you can see 
we have quite the little Easter 
egg hunt going on here. You have 
any idea what we’re looking for 
Big Ken...  

KEN  
...Big Ken? 

Ken exits, they walk and talk.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Call um like I see um...  
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He cuffs his ear. 

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
...Or hear um. Word around here 
is, you’re the BIG man on Campus. 
The BIG fish in the little bowl.  

KEN  
Pond.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Pond, plate, you know what the 
hell I’m talking about. I heard 
you were the MAN next to the 
goddamn man. That true? 

Ken arrives at David’s office. He takes off his jacket 
hangs it, sits his briefcase down on the desk.  

David ascends the dark hallway followed by a woman.  

Hill eyes the woman, David, and then back on Ken.  

Ken lowers his gaze.  

Detective Hill approaches David, extends his hand.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
That would make you “The Man”. I 
bet you sit back there in an 
oversized chair and stroke a cat 
all day. You got a pinky ring on?  

CLARA PALMER (40’s) intercedes. She is just as astute as 
she is attractive.   

CLARA  
What the hell are you doing up 
here Hill?  

DETECTIVE HILL  
You know the drill...Protecting 
and serving ALL that good shit... 

CLARA  
        (To David) 
You will have to excuse Detective 
Hill. Too many episodes of 
Inspector Gadget growing up...  
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She turns, faces Hill.  

CLARA (CONT’D) 
Or was it The Pink Panther? 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Ouch! (Beat) What were you guys 
doing back there? Trying to add a 
little “D” in your “A”... 

David clears his throat.  

DAVID  
Kenneth. Clara Palmer District 
Attorney. Clara Kenneth Brady, 
fellow Princeton alumni... 

She extends her hand and they shake.  

CLARA  
Nice to meet you Kenneth... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Hey, where’s the love? Brooklyn 
Community College over here, two 
semesters... 

KEN  
David what’s this all about? Why 
are... 

DAVID  
Apparently there has been a 
misunderstanding of sorts and... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Yeah, a MISUNDERSTANDING! People 
who work here keep coming up 
missing and we don’t understand 
what the hells happening to them.  

Ken’s eyes widen.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D)  
...Two missing persons in a matter 
of months. Christopher Monroe AND 
Gary Holden. Set off any bells and 
whistles?  
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Hill follows Ken’s eyes to the empty desk.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Yeah that’s right. (Beat) That 
Christopher Monroe, Mr. Burke’s 
previous assistant. He used to be 
NEXT to the goddamn man in charge 
and NOW you are... 

The weight of his words hit Ken.  

KEN  
Now, wait a minute. What does 
that... 

CLARA  
I’m going to advise you that it 
would be in your best interest to 
wait until you have an attorney 
present before you... 

KEN  
Attorney? Present for what?  

Detective Hill removes a set of handcuffs from his waist. 
He eyes Ken’s shoes, Gucci.  

CLARA  
Is that really... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
...Tell you what. Why don’t you 
resist? I figure them twinkle-toe 
shoes set you back a couple 
hundred. Think you could kick my 
ass in them?  

CLARA  
Hill!  

Ken turns to David.  

DAVID 
It’s just questioning. Standard 
procedure... 

Ken and David lock eyes. Ken’s face is flustered, worried. 
David’s gaze is stern. He doesn’t even blink.  
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DAVID (CONT’D) 
A formality.  

Ken studies him.  

DAVID (CONT’D)  
Nothing more.  

Hill approaches Ken with the cuffs.  

He manhandles him, shoves him a little. Ken’s muscles 
tighten. His face contorts. 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Oh wait a minute, wait a minute. 
Old Mr. Belvedere here has some 
fight in him?  

Ken turns away from David.  

He drops his head, and goes willingly.   

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM – DAY  

Ken sits alone. His arms are cuffed in front of him.  

The door opens. Detective Hill and officer PETER GRAHAM 
(30’s) enter.  

Ken turns. He recognizes Graham, the guard from David’s 
estate.  

Graham positions himself behind the door. Detective Hill 
joins Ken at the table.  

DETECTIVE HILL 
My mother use to say, tell the 
truth and shame the devil.  

Hill leans in close, examines Ken’s eyes.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
What do you say Big Ken? Why not 
save us both some time and just go 
on and shame the devil... 

KEN 
What the hell are you... 
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DETECTIVE HILL  
Where’s the body... 

KEN 
What body... 

DETECTIVE HILL 
...We KNOW you killed Monroe. Just 
a matter of time before that body 
turns up... 

KEN 
Killed? Hell I wanted the jo... 

There is a tug at the doorknob, another. Someone BANGS on 
the door.  

Hill eases back into his chair, nods.  

Graham moves, opens the door.  

JULIUS STYLES (60’s) enters carrying a briefcase. He is a 
seasoned veteran. The been there done that type. His name 
alone could exonerate clients.  

He eyes the officer, makes his way over to the table.  

JULIUS  
Mr. Brady’s counsel...  

Ken is confused.  

KEN  
Counsel? Look I don’t know... 

JULIUS  
...Would have been here sooner, 
damn taxi driver must have gone to 
Brooklyn Community.   

Detective Hill flips him the finger.  

JULIUS (CONT’D) 
We are both aware of the fact that 
this is a complete waste of my 
client’s time. So lets cut the 
shit shall we...  

Detective Hill smirks.  



ww
w.
jo
hn
st
ro
ng
pr
es
en
ts
.c
om

50. 

 

Julius brushes imaginary lent from his lapel with his 
middle finger.  

Detective Hill is not amused.  

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON/CONFERENCE ROOM – NIGHT  

There is a long conference table in the center of the room. 
David is seated at the table.   

Stanley is standing, in front of a wall-sized window 
overlooking the city.  

He follows a drop of rain as it snakes its way down towards 
the floor below.   

DAVID  
It’s a little late for the 
dramatics Stan... 

STANLEY  
...How long?  

DAVID  
How long? (Beat) Have I been 
keeping this Company afloat, while 
you parlayed around town cutting 
ribbons and kissing babies?  

Stanley repositions himself.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
“Burke and Bryson a step AHEAD of 
the competition”. Four consecutive 
quarters in the black! During a 
fucking recession...  

Stanley turns and applauds David mockingly.   

DAVID (CONT’D) 
I did what NEEDED to be done and 
Burke and Bryson is still standing 
because of it.  

STANLEY  
Was...standing. How long do you 
think it’s going to take our 
investors... 
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DAVID  
OUR investors are being 
compensated hand over fist. People 
don’t question returns, they say 
thank you.  

David leans back in the chair, flares his arms.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
So, I cooked the books. Played 
musical chairs with a couple of 
accounts. No one... 

Stanley turns around.  

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
You know why there’s an eye on the 
back of the one-dollar bill?  

DAVID 
What? 

STANLEY  
Because when there’s money 
involved, someone is ALWAYS 
watching...  

Stanley approaches the table.  

He pulls a chair out, and sits down.  

STANLEY (CONT’D) 
Always.  

INT. CAR/MANHATTAN – NIGHT  

Rebecca is behind the wheel. Ken is slumped in the 
passenger seat massaging his wrist.  

REBECCA  
...And that’s the best he could 
come up with some sort of 
misunderstanding... 

No response.  

She turns examines him, eyes back on the road.  
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REBECCA (CONT’D) 
If you have done something, and 
I’m not saying that you have. You 
can tell me... We can... 

Ken pounds the dashboard in a suppressed fit of rage.  

Rebecca slams on the brakes.  

The car skids into the next lane. A car narrowly avoids 
hitting them.  

She covers her face with her hands, looks down. She looks 
up and over at Ken.  

He stares straight ahead.  

KEN  
If you have got to ask, then 
don’t!  

INT. UPPER EASTSIDE TOWNHOME – NIGHT  

Clearly an upgrade, this lavishly decorated brownstone is 
located inside a full service high-rise.   

Rebecca storms in. She tosses her keys on the counter, and 
disappears up the hall.  

Ken soon follows. He closes the door, careful not to slam 
it.  

He walks over to the fridge, grabs a beer, and chugs it.  

BEDROOM  

Rebecca storms back and forth. She grabs several items and 
shoves them into an open suitcase on the bed.  

KITCEN  

Ken swallows the last of the bottles contents.  

He scans the room, the priceless view of the city off the 
balcony.  

He zeros in on a picture of he and Rebecca above the 
mantle.  

He closes his eyes hesitates, walks towards the bedroom.  
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BEDROOM  

Rebecca closes one suitcase, and opens another.  Ken sits 
on the edge of the bed, and watches her pack.  

KEN  
Guess Brooklyn wasn’t so bad... 

Rebecca stops packing, looks at him, rolls her eyes.   

REBECCA  
I guess not...  

She continues shoving items into the suitcase.  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
...Put my life on hold and 
followed you out here... 

KEN  
Babe if... 

He is silenced immediately. His eyes fixated on the    
high-hilled shoe in her hand.   

He watches the shoe carefully. Its movements punctuate her 
words.  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
What? You want to run your 5-year 
plan by me again? 

Ken is crushed.  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
You left out the part where you 
tell me that you patterned your 
life. No our lives, after David 
Burke...  

She stands upright, mimics Ken and David at the dinner 
party.  

REBECCA (CONT’D) 
...Princeton AND Yale wink, 
wink...I don’t even know who the 
hell you are anymore. Do you? 
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He attempts to speak, bad decision. She hurls the shoe at 
him. It narrowly misses his head.  

He charges her, grabs her, holds on for dear life. She 
attempts to pry him off, can’t.  

She hits him. He squeezes tighter.  

The blows get softer and softer, finally settling into an 
embrace.  

An uncomfortable silence overtakes the room. 

INT. TOWNHOME/BEDROOM – LATER 

The two suitcases are still packed and on the floor. 
Rebecca is fast asleep on Ken’s chest.  

He reaches for the remote on the nightstand turns the 
television on.  

NEWS REPORTER  (O.S.) 
No official statement has been 
released but there has been 
widespread speculation that the 
body found inside was that of an 
employee... 

Ken mutes the television. He looks down at Rebecca; back up 
at the screen.   

EXT. BURKE AND BRYSON – NIGHT  

The makings of an all out “media circus” are in place 
outside the building.  

Police struggle to maintain order. Reporters and onlookers 
molest detectives, attempting to gain a shred of new 
information. 

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON/STANLEY’S OFFICE – NIGHT  

Crime scene investigators comb the room for clues.  

A photographer snaps a photograph of Stanley’s limp body. 
He is lying face down at his desk. 

Detective Hill walks up to the body. He looks it over.   
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DETECTIVE HILL  
So what’s the verdict? Is he dead 
or just playing possum?   

A female investigator (30’s) pries a bullet from the wall.  

She inspects it, walks it over to Hill.  

INVESTIGATOR  
Ain’t she a beauty? 

She holds it up.  

INVESTIGATOR (CONT’D) 
Hollow point. Almost cleared the 
wall.   

Detective Hill leans down examines the body. No visible 
injuries, just blood.  

INVESTIGATOR (CONT’D) 
Let me.  

She repositions the body, sits it up in the chair.  

The right side of the skull has been blown to bits. Only 
the vague outline of a face remaining.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Damn. Now, you just have to admire 
that.  

INVESTIGATOR  
Excuse me... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
We have all had our days. Hell I 
know I have. But it takes some 
real fucking balls to do that 
shit!  

She is getting more disturbed by the minute.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Seen a million suicide attempts. 
Majority of the time just some 
sick fuck begging for attention. 
But the ones who actually do that 
shit. I mean really fucking do it.  
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DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Not that slit wrist shit. The 
hangings, the jumpers, point black 
range with a hollow point bullet. 
You have got to admire that shit.  

She turns and walks away. Hill investigates further.  

EXT. BALCONY/TOWNHOME – NIGHT  

Ken pulls out his phone dials.  

INT. BURKE MANSION – NIGHT  

David is sitting in his study. The only light in the room 
is that of the fireplace.  

His face is silhouetted in the glow of burning embers. He 
sips from his glass of Brandy, reaches for the phone.  

INTERCUT: 

KEN  
What the hell is going on David? I 
get dragged down to the station! 
Questioned like I’m freaking 
Jeffrey Dahmer... 

DAVID  
...Routine questioning Ken. They 
questioned everyone. I spoke with 
Julius and... 

KEN  
...I’m under investigation for 
MURDER! Not holding up a 7-Eleven. 
This passive aggressive bullshit 
isn’t helping...  

Ken turns around, sees Rebecca peering around the corner.  

DAVID  
I tell you what. You come by in 
the morning and we’ll talk.  

KEN 
Talk. 
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DAVID 
Yes talk! I’m confident we’ll have 
this whole ordeal sorted out by 
the weeks end. My place tomorrow 
in the A.M...   

DAVID hangs up, dials another number.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
Yeah, there’s a good chance it 
might rain tomorrow. (Beat) That’s 
right. Bring an umbrella.  

CLICK, David hangs up. He examines the contents of his 
glass. Raises it to his lips, doesn’t drink.  

He hurls the glass into the hearth. The flames flare up.  

CUT TO: 

BALCONY/TOWN HOME 

Ken turns around. Rebecca is gone.   

EXT. BURKE ESTATE – DAY  

Several news vans are camped out across the street.  

Ken drives up, pulls in front of the gate.  

A CAMERA MAN shoulders his camera. He aims it, captures the 
action.  

A female GUARD exits the booth, approaches the car.  

KEN  
Ken Brady. David is expecting me.  

She consults her clipboard, no Brady.  

The guard looks across the street. The vultures are 
circling. She eyes Ken suspiciously.  

GUARD  
Brady huh? Hold on one moment.  

She walks over to the booth, picks up the phone.  

Moments later the gates open, she waves Ken in.  
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INT. BURKE MANSION – DAY 

Ken and Dorothy are seated in the Parlor. He is nursing a 
drink. Her glass is empty.  

She studies him, anticipates his next word. He clears his 
throat.  

DOROTHY  
Another?  

He raises the half filled glass, and smiles. He looks down 
at his watch, “10:45”.  

KEN  
...Maybe I should ring him again.    

Dorothy teases the pearls around her neck.  

DOROTHY  
Suit yourself...  

She laughs. She walks over to the bar, refreshes her drink.  

The house phone RINGS once, twice, continues to ring.  

Dorothy sits back down. She raises her glass, and sips. The 
phone is silent, starts ringing again.  

Dorothy opens her mouth to yell, remembers.  

DOROTHY (CONT’D) 
Where is my head this morning? 
Bradley’s day off...  

Clearly agitated, Ken smiles.  

Dorothy stands. She sashays over to the phone.  

She turns to see if Ken is watching, he isn’t. She reaches 
for the “antique” rotary phone. 

DOROTHY  
Who’s there? (Beat) I know 
perfectly well that I’m answering 
the telephone and not the door. 
damn you...  

She rolls her eyes, extends the phone to Ken.   
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DOROTHY (CONT’D) 
Speak of the devil and he’ll 
reveal himself... 

She extends the phone to Ken.  

He grabs the receiver, picks up the base. Dorothy looks on.    

KEN  
You mind if I take this in... 

She shrugs. He sits the phone down, exits.  

DAVID’S STUDY  

Ken picks the phone up. He sits down at David’s desk.  

EXT. BROOKSTONE COUNTRY CLUB – DAY  

David is wearing an earpiece on “the greens”. He is the 
fourth alongside three other GOLFERS.  

He looks on. One of the men takes a practice swing.  

INTERCUT: 

KEN  
What the hell David? You say we 
need to talk, I show up and...  

DAVID  
Calm down! Just taking care of a 
“little business”. Just because 
someone screamed fire doesn’t mean 
we’re in danger of burning... 

No response. Ken is flabbergasted.  

BROOKSTONE COUNTRY CLUB 

David steps off to the side, turns away from the men.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
Listen. I need to know that you’re 
with me on this kid. When all the 
dust settles, B&B will still be 
standing. I guarantee it! We play 
this hole right, the ball will 
fall in our favor.  
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DAVID (CONT’D) 
All the loose ends HAVE been tied. 
All we have to do NOW is... 

CLICK the lines goes dead. Ken hung up.  

David turns around; the men are waiting on him.  

He nonchalantly places a ball on the tee. He slices, the 
ball disappears on the horizon.  

DAVID  
      (To himself) 
Stay on the green. 

EXT. BURKE ESTATES – DAY  

Ken exits the house in a hurry.  

He jumps in the car, revs the engine, speeds down the 
driveway.  

He stops just outside the gates, waits for them to open.  

He burns out, nearly running over a reporter. A CAMERAMAN 
captures the raw footage.  

INT. BURKE MANSION/PARLOR – DAY  

Dorothy’s drunken stupor is disrupted by a monotonic BEEP.  

She scans the room for the source. She finds it. The phone 
is off the hook.  

She walks over to the phone, hangs it up. She busies 
herself preparing another drink.  

Gloved fingers curl around the phone’s base. Oblivious, 
Dorothy continues mixing.  

She raises the glass to her mouth, stops turns. Too late 
the phone chord tightens around her neck.  

Her glass shatters on the floor. She bucks violently, 
attempts to pry the chord from around her neck.  

She grabs her necklace instead. Pearls ricochet off the 
ground below.   



ww
w.
jo
hn
st
ro
ng
pr
es
en
ts
.c
om

61. 

 

She flares about, reaches for something, anything. She 
grabs hold of something, an ice pick.  

She stabs at her attacker, hits them. She is free.  

She fights to breathe, collects herself.  

She turns, and sees Manny “the Italian brute”. He is 
bleeding. The ice pick, protruding from his chest.  

Infuriated, he grabs the phone’s base and raises it.   

He swings for the fences and connects, crushing the entire 
left side of her skull.  

Her body crashes to the floor, twitches violently for a 
moment, subsides.  

He picks up a bottle of bourbon takes a swig. He looks down 
at her.  

MANNY  
      (In Italian) 
Drunken whore!!!  

He drags her by the arm into the next room. 

BALL ROOM 

The room is mirrored all around, marbled floors on up.  

There is a Baby Grand in one corner, and a disco ball 
overhead.  

He drags her limp body to the center of the room.  

Her hair serves as a paintbrush, distributing a stylized 
trail of blood throughout.  

He marvels at the spectacle he’s created.  

He leans down, emerges his gloved hand in a pool of blood.  

LATER  

The house is crawling with detectives. Hill enters the 
ballroom, cases the joint. He walks over to the body.  
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DETECTIVE HILL  
Damn shame another suicide. Poor 
woman bashed her own head in, drug 
herself in here and...  

He looks up. There are words written on the mirror in front 
of him. 

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
...Wrote a fucking love note on 
the wall.  

He walks over to the wall. Written in dried blood, “A step 
above the competition”.  

Hill scans the room, grabs a passing detective.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D)  
Who’s the primary?  

OFFICER  
I think Graham was first on the 
scene.  

He points to GRAHAM, (30’s). He is chatting it up with the 
“the female guard”. Hill approaches them.  

Clearly flirting with one another, they don’t notice.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
You working here? Or you take like 
a time out or something?  

GRAHAM  
Excuse me... 

Hill inhales, speaks really slow.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Is this your scene?  

Graham stands his ground.  

GRAHAM  
It is, and you are?  

DETECTIVE HILL  
The guy who’s relieving you sport.  
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DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
I’m going to need to get up to 
speed on everything you got so 
far...Get someone out there to 
question those reporters. Get me 
the guard who was on that gate...  

GUARD  
I was. 

Hill is taken aback.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
You were, on that gate out there?  

He turns to Graham.  

DETECIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
She give a statement?  

GRAHAM  
I was in the process of... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Taking a shit is a provess. Asking 
questions isn’t. Either you did it 
or you didn’t. Tell you what. You 
go question those reporters 
personally. I’m pretty sure she 
wouldn’t mind if you pump her for 
information later.  

Hill takes out his badge flashes it.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Sorry you didn’t get the memo kid. 
Real official type police shit 
going on here. 3rd body this week!  

He slaps Graham on the back.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Tell you what when you finish with 
those reporters. Shoot by KRISPY 
KREME and get some doughnuts.  

Graham is in disbelief.  
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DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D)  
I like the ones with the lemon 
stuff in the middle... 

They trade glances. Hill casually opens his jacket, reveals 
his shield again.  

Graham looks at the guard, turns and exits.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
           (To Guard) 
What about you? You like the lemon 
stuff in the middle... 

They walk and talk.  

CUT TO: 

EXT. BURKE ESTATES – DAY  

Graham exits the house, retrieves a phone from his pocket.  

GRAHAM  
       (Into phone) 
Done and done. Guard placing him 
at the scene, prints on the 
phone...(Beat) Hill just mentioned 
a 3rd body. Something you want to 
tell me? (Beat) 

He puts the phone in his pocket. He walks towards the 
security booth, and steps inside. 

He sits in front a panel of monitors. He reaches under the 
control panel, connects a loose chord.  

He steps out of the booth, and crosses the street. The 
reporters descend upon him.  

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON/IVEY – DAY  

No one is working too busy gossiping.  

A NEW SUPERVISOR walks through, the chatter ceases.  

Ian spins around in his chair. Ken’s old cubicle is 
occupied by a new fish. 
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INT. CAR – DAY  

Ken is driving, blue tooth in ear. He turns, and looks in 
the review, empty.  

He fidgets with the radio. Frustrated he hits the steering 
wheel.  

KEN  
       (To himself) 
Shit!!!   

He looks at the speedometer, slows down to a crawl. He 
grabs his phone and dials.  

 

INTERCUT: 

IAN  
Hello, Ian Simms here... 

KEN  
Ian... 

Ken looks back up, sees red and blue lights in the 
rearview. He attempts to play it cool, stops.  

IAN  
      Princeton? That you...  

The cruiser pulls beside Ken, an OFFICER leans out the 
passenger side window.  

OFFICER  
Hey, NO TEXTING... Just as 
dangerous as driving impaired... 

Ken nods in agreement.  

The officer hits the side of the car. They drive away.  

Ken is a nervous wreck. He pulls onto a side street. He 
looks around; the area is desolate.  

IAN  
Princeton...  

Ken gathers himself, speaks in spurts.  
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KEN  
I hope you had your caffeine 
today. I need a favor.   

THE IVEY  

Ian jots down, “Christopher Monroe” on a post-it.  

INT. TOWNHOME – DAY  

Rebecca paces back and fourth, phone to her ear.  

A live news broadcast is on, broadcasting the circus 
outside the gates of the Burke Estate.  

NEWS FEED  

Reporters bombard David’s car as it approaches. He is 
seated in the back, a chauffeur behind the wheel.  

Several reporters run alongside the car. They pound on the 
windows, weigh the trunk down.  

A reporter falls, and gets trampled.  

Graham and another OFFICER attempt to restore order.  

REPORTER 1 
...Two missing employees and a 
dead partner. What do you make of 
allegations that... 

REPORTER 2 
...What are police searching for 
in your home Mr. Burke... 

REPORTER 3  
Mr. Burke, Mr. Burke, what do you 
say to allegations that you are 
indeed the antichrist? 

The gates open, the car disappears inside.  

Rebecca presses redial. She holds the phone up to here ear, 
continues pacing.  

NEW BROADCASTER  (O.S.) 
We have some BREAKING NEWS in the 
Burke and Bryson saga.  
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NEWS BROADCASTER (CONT’D) 
There has been yet another murder. 
And this time the mayhem hit close 
to home. 

The station airs footage of Ken arriving at the house.  

Followed by him nearly running over a reporter, while 
leaving.  

NEWS FEED  

A picture of Dorothy during much happier times appears in 
the coroner of the screen.   

NEW BROADCASTER  
Our sources tell us that DOROTHY 
BURKE. David Burke’s wife of 29 
years was the latest casualty in 
the Burke and Bryson debacle. We 
will continue to keep you updated 
bring you the latest...  

CUT TO: 

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON/HUMAN RESOURCES  

Human Resources is located on the ground floor in a back 
room that no one ever visits. The room is aligned with rows 
upon rows of file cabinets.   

Drake (40’s), a mammoth mound of man is asleep on the job. 

He doesn’t notice Ian enter. Ian creeps up on him.  

IAN  
BAM!!! 

Startled but too damn fat to react quickly. Drake comes to, 
eventually lifting his head. 

He looks at Ian, puts his head back down on the desk.  

DRAKE  
I thought you were my replacement. 
What do you want Ian... 

IAN  
I brought you a gift.  
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Drake sniffs, nothing.  

DRAKE  
I prefer my gifts sautéed or 
pickled. 

IAN  
Better than food! 

Drake sits up, looks at Ian.  

DRAKE  
You brought me pussy?  

Ian motions to something on the desk. Drake looks down, and 
sees a 5-Hour energy bottle.  

Drake swats it away, lays his head back down.  

IAN  
Come on Drake! I needed a favor 
like 5-minutes ago!  

DRAKE  
What kind.  

IAN  
The kind you get fired for.  

Drake sits up.  

Ian looks at the computer, back to Drake, smiles.   

DRAKE  
I’m going to the pisser.  

He stands, the room shifts under his weight.  

DRAKE (CONT’D) 
If you’re in here when I get back 
you had better either have a pussy 
or a sandwich. Preferably both. 

Drake waddles out of the door. Ian takes his seat.  

INT. CAR – DAY  

Ken is parked on the side of the street. He attempts to 
call Rebecca.  
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No dice, the line is busy. He looks at his watch, tries 
again.  

INT. TOWNHOME – DAY  

Rebecca hurls the phone across the room.  

It shatters against the wall. She sits down on the bed.  

She eyes the two packed suitcases, closes her eyes.  

A hard KNOCK at the door startles her. She stands exits the 
room.  

INT. BURKE MANSION/KITCHEN – DAY  

David puts on an award worthy performance. He is the 
quintessential grieving spouse.  

Two OFFICERS accompany Hill and David in the kitchen.  

David attempts to down a stiff drink, can’t. His hands are 
shaking too feverishly.   

DETECTIVE HILL 
          (To Officer) 
Check out ALI over here.   

Hill pulls a seat up next to David, studies him.   

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Okay let’s take it from the top. 
You got up this morning. You took 
a piss. Did you shake it once or 
twice?  

Julius enters on cue. Hill stands and applauds.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Damn you’re good...    

Julius sits his briefcase on the table.  

He pops it open, retrieves a mini recorder and notepad.  

JULIUS  
You may proceed.  
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INT. TOWNHOME – DAY  

Rebecca peers through the peephole. She can’t see a thing.  

She puts her ear to the door. She listens, hears muddled 
voices.  

BOOM something hits the door, it holds.  

She jumps back, and scans the room.  

She looks towards the kitchen, and then the living room. 
She turns to the balcony.  

There is someone on the balcony.  

INT. CAR/OFF ROAD – DAY  

Ken waits, and waits. He looks at his watch.  

INTERCUT: 

IAN  
Got it. Christopher M. Monroe. I 
wonder what the “M” is for? Ironic 
since his last name... 

KEN  
Ian...  

IAN  
Sorry. He lives...or at least he 
use to live at...One Morningside 
Drive New York, PHO5...     

KEN  
      (Confused) 
The Avalon building...   

Ken starts the engine, flips a bitch. He is back on the 
street.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
...Are you sure that it says PH?   

IAN  
PH05. That’s what it says.  
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KEN  
I can’t believe this shit!  

IAN  
What does PH mean...  

KEN  
...Means I wasn’t the only 
employee with perks. A Pent House 
Villa in the Avalon building, NOT 
on his salary.   

EXT. BURKE ESTATE – DAY  

Detective Hill canvases the grounds with “the guard”.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
...Say I wanted to slip onto the 
property without being detected... 

GUARD  
Not possible. The Burke’s have  
24-hour...  

CUT TO: 

INT. SECURITY BOOTH – DAY  

The guard mans the control panel. Hill looks on.  

GUARD  
...24-Hour surveillance inside and 
out. The Burke’s can actually 
access these feeds from...  

Hill nods knowingly.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
From inside the house. Like on 
SCARFACE... 

No response.   

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
The 80’s flick...Tony Montana?  

She doesn’t have a clue. Hill shakes his head, signals her 
to continue.  
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GUARD  
...Got your lead camera here on 
the front gate... 

She points to various monitors. They all display different 
images.  

GUARD (CONT’D) 
All the exterior cameras roam. You 
can’t be too careful these days... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
I’m sure the misses would agree 
with you on that one...   

She rewinds the tapes, and presses play.  

SECURITY FOOTAGE  

Ken drives up to the gates.  

Ken’s face inches away from a camera mounted in the 
doorway. 

Hill rubs his hands together in anticipation.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Don’t tease me. Get to the money 
shot.  

The screen goes blank, skips and starts again.  

The image now shows detectives working the crime scene.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Whoa you went too far. Go back.  

She searches, NO footage inside the house.  

She checks the other monitors. NO footage of the back of 
the property either.  

Hill leans back in the chair, puts his hands behind his 
head. 

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Looks like there’s a slight glitch 
in the Matrix sweetheart.  
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EXT. THE AVALON BUILDING – NIGHT  

The Avalon Building is top of the line, full service 
concierge, “the works”.  

Ken is parked across the street. He checks his rearview, 
clear. He exits the car.  

Ken walks across the street, eyes a DOORMAN and armed GUARD 
stationed on the door.  

He sees an older WOMAN headed towards the entrance. She is 
struggling with several packages.  

He jumps at the opportunity to assist her.  

KEN  
Oh let me... 

OLD WOMAN  
...And who said chivalry was dead?  

INT. ELEVATOR – NIGHT  

Ken is one of three MEN in the elevator. He attempts to 
look regal. It is not working.   

A CHIME signals, the elevator stops. A man exits.  

The other holds the door open for Ken to exit, he doesn’t.  

MAN  
Your floor sir? 

Ken attempts to smooth wrinkles out of his shirt.  

KEN  
Oh, no I’m going up.  

The man watches Ken suspiciously. The doors close.  

He turns his back to Ken, and keys in his security code in 
private.  

The elevator is in motion again.  

PENT HOUSE V 

Ken stops in front a door marked with a roman numeral 5.  
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He raises his hand to knock, notices the door is open. He 
pushes it, peeks inside, and enters.  

The place has been tagged and bagged, nothing but sealed 
cardboard boxes inside.  

He walks deeper inside, hears a NOISE in the back. He is 
not alone.  

He looks at the door, dives into a near by closet instead.   

CLOSET  

It is pitch BLACK inside. Ken holds his breath, and 
listens.  

CLICK, light seeps beneath the door. 

Ken looks down sees a shadow. It passes once, twice, stops 
in front of the door.   

The door swings open. Ken is blinded by light. 

His eyes adjust. He makes out the outline of a petite 
woman.  

He blinks, looks again. He sees NORMAN EVANS (20’s) a very 
thin, flamboyantly gay male.  

Norman SHREIKS.  

KEN  
Hey, wait...My name is Ken Br... 

Norman recognizes Ken. He makes a dash for the front door.  

Ken cuts him off. Norman SCREAMS.  

KEN  
Ma’am, dude...YOU calm down...  

NORMAN  
I don’t know NOTHING... 

KEN  
...About what... 

NORMAN  
I don’t know nothing about 
nothing... 
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Norman fakes right and dashes left. He manages to get his 
hand around the doorknob.  

Ken grabs him, and spins him around. He throws him against 
the door SLAMMING it shut.  

Norman relentlessly attempts to get loose.   

Ken holds him in place, glued to the door. His arms pinned 
and elevated above his head.  

Norman tries to keep from smiling but can’t. He likes this 
game.  

KEN  
Who the hell are you... 

Norman stops squirming, gives in.  

NORMAN  
You can let my hands go. Hell it’s 
obvious I’m not going anywhere.  

Ken notices how close they are. An awkward moment passes. 
He lets him go.  

Norman walks from the kitchen to the living room. He grabs 
a small box.  

NORMAN  
Look. I came here to get the last 
of my things. If you... 

KEN  
Your things...(Beat) Didn’t 
Christopher Monroe live...  

NORMAN  
...He did.   

Ken takes it all in.  

KEN  
Oh, so he was...you two were... 

Norman waves his hands, and pleads with Ken.  
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NORMAN  
Look I don’t know what that lady 
did to you but I don’t want to 
piss you off... 

KEN  
What lady? What the hell are you 
talking about?  

Norman repositions himself, studies Ken.  

NORMAN  
David Burke’s wife, found dead 
this morning...  

The room starts spinning. Ken braces himself against the 
wall.  

Norman walks closer, observes him. Ken looks nauseous.  

NORMAN  
Oh my goodness you didn’t do it 
did you?  

LIVING ROOM – LATER  

Ken peers out the window. The entire city below is no doubt 
pondering his where abouts.  

Norman is seated on a box with his legs crossed like a 
pageant princess.  

NORMAN  
...After they found the body the 
gig was up. They came up in here 
and... 

Ken’s flares his arms, turns around.  

KEN  
...What body?   

Norman is now in full Diva mode.  

NORMAN  
Excuse me? Is this thing on?  

He speaks into an imaginary microphone.  
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NORMAN (CONT’D) 
Chris’s body, who the hell else 
would I be talking about?  

Ken is one nervous tick away from strangling the shit out 
of him. He composes himself.  

He sits on a box across from Norman.  

He takes a breath, exhales. He accentuates his words with 
his hands as he speaks.  

KEN  
There is no body. The Police 
interrogated me yesterday and... 

Norman is happy to interrupt.  

NORMAN  
Wrong. I identified the body 
myself. They burst in here guns a 
blazing, tore the place up. Didn’t 
tell me what they were looking for 
or if they found it... 

Ken reaches in his jacket pocket, and produces a small 
notebook.  

It is THE very notebook that Christopher Monroe wrote in 
before his death. The notebook Ken saw on the bookshelf in 
David’s study.  

Norman eyes the notebook, back at Ken. The Diva is gone. He 
is scared shitless.  

INT. BURKE MANSION – NIGHT  

A mix of FAMILY and FRIENDS, offer their condolences over 
wine-spritzers and hors d’oeuvres.  

Bradley moves through the room with an empty platter. He 
enters the kitchen.  

KITCHEN  

David is sitting with Julius and Clara Palmer “the district 
attorney”.  
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CLARA  
...Can’t say that I even like Hill 
the human being...But I’d trust 
Detective Hill with my life. If 
there are dots to be connected I 
assure you that he will connect 
them...  

David nods. He and Julius exchange glances.  

Julius exits.  

DAVID  
So...what of Stanley’s case, ANY 
leads?  

Clara repositions herself, prepares to speak.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
You can start with Christopher 
Monoroe’s body and work your way 
on up... 

Clara tenses; this is news to her.   

EXT. THE AVALON BUILDING – NIGHT  

Officer Graham is parked in a clunker outside the building. 
The plates and the car’s interior have both been stripped.  

He leans out the window, looks up towards the Pent House. 

INT. PENTHOUSE V – NIGHT  

Norman is looking everywhere else in the room except at 
Ken.  

KEN 
Names, dates... 

Ken waves the notebook in front of Norman’s face.   
 
...Times? Why didn’t the police 
want anyone to know they had 
Christopher’s body... 

No response.  
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Ken slaps Norman across the face with the book. Norman 
fights back tears.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
Let’s try this again...Why 
wouldn’t the police want ANYONE to 
know...  

Norman explodes.  

NORMAN 
Stanley hired Chris not David.  

Ken is confused as hell. 

NORMAN (CONT’D) 
David hired me! (Beat) You should 
have just taken the money! This is 
not the type of shit you step in 
and walk away from... 

EXT. AVALON BUILDING – NIGHT  

Ken exits the building.  

He looks at the wall of cars lined along the street. He 
decides to flee on foot.  

Graham doesn’t notice Ken exit and disappear around the 
corner.  

INT. TOWNHOME – DAY  

The place has been run through. Cabinets, emptied, sofas 
over turned, various items sprawled about across the floor.  

LIVING ROOM  

Rebecca enters accompanied by a FEMALE OFFICER. She scans 
the room. They searched everything.  

Her eyes are drawn to the photo of her and Ken that hung 
above the mantle. It is on the ground broken.  

She hangs her head.  

REBECCA  
Was all this really necessary?  
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FEMALE OFFICER  
Sorry I am. Sympathize with you I 
do. But we are just doing our job 
ma’am.  

Rebecca storms over to the kitchen, addresses the CAPTAIN 
in charge.  

REBECCA  
You done? Find whatever the hell 
you were looking for? How much 
longer... 

He flashes a fake smile, whirls his arms around in the air. 
The remaining officers begin filing out.  

CAPTAIN  
You have somewhere else you can 
go? Family friends?  

Rebecca scans the room; this is all surreal.  

CAPTAIN  
Until we locate your husband this 
is an active crime scene and... 

Rebecca puts her hands up, cuts him off. She walks back to 
the bedroom, returns with the packed suitcases.  

She gives him a now what look. He motions to the female 
officer.  

The officer offers a warm smile. She takes one of the 
suitcases, rubs Rebecca’s back consolingly. 

INT. PENTHOUSE V – NIGHT  

Norman carries a box toward the door. He reaches for the 
doorknob with his free hand. He opens the door.  

Graham barges in, and throws him to the floor. The door 
SLAMS shut behind him.  

Graham climbs on top of him. He pulls a bowie knife from an 
ankle holster.   

Norman claws at the floor, there is nothing to grab onto. 
He attempts to defend himself, doesn’t work.  
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Graham chokes him with his left hand, raises the knife in 
his right.  

Two quick booming KNOCKS on the door startle Graham.  

OFFICER  (O.S.) 
Police. (Beat) HIT IT!!!  

Splinters fly, the door gives at its hinges.  

Two officers storm in, guns drawn. One is a VETERAN, the 
other a NEWBIE.  

NEWBIE 
Get um up. Get um up NOW! 

VETERAN 
I’m about to go HGTV all over 
these fucking walls with your shit 
if you don’t put that damn knife 
down.  

Graham stands slowly. He drops the knife, turns.  

VETERAN 
Graham? What the fuck... 

The veteran officer lowers his weapon. 

The newbie doesn’t. He sneaks a glance over at the other 
officer, turns back to Graham. 

NEWBIE 
What’s, what’s going on? What are 
we doing here..?  

VETERAN 
You got that gun pointed at a 
superior officer young blood.   

It takes him a while to get it. He lowers the gun.  

Graham lowers his arms.   

INT. THE WAR ROOM – NIGHT  

Several plain clothed OFFICERS sit inside an abandoned 
building. A make shift headquarters of sorts.  
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All the inner workings of the precinct have been 
transported here.  

There’s a tactical map of the city mounted on the wall, 
accentuated with colored thumbtacks, and arrows.  

8x10 photographs are stacked on the wall pyramid style. 
David’s picture sits atop the pyramid, lines connecting him 
to others.  

Detective Hill enters. Everyone attempts to look busy.  

Hill studies the board. There is a picture of Christopher 
and Norman beneath Stanley’s. Both their pictures have been 
stamped with the word, “dead”.  

On the other side beneath David a picture of Clara.  

Hill studies the board, points to a picture of Graham.  

DETECTIVE HILL 
This cock sucker... 

He puts the picture beneath David’s. He addresses the room 
without turning.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
...Works security at Burke’s 
place. I’d bet my mother’s left 
nipple he rigged those goddamn 
cameras. What are the odds he’d be 
first on the scene? I need that 
911 call. We get a wire up on 
Burke? What about the prints off 
that phone?  

No response.  

Hill turns around; everyone is anticipating his next word.  

He claps his hands together, everyone moves at the same 
time.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
What the fuck are you staring at? 
I’m not the goddamn man in the 
mirror. We move on this asshole 
tonight. We got enough information 
to LIE about what we don’t have.  
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DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
We have eyes on the kid? Did the 
apartment turn up anything?  

An OFFICER approaches, hands him a brief.  

OFFICER  
You might want to take a look at 
this...  

Hill takes the envelope, opens it, revealing the check for 
Twenty-five thousand dollars.  

Hill looks at the officer. 

DETECTIVE HILL  
The kid?  

OFFICER  
Found it when we flipped the 
place. Other than that the place 
was clean. We stashed the wife 
away...  

Hill looks up, concerned. The detective eases his fears.  

OFFICER (CONT’D) 
...Already thought of that. Put 
two of OUR men on her. Picked her 
up from the precinct earlier. 
Didn’t want to take any chances... 

Hill motions towards a picture of Ken. There is a red 
question mark stamped on his face.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
          (To officer) 
What do you think? Does he look 
dumb or stupid to you? (Beat) 

OFFICER  
Ummmm Dumb?  

Hill turns looks at the officer, walks away without 
responding.  

OFFICER (CONT’D) 
No, wait stupid. He definitely 
looks stupid... 
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Hill takes off his jacket, rolls up his sleeve.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
       (To Anyone Listening) 
Donuts, lemon filled. Make it 
happen... 

He sits down at a small desk in the corner. Moments later, 
his cell phone RINGS.  

He looks down, sees Clara’s name. He watches, waits, and 
then answers it.   

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Talk to me.  

CLARA  (O.S.) 
Where are you?  

Hill looks around the room, doesn’t respond.  

He signals an OFFICER, points to the phone. The officer 
scrambles to record the conversation.   

CLARA  (O.S.) 
No need for that Hill. I’m willing 
to repeat what I’m about to say...  

Hill leans back.  

DETECTIVE HILL 
You not coming on to me are you?    

EXT. NEWYORK STREETS – NIGHT  

Ken stops and looks over his shoulder, doesn’t see anything 
keeps walking.  

He stops again, puts his back against the wall.  

Traffic is eerily slow, his eyes dart back and forth 
capturing any and everything that moves.  

He pulls out his cell phone looks at it suspiciously, 
tosses it.  

PHONE BOOTH 

Ken puts change in the last functioning phone booth in New 
York City.  
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He watches, waits impatiently for someone to answer.  

CUT TO: 

INT. IAN’S CAR – NIGHT  

Ken looks at Ian. He resembles Disney’s Dark Wing Duck 
character in his grey trench coat and wide-brimmed hat.  

Ian pumps his fist and nods confidently. This is his tough 
guy look.  

Ken is not impressed. He shakes his head, turns and stares 
out into the night.  

INT. B&B/DAVID BURKE’S OFFICE – NIGHT  

David’s lone silhouette is visible in front of a wall-sized 
window. His arms are folded behind his back. His mind lost 
somewhere deep in thought.  

He turns, makes his way towards his desk.  

He looks down at his watch, picks up the phone and dials.   

BEAT 

DAVID  
Where is he?  

EXT. NEWYORK STREETS – NIGHT  

A beat up Lincoln Town car tails Ken and Ian. Manny is in 
the passenger seat, another GOON is behind the wheel.  

Ken and Ian brake several cars ahead of them at the light. 
They do the same.  

Ian makes a left. They follow, turning left as well.    

MANNY 
       (Into Phone) 
Looks like he’s headed back to his 
place. How do you want me to play 
this?  

DAVID’S Office 2004 Test Drive User 

David thinks it over.  
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DAVID  
Don’t let him out of your site.  

INT. GOON’S CAR – NIGHT  

CLICK, Manny hangs up the phone.  

He contemplates, picks the phone up and dials.  

GOON  
Hey, you calling T... 

Manny turns, looks at the goon as if he is the dumbest son 
of a bitch God ever created.  

MANNY  
...What the fuck you being paid to 
do?  

He takes a moment to think about it.  

GOON  
Drive? 

Many rolls his eyes, shoulders the phone. The goon drives 
on.  

INT. IAN’S CAR – NIGHT 

Ken is stretched out in the back, carefully hidden under a 
mound of trash that mainly consists of empty energy drink 
bottles.   

Ian pulls into Ken’s parking deck.  

He exits the vehicle. Ken remains behind.  

CUT TO: 

INT. TOWNHOME – DAY  

Ian eyes widen as he approaches the roped off apartment. 
Real police tape, just like on COPS.  

He pushes the door; it nearly falls off the hinges.  

Ian jumps. He peers inside, and walks further.  
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IAN  
What the hell are you doing? What 
the hell are you doing? Your wife 
wanted to do something nasty to 
you tonight but no you... 

He stops in the middle of the living room. He looks at the 
over turned sofa, the broken picture. 

INT. CAR – NIGHT  

Ken is flat on his back in the backseat. He has a NEXTEL 
two-way styled phone up to his mouth.  

KEN  
Ian... 

INT. TOWNHOME – NIGHT  

A CHIRP pierces the silence in the room. Ian almost shits 
himself.  

He looks down, sees that it’s his phone.  

INTERCUT: 

KEN  
Ian... 

IAN  
It’s me Ian... 

KEN  
Well... 

Ian looks around the room. He tries to think of an eloquent 
way to describe the “crime scene”. 

IAN  
I don’t think she made it.  

KEN  
What?  

IAN  
Looks like there was a struggle. 
No a fight...She fought them, I 
can tell. But she lost...  
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INT. CAR – NIGHT  

Ken pries himself from the backseat. He exits the car, 
races towards the building.  

INT. TOWNHOME – NIGHT 

Ian is still talking into the two-way. He doesn’t notice 
Ken enter.  

IAN  
Hello...You still there? I think I 
want to go home NOW.  

Ken walks past Ian and scares him senseless.  

Ken takes in the room, recreates the struggle in his mind. 
He spots the picture on the ground, picks it up.  

Ian speaks into his two-way.  

IAN (CONT’D) 
Maybe we should just call the 
cops.  

Ken is irate. He storms across the room. Grabs the phone, 
nearly snatches it out of the wall. 

CUT TO: 

INT. B&B/DAVID’S OFFICE BURKE - NIGHT 

David is sitting next to the phone, he answers.  

DAVID  
Yes.  

INT. POLICE STATION – NIGHT  

Graham is sitting in a police interrogation room. He is not 
the one being interrogated, Norman is.  

Norman has been beat within an inch of his life.  

INTERCUT: 

GRAHAM  
I tried to take care... 
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DAVID  
Hello? Who is this?  

GRAHAM  
I said I tried to... 

DAVID  
What? Who is this?  

GRAHAM  
...David it’s… 

CLICK the line goes dead. David hung up.  

Graham turns and looks at Norman.  

The veteran arresting officer enters the room. He eyes 
Norman and then Graham.  

INT. DAVID’S OFFICE – DAY  

David is flipping out. He rifles through drawers in his 
desk, nothing.  

He walks over to the file cabinet, opens the top drawer, 
jerks it out all the way out.   

Winded he stops. The room is suddenly silent.  

David listens to the static sound of electricity flowing 
throw the light bulb overhead.  

A phone RINGS.  

He picks up the phone on his desk and hurls it towards the 
wall.  

The phone RINGS again. He feels for his cell phone, can’t 
find it.  

He reaches in his jacket pocket and retrieves it.  

The phone RINGS again. It’s not his cell phone ringing 
either.  

He follows the RINGING into the hall, and out into the 
reception area.  

The phone on Ken’s desk is ringing. David is paranoid. He 
looks around the office.  
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He reaches for the phone, pulls back. He dries his hands on 
his pants, and reaches for it again.  

He picks the phone up, puts it to his ear.  

DAVID  
Hello.  

EXT. A MOB BOSS’S HOUSE – NIGHT  

Big Foot’s Italian brother is holding a phone up to Tony’s 
ear, while he sinks putts on a homemade green.  

INTERCUT: 

TONY  
...Late night at the office?  

DAVID  
How’d you... 

David scans the area, no one there.  

TONY  
Questions, from the man who had 
ALL the answers? (Beat) You know 
that wasn’t Monopoly money I gave 
you David...  

No response.  

DAVID 
Tony if...  

Tony walks off. Big Foot struggles to keep up with him.  

TONY 
No, no you talked. Now you 
listen...Let me see oh yeah... 
You’d triple my investment? Make a 
couple trips to the cleaners for 
me...How the hell are you going to 
take care of me and your face is 
plastered all over the goddamn 
evening news? (Beat) Your partner 
is dead...Your wife, dead. 
Manny...   



ww
w.
jo
hn
st
ro
ng
pr
es
en
ts
.c
om

91. 

 

DAVID 
...Maybe we shouldn’t...  

TONY 
...Don’t matter if they are 
listening or not. You talk to 
Clara today? (Beat) I don’t see 
why not. I hear she’s talking to 
everyone else. I hear she got a 
bad case of diarrhea of the mouth. 
(Beat) You fucked me David... 

DAVID  
...Couple of weeks... 

TONY  
...Don’t do it David. Save it for 
Saint Peter. Excuses are like 
assholes everybody has got one...  

Tony slices an imaginary ball, watches it disappear.  

TONY (CONT’D) 
You had better pray they get to 
you before I do.  

CLICK the line is dead.  

David puts the phone on the receiver, attempts to gather 
himself.  

EXT. PARKING DECK – NIGHT  

Ken races out of the building, phone pressed tightly 
against his ear.  

Ian tries to keep up, can’t. Too much drag on his trench 
coat.  

Ken jumps in driver seat, starts the engine.  

Ian slides across the hood off balance, nearly falls.  

Ken locks the doors, starts backing out.  

Confused, Ian raises his arms, tugs on the door handle.  

Ken throws the car in gear, leans out the window.  
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KEN  
You wanted to go home...Go Home! 

Ian watches helplessly as Ken speeds away in his car.  

INT. IAN’S CAR – NIGHT  

Ken barrels up the street out of control.  

KEN  
        (Into phone) 
That’s right Brady. Kenneth 
Brady...  

INT. NEWS STATION – NIGHT  

A lethargic, forty something PRODUCER picks his noise.  

He retrieves green gold, examines it, rolls it, and thumps 
it.  

INTERCUT: 

PRODUCER  
...Right. THE Burke and Bryson 
killer...And what made you decide 
to call in tonight...  

PRODUCER (CONT’D) 
...Cracking under the pressure. 
You feel like you’re under a rock?  

KEN  
David Burke dies tonight... 

The producer is intrigued.  

PRODUCER  
...And you called US, why not the 
police? Why channel 2?   

KEN  
...Felt sorry about running over 
that reporter the other day.  

The producer is sold.  

He writes something down, hangs up the phone.  
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He gets up, runs across the room as fast as a real fat 
person can.   

He arrives at the Editor’s desk winded, gives her the 
paper.  

She reads it, studies his eyes. He nods YES.  

EXT. BURKE ESTATE – NIGHT  

Several determined REPORTERS are camped out in front of the 
house.  

The REPORTER in front of the Channel 2, van has their arm 
in a sling.  

One by one their phones begin to RING.  

The Channel 2 reporter answers, runs to the van.  

He drags the door open, awaking the CAMERAMAN.  

REPORTER  
They got a hit on Brady... 

Disappointed the cameraman closes his eyes, repositions 
himself.  

REPORTER (CONT’D) 
No seriously. For real this 
time...Look. 

He sits up, looks out the window. No crowd in front of the 
gate.  

Red lights and sirens fill the air.  

A news van and police cruisers almost collide attempting to 
be first on the scene.  

INT. WAR ROOM – NIGHT  

Mania has over taken the room.  

OFFICERS busy themselves gathering weapons, and tactical 
equipment. If it can kill someone, they have it.  

Hill is still seated at his corner desk, phone pressed 
against his ear.  
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An OFFICER offers Hill a vest. He declines.  

He holds up a hand canon the size of a small child’s arm.  

BEAT 

Hill hangs up the phone.  

DECTIVE HILL  
        (To everyone) 
The kid’s on the move... 

OFFICER  
Yeah, we got conf... 

Hill addresses the officer.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Hold your hands in front of your 
face like this... 

Hill extends his hands in front of his face, palms out. The 
officer does as well.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Now put one hand over your 
mouth...  

He does.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Good, now put the other hand up 
your ass. Since you can’t seem to 
shut the fuck up while I’m 
talking... 

The other OFFICERS in the room shake their heads.  

Hill stands, holsters the gun.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Burke aint there...He won’t be 
either. (Beat) Shits rolling up 
hill... 

CUT TO: 
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EXT. NEW YORK STREETS – NIGHT  

A proverbial Canon Ball Run is taking place in the middle 
of Manhattan.  

News vans and police cruisers tear through the streets, all 
headed towards The Prestige Building.  

A chopper provides live footage of the scene as it unfolds.  

LIVE FOOTAGE  

A wall of motorcycle cops race through the streets.  

Police cruisers struggle to keep up.  

News Vans and civilian vehicles bring up the rear.  

INT. BURKE ESTATES – NIGHT  

David enters a back door. He looks around, listens, the 
house is still.  

He maneuvers through the house, in the dark. Careful not 
make a sound.   

UPSTAIRS  

David rifles through the closet.  

He finds what he is looking for, a small black lock box, 
carefully hidden amongst Dorothy’s things.   

He opens the box, and retrieves a snub nose 357-magnum 
revolver.  

He runs his fingers across the gun, and caresses it. Yes it 
is loaded. The bullets waiting patiently to be awaken from 
their slumber.  

He stuffs the gun in the small of his back, and exits.  

STAIR CASE 

David descends the steps as quickly as his nerve-ridden 
legs can carry him.  

He misses a step almost stumbles, regains his balance, 
races on.  
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DAVID’S STUDY  

David scans the room. He walks over to the bookshelf.  

He looks for something, can’t find what he’s looking for. 
He searches another section.  

Car beams infiltrate the room from outside.  

David turns, and kneels down. He attempts to establish the 
beams origin, he can’t.  

He walks over to the window looks out, all clear.  

He walks over to his desk and sits. He reaches underneath, 
feels, finds a button, and presses it.  

Several books on the shelf move revealing a row of 
monitors.  

He produces an all-purpose remote control panel from a 
drawer.  

The entire property is now visible from his seat.  

SECURITY FEED  

Monitor one reveals that the front gate is open.   

Monitor two is inoperable, nothing but static.  

David tries to adjust the feed, no luck. He trains a camera 
in the driveway on the front door.  

The camera zooms in, catches the back of someone’s head 
entering the house.  

David walks over to the door and peers out, nothing but 
darkness.  

He feels for the gun, still there.  

He takes a deep breath and methodically works his way up 
the hallway.    

SECURITY FEED  

Monitor one, another car pulls up to the gate, and enters.   
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EXT. BURKE ESTATE – NIGHT  

The Channel 2 news van is the lone vehicle left on the 
opposite side of the street.  

The reporter with his arm in a sling can barely contain 
himself.  

He jumps up and down and slaps the cameraman on the back 
with his good arm.  

The cameraman is recording, live from ground zero.  

REPORTER  
Yes. There is a GOD and he watches 
Channel 2 News. 

They follow the car onto the property.  

CUT TO: 

EXT. POLICE STATION – NIGHT  

Graham is in cuffs, alone in a holding cell.   

INT. BURKE MANSION – NIGHT 

Ken can’t see a thing. He stumbles over something on the 
floor, walks on.   

He searches for a light switch can’t find one.  

He passes the parlor, up the hall and into the kitchen. He 
stops listens.  

He heard something behind him.  

ENTRANCE  

Manny enters. His goon is close behind, with his gun drawn.  

Manny nods, the goon steps in front. They slowly work their 
way deeper into the house.  

Manny massages his chest as he passes the parlor. Chances 
are he will never use an ice pick again.   

They walk past the ballroom and into a backroom. The door 
is open.  
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Manny walks over to the door and looks out. He sees David’s 
car.  

The goon walks outside, touches the hood. He nods and gives 
Manny thumbs up.  

EXT. BURKE ESTATE – NIGHT  

The reporter jogs several steps ahead of the cameraman, his 
microphone cupped in his hand like a baton.  

He stops and kneels several yards away from the house. The 
cameraman catches up.  

The reporter points towards the entrance. Ian’s car and the 
Lincoln are both in the driveway.  

REPORTER  
No matter what, you keep that 
camera rolling. You got me no 
matter... 

POP, POP, two shots RING out from inside the house.  

The reporter crosses himself and dashes towards the 
entrance.  

He stops, ducks down low behind Ian’s car.  

He turns, motions for the cameraman to follow. He shakes 
his head no.  

He motions again, the cameraman mouths the words, “hell 
no”.  

CUT TO: 

INT. BURKE AND BRYSON – NIGHT  

News choppers and Police helicopters occupy the sky above 
The Prestige Building.  

Two huge searchlights illuminate the area in front of the 
building. It looks like the circus has come to town.  

POLICEMEN have their guns drawn, their sights trained on 
the entrance.  
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INT. BURKE MANSION – NIGHT  

Manny and his goon follow the gunshots into the hallway. 
Ken and David are wrestling for the gun.  

KEN  
What did you do with her? Answer 
me, you son of a bitch... 

Ken clearly has the age advantage. He slams David to the 
floor.   

His gun comes lose and skirts across the marble floor.  

POW, POW, Manny returns fire.  

Ken SLAMMED David just in time to avoid being hit. 

Ken didn’t hear the shots. He can’t hear anything except 
Rebecca’s voice.  

He swings at David violently, connects. He continues 
swinging, David tries to protect himself, can’t.  

Manny edges closer, steadies his aim to take another shot. 
This time he has Ken directly in his sights.  

MANNY  
         (In Italian) 
Perfect stay right... 

BOOM. A canon unloads.  

A high-pitched frequency blankets the room.  

Manny turns and looks at his goon. His gun is raised and 
trained in Manny’s direction.  

The goon unloads, one, two, three shots sound off.    

Manny drops to his knees, looks down, there is a crater-
sized whole in his chest.  

He looks up, sees.  

FORYER   

Detective Hill’s gun is still smoking. He pulls the 
trigger.  
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BOOM another canon ball pierces the air. This time headed 
for the goon’s head. It finds its mark.  

The bullet nearly rips his head clear off his body. His 
body folds backwards onto his legs, continues to shake.  

Hill and several OFFICERS advance into the room.  

HALLWAY 

Ken has the gun trained on David’s forehead.  

Hill enters the hallway. Observes Ken and David.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
No, that might not kill him. You 
got to put it on his temporal 
lobe...  

Ken still can’t hear anything. He can’t see anything but 
David beneath him.  

Ken shouts profanities, salvia seeps from his lips onto 
David’s mouth.  

David smiles sadistically, egging him on, daring him to do 
it. 

DAVID  
         (To Ken) 
How does it feel Kenneth? How does 
it feel to be me?  

CLICK Ken’s finger tenses back on the hammer.  

One of Hill’s men charges Ken. Hill intercepts him.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Wait a minute now. Think about 
it...If he kills that motherfucker 
that’s less paper work for you... 

LIVE NEWS FEED 

Ken sitting on top of David with a gun trained on his 
forehead.  

The camera angle changes, now a shot of the floor.  

An OFFICER steps on the camera, crushes it, black screen.  
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Ken acknowledges the officers for the first time.  

KEN 
Just a MISUNDERSTANDING 
officers...Have this whole thing 
squared away by the weeks end... 

He jams the gun deeper into David’s skull. David smirks 
even harder.  

DAVID  
         (To Ken) 
All you had to do was stay on the 
green son. Follow the money. You 
let your emotions get involved. 
Always business son never... 

Ken slaps David across the mouth with the barrel of the 
gun.  

David coughs up a mouth full of blood, spits it in Ken’s 
face.  

Hill nods. Two officers pull Ken off of David.  

They cuff Ken frisk him, find the notebook and toss it to 
Hill.  

David turns on the theatrics.  

DAVID  
Thank God you got here in time. 
You saw him... 

David turns towards the reporter and the cameraman.  

DAVID (CONT’D) 
You all saw him. He’s crazy. 
Killed my partner, my wife. Look 
at him he’s even dressed like 
me... 

An officer helps David up. He brushes himself off.  

Hill flips through the notebook, closes it.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
      (To David) 
I would read you your rights.  



ww
w.
jo
hn
st
ro
ng
pr
es
en
ts
.c
om

102. 

 

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
But as of this very moment you 
don’t fucking have any... 

Hill turns, looks towards the door. He scans the room.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Wait a minute what’s that?  

Hill silences the room.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
You hear that? (Beat) Me neither.  
Tell you what. You hold it while 
your piece of shit lawyer sucks 
it. Get his ass out of here!  

The officer forces David’s hands behind his back. He 
smirks, doesn’t bother resisting.  

DAVID  
        (To Ken) 
How’s the wife, she leave you yet? 
She seemed like such a smart 
girl...   

Ken fights to get free. The officers barely manage to 
restrain him.  

KEN  
Where is she? What did you do with 
her?  

Hill looks on, motions for the officer to take David away.  

He walks up to Ken, looks down at his shoes.  

DETECTIVE HILL 
Tell you what. I’m gone turn my 
back. You go ahead and click your 
heels together three times and say 
there’s no place like home. Maybe 
your Fairy God Mother will show up 
and... 

OFFICER  
...That’s Cinderella.  
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DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Don’t matter she can’t save his 
ass neither.  

The officer leads Ken away.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Hey kid.  

Ken looks up. Hill is holding the notebook. 

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
Where you get this?  

Ken looks down, looks back up.  

KEN  
Where’d you look for it?  

The officer leads Ken out. Hill is speechless for the first 
time ever.  

EXT. BURKE ESTATE – NIGHT  

Everyone duped into leaving have returned and it looks like 
they brought reinforcement.  

Channel 2’s news feed is on the lips of every reporter and 
officer in attendance.  

The reporter and cameraman are being interviewed by a 
station affiliate.  

The OFFICER escorting David hand’s him over to another 
OFFICER.  

OFFICER  
Do me a favor hold onto THIS for a 
second while I pull my squad 
around... 

OFFICER 2 
Not a problem... 

Ken is escorted past David. They exchange glances. David 
winks his eye at Ken.  

The officer pulls up in front of the house in his squad 
car. He exits.  
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He walks over to where the officer was standing with David. 
No sign of the officer or David.  

TWO MONTHS LATER 

INT. COURT ROOM – DAY  

Julius is on the stand. Ken is seated at the defendant’s 
table. Rebecca is in the courtroom as well.   

The honorable JUDGE GRESHAM is presiding over the trial of 
the century, the Burke and Bryson financial scandal.  

A thick haze of anticipation looms in the air as DEVIN 
GRANT (30’s) stands. He is not as seasoned a lawyer as 
Julius but he’s twice as sharp.  

Devin buttons his suit jacket. He looks good and he knows 
it. He pats Ken on the back and approaches the witness.  

Devin and Julius trade glances.  

DEVIN  
How are you this morning Mr. 
Styles?   

Julius is not amused.  

JUILIUS  
Now that’s original. You come up 
with that all by yourself... 

Julius backs away causally, waves his hands in the air.  

DEVIN  
...Ouch. Someone didn’t have their 
coffee this morning.  

The room chuckles, the judge bangs his gavel and restores 
order.  

Devin puts his hand in his pocket and casually strolls over 
to Ken. He puts his hand on Ken’s shoulder.  

DEVIN 
How would you characterize Mr. 
Brady?  

Julius opens his mouth to speak, doesn’t get the 
opportunity to.  
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DEVIN (CONT’D) 
...Would you say that Mr. Brady is 
the man the media has portrayed 
him to be? Agree that he could 
have indeed committed the crimes 
for which he stands accused? 

Julius leans in towards the microphone.  

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
Or would you say that Mr. Brady’s 
only crime was trusting David 
Burke and that he was simply a 
mere pawn in... 

JULIUS  
...You are aware that you’re 
leading the witness and I’m NOT 
your witness.  
       (To the judge) 
I want to object to him doing 
that... 

Scattered laughs sift the room.  

JUDGE  
No multiple-choice here Mr. 
Gresham ask A question.  

DEVIN  
Do you think Mr. Brady should be 
here today in this courtroom as a 
defendant in the Burke and Bryson 
case? 

Julius does not miss a beat. 

JULIUS  
I do.  

DEVIN  
You do.  

JULIUS  
I said I do. What are we reciting 
vows here? 

Scattered laughs infiltrate the room. The BAILIFF coughs in 
order to keep from laughing.  
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The judge addresses Devin and Julius.  

JUDGE  
Keep it up and I will have you 
both disbarred. This is not Who’s 
Line is it...  

Devin smiles.  

DEVIN  
Sorry your honor. It won’t happen 
again.  

JUDGE  
It had better not. Continue.  

Devin thinks to himself for a moment.  

DEVIN  
You do? You feel Mr. Brady should 
be here today? While David Burke 
is... 

Devin turns surveys the crowd. He looks left then right. He 
turns back to Julius.  

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
Where is David again? 

Julius shrugs.  

JULIUS  
No one has... 

DEVIN  
Yeah. That’s right no one has been 
in contact with David. He 
vanished...Leaving people like Mr. 
Brady to stand trial for him...  

JULIUS  
...Yes, in response to your 
QUESTION. Yes I do feel he should 
be on trial here today.  

DEVIN  
Why is that? You came to that 
conclusion based on what exactly?  
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Julius leans in, and speaks confidently into the 
microphone.  

JULIUS  
Based on the facts... 

DEVIN 
The facts?  

JULIUS  
...Yes the facts. (Beat) The fact 
that Kenneth Brady is a very sick 
man and no matter how you attempt 
to scathe the issues. He committed 
murder, and embezzled funds. He 
used Burke and Bryson as his 
personal piggy bank. Took 
advantage of Mr. Burke’s kindness. 
What role David played in any of 
this is not of importance at this 
junction. What role Mr. Brady 
played is.   

Julius leans back in the chair, exhales and brushes his 
jacket nonchalantly.   

Several members of the jury agree. They nod their heads in 
agreement.  

Devin takes note. He applauds, approaches the bench.  

DEVIN  
That was good. I almost agreed 
with you myself...But there is 
just one problem.  

Julius looks on, not even remotely worried.  

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
Today you are assured of his 
guilt. While just several months 
ago, you were assured of his 
innocence.  

Julius smirks. 

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
You did in fact represent Mr. 
Brady.  
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JULIUS  
I was contractually obligated... 

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
Simple yes or no would suffice. 
Either you did or you didn’t.  

Julius is backed in a corner, and he knows it.  

JULIUS  
Yes I did.  

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
And at that time you and David 
both were assured of his innocence 
in both the murders of Christopher 
Monroe and Gary Holden. The 
allegations of embezzlement didn’t 
surface until later after Stanley 
Bryson’s death.  

JULIUS  
From day one Kenneth Brady 
manipulated... 

DEVIN  
At the time you represented him. 
You felt, that he was 
unequivocally innocent on ALL 
charges and worked diligently to 
exonerate him.  

Julius loses his cool for the first time.  

JULIUS  
My contractual obligation to Burke 
and Bryson mandated that I... 

DEVIN  
...Represent Mr. Brady.  

JULIUS  
Yes I... 

DEVIN  
And you did so because you FELT. 
No you KNEW he was innocent.  
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JULIUS  
Yes, it was my job and I did 
what... 

DEVIN  
...Yes you did your job of proving 
his innocence.  

Devin turns looks at the jury. He walks towards the defense 
table.  

DEVIN  
No further questions your honor.  

MONTAGE 

Ian takes the stand. He smiles while Devin interrogates 
him. He is not too thrilled about the crossexaminers 
questions.  

The court recesses. Everyone files back in.  

Clara takes the stand. She’s in tears at times. The room 
feels her pain.  

A still bruised Norman takes the stand. He is just as 
flamboyant as ever, even takes time to flirt with the 
judge.  

END MONTAGE  

COURT ROOM - LATER  

Devin pushes back his chair, stands.  

DEVIN  
I would like to call Detective 
Charles Hill to the stand.  

The rear door opens, everyone turns.  Hill enters.  

He meanders up the aisle, approaches the bench, gets sworn 
in and sits.  

Hill scratches his chin, looks at his fingernail. He turns, 
looks over at the judge.  

They recognize each other. Hill has been in this courtroom 
as a defendant. He smiles, nods, faces the front.  
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Devin looks down at papers on the desk, and back up at 
Hill.  

DEVIN  
You were the arresting officer 
initially. Picked Mr. Brady up 
from work.  

Hill leans forward, speaks into the microphone.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Yup... 

Devin waits for more, but there is nothing. Hill leans back 
in the chair. Devin walks from behind the desk.  

DEVIN  
You care to elaborate? 

Hill sits back up.  

DETECTIVE HILL 
No. Not really. 

The crowd is amused. Devin takes another approach.  

DEVIN  
Okay, tell me your role in Mr. 
Brady leaving Burke and Bryson and 
arriving at the precinct. 

DETECTIVE HILL  
My role...I went and got him.  

DEVIN  
You went and got him because...  

DETECTIVE HILL  
I wanted to take him dancing. What 
is this? (Beat) I went and got him 
because we thought he knew 
something about the body.   

DEVIN  
Body? 



ww
w.
jo
hn
st
ro
ng
pr
es
en
ts
.c
om

111. 

 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Yeah, body. Dead people who can’t 
move no more, rigor mortis and all 
that good stuff...  

DEVIN  
Christopher Monroe?   

DETECTIVE HILL  
Yeah him. Dead. The other guy, 
still missing...  

DEVIN  
Okay so how did Mr. Brady come to 
be under investigation? Why was HE 
the one you focused on of all the 
other hundreds of employees... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
Simple put we had been keeping an 
eye on things, in the process of 
mounting a case against... 

DEVIN  
David Burke.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
...Yeah David Burke.  

Hill turns and looks at the judge, as if to ask where did 
you find this guy.  

DEVIN  
...You were mounting a case 
against Burke why not the whole 
company? 

DETECTIVE HILL  
His partner suspected some funny 
business, so he dropped us a dime. 
We started looking into it.  
Couple of weeks into the 
investigation the shit hit the 
fan.  

JUDGE  
Detective... 

Hill rephrases his statement.  
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DETECTIVE HILL  
Put it like this, the police 
department is less corrupt.  

The crowd gasps.  

DEVIN  
So...back to my original question. 
Why was Mr. Brady a suspect?   

Hill looks at Ken.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Look, he had just got promoted. 
This other guy was lying up on a 
slab. We checked Brady’s back-
story he could be a little...  

Detective Hill twirls his hands around by his head.  

DETECTIVE HILL (CONT’D) 
...a little off. No offense but 
you got that short bus type of 
thing going on there.  

DEVIN 
Explain... 

DETECTIVE HILL  
          (To Devin) 
I don’t know that many dudes that 
would mimic someone like he did. 
Same school, moved to the same 
city, had the guys picture on his 
cubicle... 

DEVIN  
Making him a killer.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
No. Just a suspect... 

DEVIN  
So he was a suspect based solely 
on circumstantial evidence.  

DETECTIVE HILL 
Hey you got to work with what you 
got.  
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Devin walks over to the evidence table and picks up a 
plastic bag, there is a notebook inside.  

DEVIN  
Familiar?  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Yeah it’s the kid’s notebook.  

DEVIN  
Mr. Brady? 

DETECTIVE HILL  
No the other kid. The dead one... 

DEVIN  
This belonged to Christopher 
Monroe?  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Come on you’re killing me here. 
The gay guy already told you this 
stuff... 

Devin walks past the jury with the notebook extended.  

DEVIN  
These are Christopher Monroe’s 
words from beyond the grave. 
(Beat) They place Grady in the 
office before he went missing, 
Clara in the office the morning of 
the police sting. This notebook is 
a proverbial who’s who of David’s 
cohorts and colleagues. Dates, 
times, places and names... 

Devin addresses the room.  

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
...This notebook, this notebook 
vindicates my client. His name 
entered into this notebook...  

Devin walks over to the evidence table and produces the 
brief Ken prepared.  
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DEVIN (CONT’D) 
...The day he took this brief that 
he prepared upstairs to his idol 
David Burke.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
Am I done here? It sounds like you 
wrapping up... 

Devin approaches the stand.  

DEVIN  
In your opinion... 

He turns and acknowledges the jury.  

DEVIN (CONT’D) 
Based on your investigation is Mr. 
Kenneth Brady guilty of the 
charges he has been accused.  

Hill looks over at Ken. He looks down at Ken’s designer 
shoes beneath the table. He turns, addresses Devin.  

DETECTIVE HILL  
No. He’s too light in the ass to 
do any of this shit. If he is 
guilty of anything it’s being 
stupid. Everybody knows rich 
people are flaky.  

The courtroom burst in laughter.  

Ken smiles for the first time. He turns and looks at 
Rebecca, her eyes are tearing.  

Devin turns, and walks away.  

DEVIN  
No further questions.  

Hill stands, waves to his adoring crowd while exiting. He 
nods to Ken. Ken mouths the words, “thank you”. Hill smirks 
and nods, “fuck you” back.  
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EXT. COURT ROOM – DAY  

Reporters bum rush Ken and Devin as they exit the building.  

FAMILY MEMBERS and SUPPORTERS celebrate jubilantly.   

REPORTER 1 
Mr. Brady, Mr. Brady...will you be 
filing suit against the firm or 
David’s estate? Both?  

REPORTER 2  
Do you still want to be a broker 
Mr. Brady? Any plans on leaving 
New York?  

Ian pushes his way through the crowd. He walks up to Ken.  

Ken extends his hand.  

Ian ignores it and hugs him instead. Ian grabs Ken’s hand 
and extends it over his head; no doubt he has seen this in 
a movie before.  

Devin addresses the reporters, providing an opportunity for 
Ken to slip away.  

COURT HOUSE STEPS  

Rebecca looks tired and restless. Her eyes are filled with 
the stress of the trial and the weight of the strain on her 
marriage.  

Ken creeps up behind Rebecca.  

KEN  
Excuse me. You look so familiar. I 
have seen you somewhere before. 
Wait a minute, E Hollywood story.   

She turns around.  

Her hair is frenzied, couple of strays out of place. He 
brushes them away from her eyes.  

REBECCA  
Excuse me... 
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KEN  
Oh I thought you were someone 
else? 

REBECCA  
You did, did you? Sorry to 
disappoint you.  

KEN  
Who said I was disappointed... 

Rebecca laughs. Ken is lost in her eyes. She turns, looks 
away.  

KEN (CONT’D) 
Don’t turn away now. (Beat) You 
came this far with me... 

His eyes tear. They embrace.  

INT. NEW YORK/SAME DINER AS BEFORE – DAY  

Ken and Rebecca are eating lunch together. Ken leans across 
the table and kisses Rebecca on the cheek.  

REBECCA  
Now you are just doing too much.  

KEN  
What? You had something on your 
face. I was trying to help you 
out.  

Rebecca laughs. 

Ken pulls out a pen, gets a napkin. He jots something down.  

He pushes the napkin towards Rebecca.  

KEN  
So I reworked the plan right, this 
one is better. If we just... 

Rebecca picks up the napkin, crumbles it and throws it on 
the floor. 
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INT. OFFICE BUILDING/TOKYO JAPAN – DAY  

No expense was spared in creating this modern architectural 
marvel. Everything is first rate, top notch.  

There is a hint of Western influence wrapped around the new 
world charm of the building.   

This is the top floor, the executive suite. An ASIAN MAN 
(20’s) is sitting at a desk in the reception area preparing 
a brief.   

A man ascends a dark hallway, steps into the light. It is 
David. His appearance has changed but he is still 
recognizable.  

He walks over to the desk.  

The man jumps to his feet, lowers his head, and hands him 
the brief.  

He takes the brief, and exits the room.  

BOARD ROOM  

Well to do BUSINESSMEN are gathered around a huge antique 
table. David enters, and they all stand and applaud.  

He waves his hands and they sit. An ASSISTANT turns the 
lights off.  

A screen retracts from the ceiling. The screen stops, music 
plays. One by one Japanese letters appear in red ink on the 
white screen.  

The men applaud after the last letter is written.  

They chant the words on the screen in broken English. 

BUSINESSMEN  
A cut above the rest!!! A cut 
above the rest!!! A cut above the 
rest... 

David bows, their cheers grow louder and louder.  

Their voices eventually reach a fevered crescendo... 

CUT TO: BLACK 
            THE END 




