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FADE | N:
| NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES - DAY

Anongst the cubicles and shuffling office workers sits a
single enpty desk. It's bare, short of a conputer, phone,
and steam ng nug of hot coffee.

AT THE DESK

A hand reaches up from beneath the desk, grabs the nug.
It's quickly returned after being sipped from

BRAD G BBS, 20's, hair wld, clothes casual but appropriate,
sits on top of the desk. He switches the phone with the
cof fee mug, knocks on top of the desk.

BRAD
You down there, buddy?

A voi ce cones from beneath the desk, TREVOR DOBSON s.

TREVOR (O S.)
Shh. No one can see me.

BRAD
(1 ooks around)
Actual ly, everyone can see you and
you're starting to freak them out.
| just said that you're afraid of
fluorescent lights and that really
crazy chick in the corner cubicle.

AT THE CORNER CUBI CLE

A woman with hot-pink hair spins around in her chair, |aughing
hysterically while talking on the phone.

| NT. Bl LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, TREVOR S DESK - DAY
Brad starts going through the papers on top of the desk.

BRAD
| was wat ching, uh, the -- uh,
D scovery Channel |ast night.
Honestly, there is sone wild shit on
that channel. [It's better than
channel 61 on Saturday nights.

TREVOR (O. S.)
Am | really supposed to care about

that? | nmean, honestly?

BRAD
Well, you're the one not getting
any.

( MORE)



BRAD ( CONT' D)

| thought you'd want to have a little
conpany, even if it's chinp on chinp
action, with bananas thrown in for

good neasure.
Beat. Brad | ooks under the desk.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
| was just kidding.

TREVOR (0. S.)
Thank God.

BRAD

Cone on, then! Shift's over.

TREVOR (O S.)

W still have twenty m nutes.

BRAD

Coi ncidentally, I think we'll

bot h

have to take a twenty mnute shit
before bailing out the back door.

TREVOR (O S.)
Isn'"t that, like, illegal

BRAD

Hey, if the Po-Po don't know,

we cool fo-show.

TREVOR (O S.)
You' re not bl ack.

t hen

Brad | ooks at his white skin, feigns amazenent.

BRAD
Holy shit, you're right! |

better

kick off these N ke's and get nyself

a pair of Doc Marten's.
(beat)

Let's just get the fuck out of here.

TREVOR (0. S.)

Ckay, okay -- just a sec. M legs

all cranped up. ..

The phone rings. Trevor's hand darts out to reach it, but

he pulls down the coffee nug instead.

AHH! For FUCK

Trevor slans into the roof of the desk.

Beat of sil ence. Brad | ooks worri ed.

It spills everywhere.

TREVOR (O S.) (CONT' D)

Br ad chuckl es.



BRAD
Hey, Trev. You okay man?

Brad | ooks around, no one seens to have noti ced.

TREVOR (O S.)

(faintly)
Medic...? | need a nedic...
(beat)
Ch, ny balls and ny back... | don't

know what hurts nore.

BRAD
How the hell did you hurt your balls?

CUT TO
EXT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, FRONT ENTRANCE - DAY

Brad steps through the rotating doors, smles, takes a deep
breath of fresh NEW YORK air.

BRAD
You bring your invisible cloak?

Trevor, 20's, with glasses, matted hair, plus a slight paunch,
hobbl es through the door. He dabs a few paper towels on the
coffee stain that's streaked down his shirt.

TREVOR
| left it at honme, right next to
where you keep your nanners.

Brad grabs his chest |ike he's been shot.

BRAD
Vel |, does your bedpost still have
my thong bikini?
(W nks, sm|les)
Because |'ve been |l ooking for it.

TREVOR
(steps to curb)
| "' m nobre concerned about a cab.

A YOUNG COUPLE flags down a CHECKERED TAXI, hops in, vanishes.
Trevor waves at other cabs, they all pass by.

BRAD
Qovi ously you haven't been trained
in the fine art of cab flagging.
try to make sweet faces, or if I'm
starting to get desperate..

Brad throws his leg over a fire hydrant. He pulls up his
pant |leg, teasing oncomng traffic. A man in a PINK
VOLKSWAGEN fetches a quick glance, squeals to a stop.



MAN I N VOLKSWAGEN
You want a ride, hunny?

Brad wal ks over to Trevor.

BRAD
We better go.

EXT. NEW YORK STREETS - DAY
Trevor and Brad el bow t hrough the human traffic, headed hone.

BRAD
So, you gonna talk to her tonight?
O are we going to have anot her one
of those attacks?

TREVOR
It wasn't an att ack.

BRAD
Sonmehow | renenber you flailing on
the floor of a bathroomlike a fish.
O am | wong?

TREVOR
| was drunk

BRAD
No, you were wast ed.

TREVOR
VWat's the difference?

Brad tilts his hand back and forth.

BRAD
Few mllion brain cells.

TREVOR
Damm it, you push for nme to talk to
her so nuch. Wat do you expect?

BRAD
Some gum fl appi ng, then sheet
spreading. A few kids, getting old,
maybe sonme granny sex...

Trevor slaps Brad on the shoul der.

TREVOR
You' re si ck.

BRAD
Speak for yourself, it's |ike eating
out a crinkle-cut chip.

They walk a bit nore. Brad thinks for a nonent.



BRAD ( CONT' D)
But you seriously should talk to
her. 1t's the perfect opportunity.
Qpen bar, people fromwork, you'l
be confortabl e.

TREVOR
| "' m never confortable.

BRAD
Pull the coat rack fromyour asshole
and we' ||l see how confy you can be.

Brad steps to the curb, | ooks back and forth.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Hey, | think | see a cab.

He flags it down. Trevor steps up behind him

TREVOR
Br ad.

BRAD
(1 gnoring)
Finally, with a bit of patience and
i ngenuity you can get a cab.

TREVOR
Br ad. . .

Brad sits down in the back seat, pats the one next to him

BRAD
Come on, it's only a..

TREVOR
Dude, we're hone al ready.

Brad | ooks up at the apartnment building. He shrugs, closes
t he cab door.

BRAD
'l let himtake me around the bl ock,
we'll make it alittle adventure.
(to Driver)
Onward and upwar d!

CAB DRI VER
Hey pal, | dunno what they told you
about New York cabs. But they can't

go up. ..
Brad steps out of the cab, slans the door shut.

BRAD
Vell fuck it, | wanted a space cab.



They head up the steps to the apartnent.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Oh, | alnobst forgot... \What are you
going to wear tonight?

Trevor stops half way up the steps.

TREVOR
Shit.

CUT TO
I NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, COUTSI DE BEDROOM - DUSK

Brad sits on a chair in the hallway, newspaper folded on his
| ap. He checks his watch, checks the door.

BRAD
|"mstarting to collect dust out
here, man...

The door opens. Trevor steps out in a tailored suit.

TREVOR
What do you think?

Brad goes into a wld fit of laughter, falling to the ground.
Trevor | ooks enbarrassed. Brad scranbles for the chair. He
sits down, calnmy folds the newspaper on his | ap again.

BRAD
No chance in hell.

CUT TO
I NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, PARTY ROOM - N GHT

The desks have been cleared to the side, a D SC JOCKEY spins
a few records. Everyone mngles on the dance floor, sharing
| aughs and enj oyi ng dri nks.

BRAD (O S.)
My shit is |ike exit magic.

Brad is entertaining a group of office workers that have
made a half-circle around him

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Seriously. | sit down, shit, w pe
and wal k away w t hout breaking a
sweat. Coupl e seconds nax.

OFFI CE WORKER #1
Do you flush?



BRAD
If I"'mat home. |If not...
(shrugs)
| figure | can just pass it on to
t he next bathroom patron |Iike a baton.

OFFI CE WORKER #2
That' s di sgusti ng.

BRAD
That's arguabl e.

Trevor stands in the corner, whistles Brad over.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Just a mnute, ny ball and chain
beckons fromthe shadows. ..

Brad | eaves the circle, they tal k anongst thensel ves.

TREVOR
Who are those peopl e?

BRAD
| have no i dea.

TREVOR
(1 ooks around nervously)
| s she here yet? Have you seen her?

Brad stands on his tip toes. He scans around the room

BRAD
Mara! Mara, you here?!
TREVOR
Hey, shut up!
BRAD

Mar a!
Trevor grabs Brad by the shoul der, pulls him down.

TREVOR
Are you trying to kill me?

BRAD
You gonna do the fish face again?

Soneone yells fromacross the room

MAN ACROSS THE ROOM
You | ookin' for Mara?!

BRAD
(1 ooks around, cluel ess)
Yeah, you know where she is?!



MAN ACRCSS THE ROOM
Shoul d be here in ten m nutes!

BRAD
Thanks, buddy!
(to Trevor, calny)
There you go.

Trevor droops, slaps his forehead too hard. He recoils.

TREVOR
Ow, that hurt.

BRAD
And |'mthe idiot.

Brad sips fromhis drink.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
You t hink soneone spi ked the punch

w th LSD?
TREVOR
No, why?
BRAD
It'd really spice this party up. |
feel like I'"'mat a convent.
TREVOR

Weren't you the one who said that
all nuns were closet sex addicts?

BRAD
Good poi nt.

Brad di ssol ves back into the crowd.
AT THE ENTRANCE

MARA HASSELBECK, 20's, a gorgeous wonman with curly bl ack
hair, slimbuild, fitting clothes, steps into the office.
She has a snmall femal e posse swirling around her.

TREVOR (O S.)
| can do this... | can do this..

Trevor studies her with his eyes. He breathes deeply, steps
forward to speak with her. Brad cuts himoff.

BRAD
Hey bro, she's totally here now

TREVOR
| know, | was about to say sonething?

Brad | ooks over to her, surprised.



BRAD
Real | y?

He plants the plastic punch cup on his head.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
VWll call nme a fuckin' Shriner and
give ne one of those cute little
cars to ride around in.

Trevor slaps the cup off of his head.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Hey! That's ny |ucky cup..

Brad chases the cup along the ground, into the dance fl oor.

Trevor adjusts his shirt, his pants. He |ooks down.
Everything seens to be in order. He steps up again, ready
to say sonething, when Brad appears with the cup again.

TREVOR
VWhat the fuck, man?

BRAD
| thought we were playing fetch.

Trevor |l ooks to the entrance, Mara is gone. He |ooks around,
she's lost in the mdst of the party.

TREVOR
| totally blasted that opportunity.

BRAD
Any opportunity you have now will be
had again in the near future.

TREVCOR
You' re drunk

BRAD
No, |' m wast ed!

(taps his head)
Few mllion |less brain cells! Not
sure how many though, | think | burned
out the math part of ny brain.

TREVOR
| don't think that's how the brain
functi ons, Brad.

BRAD
Real | y? Since when were you a
gynecol ogi st ?

TREVOR
Jesus, | need to think.



Trevor wal ks away. Brad watches hi m go.

BRAD
Hey, what? Were the hell can a man
go to think in this place?

| NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BATHROOM - NI GHT

Trevor steps inside, turns on a sink. He splashes water on
his face. Brad enters, turns the sink off.

BRAD
Does throwi ng water at your face
actually help you think?

TREVOR
| dunno, Sonetines.

BRAD
Honestly, it just nakes you | ook
stupid and wet.

Trevor pulls down a few paper towels, begins to dab his soaked
face. He watches Brad step over to the bathroom stalls.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
| feel the presence of an outsider.
(sniffs)
A snelly outsider.

He wal ks to the furthest stall. Touches the | ocked door.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
This is ny lucky stall.
(knocks)
Hey, who's in there? Hello?

Trevor throws the paper towel in the trash, wal ks over.

TREVOR
You can't take pity on a guy who's
trying to take a shit?

BRAD
Trespassing is trespassing. | left
my little potpourri bowl in there..

VO CE (O S.)
It snells really nice, by the way.

BRAD
Hey! Wo is that?!

The door unlocks. Brad pushes it open. CAL PETERS, 30's,
geeky looking with black horn-rimed gl asses and a goat ee,
pages through a com c book, seated on the toilet.



Cal hol ds
r eadi ng.

TREVOR
Cal, what are you doing in here?

BRAD

You didn't just zip up, did you?
CAL

No, no. O course not. |'mjust

trying to get through these |ast few
i ssues of X-Men, they're incredibly
i nteresting.

BRAD
| think it'd actually be cooler if
you were just jerking off in here.

TREVOR
You know there's a party going on
out there?

BRAD
It's bunpin', baby.

CAL
Real | y?
(checks wat ch)
Ch ny goodness, |'ve been in here
for three and a half hours.

BRAD
How | ong is that fucking book?

it up. It's a hundred pages thick. He continues
Brad shakes his head, grabs the potpourri bow .

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Not wasting this on you.

TREVOR
Com cs aren't all that bad, man.
You can't knock a guy for reading.

BRAD
Hell yes | can. But |I'm not knocking
the guy, he's not a door. |I'm

throwing a strategically placed | ow
bl ow to his confidence.

CAL
Ch yeah, well ©Mara |ikes com cs.
TREVOR
What ?
BRAD
(dryly)

Excuse ne.



TREVOR
| already said that.

BRAD
(shakes head)
No, sorry man, | just farted.

Brad waves the potpourri bow around.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Yuck.

CAL
| was reading themin the break room
the other day. She said she |oved
com cs, especially Supernman.
(1 eans back)
She really dug ny vast know edge on
this particul ar subject.

Cal leans into the handle, the toilet flushes. He panics,
drops the comc into the bow.

CAL ( CONT' D)
Oh, this is a tragedy of the highest
order. ..

BRAD

Have fun with your book, Cal.

Brad wal ks up, closes the door. He takes Trevor to the
furthest wall of the bathroom

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Ckay man, this is your angle. Talk
to her about com cs.

TREVOR
| can do this. | know | can. It's
all me, baby, all ne.

BRAD
It's all you. Right? So you ready?
You fucking ready!?

TREVOR
Yeah! Yeah, wait, no.

BRAD
Ch, what now?

TREVOR
| gotta pee.

Brad si ghs.



CAL (O S.)
You know guys, despite the yell ow
stains, this book is still readabl e.

I NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, PARTY ROOM - N GHT

Mara stands al one at the punch bowl, she | adles in another
cup. Trevor wal ks up to her, smles.

MARA
Hey, how are you? Brad, right?

TREVOR
Yeah. No, actually |I'm Trevor.
work |ike four desks over from you

MARA
Real ly? | can never tell. 1It's
li ke a whole 'nother world over there.

TREVOR
Yeah, it's all nen on that side.

Trevor scoops sonme punch into his cup

MARA
Do you like that sorta thing?
TREVOR
(pauses)

Huh?
Mara | aughs, she gingerly punches Trevor in the arm

MARA
Ah, I"'mkidding. It's just that I
see you with that Brad guy all the
time, everyone thought you were |ike,
you know, | overs.

TREVOR
No, just genial fuck buddi es.

Mara | aughs again. She heaves forward for a nonent, | ooking
down at Trevor's crotch. Her eyes quickly dart up.

MARA
Un so how | ong you been working
her e?

TREVOR

About three years. Started the sane
day as you, actually, during the big
hire.

MARA
Oh yeah, the legendary big hire.
( MORE)



MARA ( CONT' D)
Six losers hired at once, not a single
one quitting... Even now

Mara fetches a glance at his crotch again. Trevor gl ances
over at Brad. He waves, gives a thunbs up, turns to the
Di sc Jockey, whispers sonething.

TREVOR
Well, it's big for us.
(beat)
But you're not a loser. | mght be
one, because, that's just ne.
MARA
No, you're not a loser. | wouldn't

know, because | don't really know
you. But you don't seemlike a | oser.

She clears her throat, adjusts her outfit. @ ances down.

TREVOR
So, you like com cs?

MARA
Ch ny God! Everyone says that, but
it soisn't true. | read Supernman

i ke the other day and thought it
was cute, but I'mnot a huge fan.

TREVOR
Men in tights, eh?

MARA
Tights are cute. Especially that
guy, do you renenber hinf

TREVOR
Ch yeah, uh, that one guy. The one
who retired, right?

MARA
Lockdown was his nanme. That guy was
awesone, a real life crime fighter

| Toved him where is he now? |
heard he retired.

TREVOR
| thought he was dead.

MARA
Maybe, maybe. ..
(gl ances down, agai n)
Look, | have to go. But I'll talk
to you at work, okay?



TREVOR
Yeah, yeah, that sounds cool. [I'Il
see ya'.

Mara nods, wal ks away.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Tine to |l et the asshol e un-pucker.

Trevor takes a deep sigh of relief, turns to Brad. He's
standing by the D sc Jockey, waiting. "Sex Bonb" by Tom
Jones begins to play. Brad dances up to Trevor.

BRAD
So... Howd it go, ny boy?

TREVOR
She thinks we're | overs.

BRAD

(gasps) )
W' re not ?! You bi tch!

Brad stops dancing, throws his arm around Trevor.
TREVOR

| think she was joking. But she's
cute, she's really cute.

BRAD

So is this a go? Geen light?
TREVOR

Yeah, and dude... She was totally

checki ng out ny package.
Brad | ooks down at Trevor's crotch. He chuckl es.

BRAD
Dude, your fly is down.

TREVOR
Ch, cone on!

Trevor | ooks down, zips up. The party conti nues.

VO CE (V.0QO)
| tell you, a nother and daughter
are the hottest pairing you can get.
It's like twins, but about twenty
years difference between them..

| NT. Bl LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BREAK ROOM - DAY
Trevor, Brad and Cal are seated around a table, eating |unch.

DENNI'S, 60's, graying and grunpy, but with a subtle hint of
sweetness, is entertaining themwth one of his many stories.



DENNI S/ VO CE
Wien | was in Singapore, | did them
tw ce. Every angle you can think
of . Backwards, forwards, up, down,
this thing they call the Chut-Way.

BRAD
How does t hat work?

DENNI S
You get the daughter to fold up like
a pretzel, and then the nother --

TREVOR
Hey! Hey, watch it...

Two FEMALE CO WORKERS wal k into the room stop at the fridge.

DENNI S
VWhat ? Then the nother sticks her
fingers into the --

Trevor coughs loudly, trying to cover it up. The two co-
workers throw hima dirty | ook

FEMALE CO WORKER #1
Ew, cover your nouth. Pig.

BRAD
Sorry |l adies, he's got the Syph.

FEMALE CO WORKER #2
VWhat a freak

They both wal k out with their |unches.
BRAD

(off Trevor's | ook)
VWat? OCh, okay. Fine. So you're

just a pig. | was trying to help.
TREVOR
You think I'lIl stand a chance with

t hose chi cks now?

DENNI S
Did you ever?

TREVOR
| Iike to keep ny prospects open.

DENNI S
Then you need to at least talk to
them for fuck sakes.

BRAD
That's what | was telling him



Trevor holds up his arnms, gestures around.

TREVOR
Conme on, conme on. Let's spread around
the | ove.
(to Cal)

When's the last tine you got |aid,
and who was it?

BRAD
Probably the deaf chick that was
struck by lightning, right?

CAL
(nods)
Indirectly struck. It hit a door,
and then it hit her.
BRAD
And then she hit the cake stand.
CAL
It's a lot of woman, for a whol e | ot
of man. ..
BRAD
| told your nother that once.
(beat)
Wait, no. |'d never stoop that |ow

M ght' ve been your sister.

Dennis unwraps a slide of wax paper, pulls out a fresh ham
sandwi ch. He takes a bite.

TREVOR
Where did you neet your wfe?

DENNI S
London. Twenty years ago.

BRAD
Let nme guess, whore house?

Denni s gets very serious, puts down his sandw ch.

DENNI S
Don't ever say that about her. Ever.

Brad | eans back. Everyone goes silent.

TREVOR
It'd be really great if soneone
apol ogi zed right now. ..

BRAD
Look, Dennis, I'msorry --



DENNI S
Oh, |I'mjust fucking around. | net
her at work, she was at the London
branch when | was visiting. Met,
went out, fell in |ove.

TREVOR
See, that's beauti ful.

DENNI S
And we still fuck like wld hyenas.
Sl anmed her in the sack this norning,
actual ly.

BRAD
Your wi fe has a sack?

CAL
That' s sonmewhat di st ur bi ng.

BRAD
That's awesone.

Denni s takes another bite fromhis sandw ch.
DENNI S
So when are you gonna start 'macking
on your Mara friend?

Trevor drags a thunb across his throat, darts his eyes toward

Cal. It's too late. Cal |ooks surprised, hurt.
CAL
Wiy was | never told about this?
TREVOR
Because. .. Because..
BRAD

Because everyone thought your dick

was caught in a ball of saran wap

and you haven't used it since.
(beat)

So we figured, fuck it. There's

plenty of fish to fuck in the sea.

Cal gathers up his stuff. He gets up, storns out of the
room Dennis burps |oudly.

DENNI S
|'"'mguessing that's the start of
sonme ranshackl e conpetition

BRAD
| know Trevor will w n.

TREVOR
How do you know t hat ?



BRAD
Because, |'m gonna nmake sure you
fuck that girls brains out.

DENNI S
Damm strai ght.

TREVOR
God hel p ne.

Those sane two Femal e Co-Wrkers return to the |Iunch room

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Denni s, please don't...

AT THE FRI DGE

The to Femal e Co-Wrkers are caught up in a giggly chat.
Dennis stares at them fromthe di stance.

DENNI S
| fucked your nothers in the ass!
(nothing, to Trevor)
See, why are you worried? They can't
even hear ne.

The girls continue giggling to thensel ves.
DENNI' S ( CONT' D)
Maybe | shoul d just throw sonething
at them..
CUT TGO
| NT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, TREVOR S DESK - DAY

Trevor is working at his desk. Brad is seated on top of it.

TREVOR
So what works? | can't just work
the sane angles. | think Mara's

seen every kind of guy. Asshole,
Al pha Mal e, nice guy, shit like that.
| want to try something new

BRAD
Wel | good fucking luck with that.
TREVOR
| nmean it, seriously. This Cal thing
could work for ny advantage. | could
show up as |li ke a sense of contrast.

(beat)
There's the weird, creepy guy after
her and then there's ne.

BRAD
No di ce.



TREVOR
Wiy do you say that?

BRAD
| think Cal is going to be talking
to his sock nore than he'll ever
talk to Mara. Unless it involves

com cs.
Trevor snaps his fingers. Brad alnost falls off the desk.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
What the fuck, you trying to kil
me?

TREVOR
Maybe | should... Do you renenber
t hat Lockdown guy?

BRAD
Isn'"t he dead?
TREVOR
| dunno, | thought so too. But she

said she really Iiked him
(rem ni sces)

You shoul d' ve seen her eyes when she

t hought about him Gave ne the

bi ggest hard on..

BRAD
Mxed with that low fly zone of yours,
it must've been funny to see you
pitching a boxer short tent.

TREVOR
God, | hope she didn't notice.

BRAD
She showed up for work today.

Brad gl ances over the cubicle. Mara is alone at her desk.
She checks her watch, continues worKking.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
She's a pretty task oriented broad,
| can see why you like her.

TREVOR
What if | |ike save a puppy froma
car or sonething? And she sees it?

BRAD
What happens if you fuck up, and
there's bl obs of dead puppy all over
t he si dewal k.



TREVOR
Ri ght. ..

BRAD
Fuck it, just put on a cape and fight
crime. See what she thinks.

Trevor puts his face in his hands. Thinks.

TREVOR
(t hrough hands)
Wy d--t | --y t--t?
BRAD

Dude, get your fingers outta your
mouth and | can hear you better.

Trevor pulls his hands away.

TREVOR

Wiy don't | try that?
BRAD

Try what? Becom ng a superhero?
TREVOR

Maybe not super. | can't really do

anyt hing specifically.

BRAD
You bake a pretty good cake. You
coul d be Cake Man, fighter of poorly
baked goods.

TREVOR
No, no... But sonmething. So | could
i npress her.
BRAD
As yoursel f, or as this superhero?
TREVOR
' m not sure.
BRAD
Could work, man. It could work.
But we'll probably need help froma

pr of essi onal on the topic.
Brad gestures towards the bathroom

TREVOR
Ah, shit.

BRAD
You know, 1'd really like to see a
Cake Man. So many bakeries fuck up
a perfectly good cake...



| NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BATHROOM - DAY

Trevor knocks on the door of the furthest stall. Nothing.
He knocks harder, alnost jarring the door.
TREVOR
Come on, Cal. I"'msorry. | know you
had a thing for her... but...
CAL (O S.)

It wasn't a thing, alright? It was
just nme being stupid. Cbviously.

TREVOR
No, you weren't being stupid. It's
not stupid to |like soneone.
(beat)
Just cone out, let's tal k about this.

CAL (O S.)
Leave nme alone, |I'mjerking off.

TREVOR
Seriously, I'd rather talk sonmewhere
else. 1've been in this bathroom
way too nmuch | ately.

CAL (O S.)
What do you want ne to say? Do you
want nme to just give up?

TREVOR
No, just set your sights el sewhere.
And maybe, if you could... help ne.

Beat. Trevor's about to | eave.

CAL (O S.)
You need ny hel p? Seriously?

TREVOR
Yes. If you'll help nme, I'll try to
i ntroduce you to sone peopl e.
CAL (O S.)
Wnen, right?
TREVOR
Yes, of course. Unless...
CAL (O S.)

No, it's wonen.

TREVOR
Then wonen. So just cone out.

The door sw ngs open. Trevor |ooks down and falls back.



TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Oh, Christ man, you were jerking
off... Fuck. Zip up!

Cal stands up, adjusts hinself.

CAL
Sorry about that.

TREVOR
Oh, ny eyes...

I NT. CAL'S APARTMENT, COLLECTI ON ROOM - DAY

The walls are lined with comcs. Tables are filled with
vari ous pieces of nenorabilia. The centerpiece is a large

col l ection of DUNGEONS AND DRAGONS fi gures.

Brad is going through a box of com cs.

Trevor and Cal are | ooking over a Superman collection,
delicately renoving the comcs fromthe plastic slips.

TREVOR

So this was the one you were readi ng?

CAL
Yep. She was all over it.

BRAD

| can't believe that the Care Bears

actually had a comc

Trevor flips through the pages of the comc
Superman victoriously taking down crimnals

TREVOR

. It shows
, being nobl e.

How the fuck do | live up to this?

CAL

There's a checklist. Nane. Costune.
Cape, and then the event. The one

t hat establishes you as a hero.
Trevor pulls out a notepad, jots it down.

Brad continues paging through the com cs.
back into the box, |ooks to Cal.

BRAD
Hey Cal, this stuff is really coo
CAL
(genui ne)
Thanks, man. | appreciate that.

Brad | ooks off at the corner of the room s

He throws a few

t ands up.



BRAD
Ch ny God. Snurf com cs!

| NT. COSTUME & GAGS SHOP - DAY

Trevor and Cal are standing by a section filled with various
heroi c costunes. Cal holds up a colorful one.

CAL
This isn't bad. I[t's alittle
fl anboyant, but it could work.

TREVOR
| don't want to give her the wong
idea. |'mnot Liberace-nman.

Cal checks the back of the costune, chuckles. He spins it
around: the carriage section has been cut out.

CAL
Maybe you're right.

He hangs it back up.

Brad wal ks up with a white helnet that has a ridicul ously
| arge floppy dildo nounted on top of it.

BRAD
Penis Man! \What better way to win a
chicks heart, than Penis Man.

TREVOR
How do | fight crimnals?

Brad | eans forward, wags the dildo back and forth.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Ream them to deat h?

CAL
It'd hurt.
BRAD
VWll | don't know. You have to figure

out your strong points. So it applies
to you. What can you do?

TREVOR
| type pretty fast.

BRAD
Wat ch out fol ks, The Typist is here.
Next up is The Correl ator.

CAL
He' Il organi ze crine.



TREVOR

It needs to be cool. Superman is
cool. Spider-Man is cool. Al those
guys are cool, I'mjust fat and out
of shape.

Brad sizes Trevor up, shakes his head.

cal pulls

Brad snacks the large dildo on his hel net.

and forth.

BRAD
You're not fat. You could use sone
wor k, though

TREVOR
There's so nuch shit on ny plate
right now, | mght go crazy.
BRAD

Vll, tofit in that suit you're
going to have to work out. So why
don't we cover that first?

down an even nore flanboyantly col ored costune.

CAL
How about this one?

TREVOR
Capt ai n Psychedel i c.

BRAD
G oovy.

I NT. MARTY'S GYM WEI GHT ROOM - DAY

Huge muscul ar nmen cri ss-cross the enornous room

Brad stand there, |ike toothpicks anong trees.
TREVOR
Holy shit.
BRAD

| couldn't bench these guys' stool
sanpl e.

I NT. MARTY'S GYM AB CORNER - DAY

Trevor is

rested on his back, knees curved up.

sitting on his feet. He |eans over him

BRAD
Okay, chicks don't dig the inner
tube thing you got going.

( MORE)

It flaps back

CUT TO

Trevor and

Brad is



BRAD ( CONT' D)
So you're gonna to have to do sone

sit ups.
(beat)
"' m sure you know how, right?
TREVOR
| know how to do them |'mjust not

sure if | can do them

Trevor heaves upward, doesn't nove. H's head smacks back
into the mat. He heaves again, sane result.

BRAD
Come on you pudgy fucker, let's get
nmovi ng! Conme on! You know you can
doit, lift that fat ass! Cone on!

Trevor pushes hinself harder and harder. He heaves up.
Not hi ng. He screans...

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Get up here!

Trevor flips forward, doing a full sit up. Alittle too
quickly. H's head slanms right into Brad's face. The two
fall back to the ground, rolling around in pain.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Oh, fuck... That's one..

| NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER - DAY
An ANNUAL COM C CONVENTI ON i s taking place.

Brad stands next to two nen dressed in STORM TROOPER outfits.
One has his helnmet off, begins to snoke.

BRAD
Why do you guys al ways come in twos?
Is it a |l aw or sonething?

STORM TROOPER #1
We get nugged all the tine. People
like to steal these suits.

BRAD
Coul dn't you just cone to the Com c-
Con next year and find themin your
own outfits?

STORM TROOPER #2
(holds up toy rifle)
| could de-atom ze you

Brad knocks the plastic gun with his fist.



BRAD
No. You couldn't.

| NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER, COM C STAND - DAY

Trevor, now slimrer, nore fit, flips through a box of com cs.
He buys a few, neets up with Cal and Brad.

TREVOR
Have you seen himyet?

BRAD
So far he's a no-show. H's stand is
abandoned, people are lined up to
t he door for him

CAL
VWhere could he be?

BRAD
Check every keg party in town.

Cal begins to wal k away.

CAL
" mgoing to ask one of ny friends,
he's working security...

BRAD
Ckay man, you do that.

Cal vani shes into the crowd.

TREVOR
|"mnervous. | can feel it already.

Trevor shakes his hands, | ooks around the center.

BRAD
| still don't know why you need to
talk to him it's not |ike you can
ask for tips or anything.

TREVOR
No, but it would help to see what
he's all about.
(1 ooks off)
Ch ny God... Oh ny CGod...

Brad | ooks in the sane direction: Mara is there, by herself,
pagi ng through the sane com c stand Trevor was at.

BRAD
Doit. Go talk to her.
TREVOR
Sonetinmes | just need soneone to

light a fire under ny ass.



Brad pulls out a lighter, starts flicking it.

BRAD
" mready to hel p.

Trevor shuffles forward.

TREVOR
Forget it, |I'mgoing...

| NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER, TOY STAND - DAY
Mara studies a G JOE toy, as Trevor approaches.
TREVOR
Hey, hi. Didn't expect to see you
at a place like this.

Mara | aughs, grabs her chest.

MARA

Ch, you scared ne. Hi, Trevor
TREVOR

You renenbered ny nane.
MARA

O course | did... You | ook great,

by the way, you been working out?
Trevor does a nacho flex, smles. Mara |aughs.

TREVOR
Yeah, just workin' the bi's and tri's,
makin' sure |I'mall punped.

Mara jokingly touches his arm Trevor's eyes |ight up.
MARA

It's good, you | ook better. Happier,
actually. You struck ne as kind of,

ah, | shouldn't say it.
TREVOR
No, it's okay.
MARA
Depr essed.
TREVOR
Real | y?

They start wal king. Brad lurks in the distance.
| NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER, COM C STAND - DAY

Brad continues watching. Cal breezes past him



CAL
Where's Trevor? | heard about what
happened to Lockdown.
(1 ooks around)
Ch, there he is.

BRAD
No, no, no...

Brad pulls Cal back a few steps.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
He's busy with sonething. So we'll
act like we're busy too.
(points to eyes)
But we'll keep a | ook out.

Cal | ooks over the crowd, sees Trevor and Mar a.

CAL
Ch, | get you.

They both [ift up comc books, shield their faces. They
follow Trevor and Mara from a safe di stance.

| NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER - DAY

Mara stops at a SUPERMAN MEMORABI LI A counter. She goes
t hrough sone of the old toys.

TREVOR
Can | ask you why you seemto |ike
super heroes so nmuch?

MARA
My nother credited it to daddy issues.
| never played with Barbie's, | played

with toy trucks and Superman doll s.
(hol ds up toy)
Li ke this one.

Trevor gently grabs it fromher hand. He hands the TELLER a
few dollars, gives it back to Mara.

TREVOR
That's on ne.

MARA
That' s sweet.

They continue wal king. Trevor |ooks over his shoulder. He
wat ches Brad and Cal follow as they stare into com ¢ books,
blindly stunbling over people, desperate to | ook subtle.

TREVOR
VWhat are daddy issues, exactly?



MARA
To be honest?
(Trevor nods)
Just a lack of a father. It sets
everything of f bal ance, especially
for a young girl.

TREVOR
My not her di ed, when | was younger.
So I know what you nean.

MARA
Vell, ny dad was just an asshol e.
He didn't drink or anything, but he
was just termnally depressed. GCot
married too young, didn't |ike where
he was. So he took off, never left
my not her a dine.

(beat)
It's funny, | haven't tal ked about
that in a while.
TREVOR
Did it feel good?
MARA
Yeah. For sone reason | feel like |
can trust you. Confide in you, even.
TREVOR
A |l ot of people tell ne that, | can't

figure out why.

Mara stops for a nonent. She stares at Trevor.

MARA
You have trusting eyes. They're not
cynical, like nost people.

TREVOR

Real | y? Thanks.
Mara smles again. Trevor chuckl es.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
God, | gotta buy you Superman toys
nore often.

| NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER, WATER FOUNTAI N - DAY

A fat, pudgy |ooking man, sips fromthe fountain. He | ooks
di sheveled, his hair is matted. Brad stands behind him

BRAD
Hey, buddy. I'mthirsty. [It'd be
nice if I could get sonething to
drink, you know. .. Today.



The pudgy man continues dri nki ng.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Hey, Orca. | know you m ght be trying
to return honme, but...

The man turns around, stands up straight. He's easily half
a foot taller than Brad. This is BERNARD "LOCKDOMN' STRAI T.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Holy shit. You're the guy.

Cal wal ks up behind him

CAL
Holy shit. It's Lockdown.
BRAD
Dude, | just called this guy 'Oca'.

Lockdown grabs Brad by the shoul der.

L OCKDOVWN
You got a problem boy?

BRAD
Holy shit!

Cal walks up with a noney clip filled with bills.

CAL
Hey, could you do us a favor?

Lockdown grabs the noney clip, smles. He pats Brad on the
shoul der j oki ngly.

L OCKDOWN

Yeah, buddy. Watever you want.
BRAD

Man, you ruined it. | alnost had ny

neck broken by Lockdown hinsel f!
Shit, that woul d' ve been awesone.

Lockdown rai ses his giant hand to Brad' s neck.

L OCKDOVWN
| could still do it.

BRAD
No, no. Forget about it. |It's not
really a spur of the nonment thing
anynore. ..

L OCKDOVWN

Ckay then, so what's the favor?



| NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER, CARTOON CORNER - DAY

Trevor and Mara walk with a set of bags, filled to the brim
with com cs and toys.

TREVOR
No way, you liked the Smurfs? That's
not possible. Honestly, you' re from
anot her pl anet. ..

MARA
What can | say, | have weird tastes.
TREVOR

It's anything but weird.

LOCKDOMWN (O. S.)
| liked the Snurfs.

Mara's eyes widen. She drops the bags, throws her hand over
mout h and screans.

MARA
Chm god! Lockdown!

Lockdown puts a hand on her shoul der, quiets her down. Trevor
starts searching around the center for Cal and Brad, who
wave fromthe water fountain. He smles back.

MARA ( CONT' D)
Wiy weren't you at your stand?

L OCKDOVWN
| was just wal king around. Cetting
sone air. | saw this beautiful woman

wal ki ng around with com cs, and
t hought she | ooked out of place.
So, | figured I'd say hello.

MARA
Chmgod, | can't believe this.
(to Trevor)
Can you believe this?

TREVOR
| could try.

He and Lockdown exchange a know ng gl ance.

L OCKDOVWN
So...?

MARA
My nane's Mara. This is Trevor.

L OCKDOWN
Mara, what did you buy?



MARA
Ch, Trevor bought ne...

She continues, the sound fades. Trevor watches her speak
excitedly, never breaking eye contact from Lockdown. Hi's
face is one of desire, wanting to trade places with him

CUT TGO
| NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, OUTSI DE BEDROOM - DUSK
A famliar repeat of the scene earlier in the film

Brad sits on a chair in the hallway, newspaper folded on his
| ap. He checks his watch, checks the door.

BRAD
I"mstarting to coll..

Bef ore he can finish, the bedroom door sw ngs open. Trevor
stands there in an all black outfit, pants, long sleeve t-
shirt, and a bl ack bandanna covering the top of his head.

Al'l except for the eyes, which have been cut out.

TREVOR
| feel |ike an asshol e.

BRAD
Perf ect.

CUT TO
EXT. NEW YORK STREETS - N GHT

Mara strides through a busy intersection, passes by a NEWS
VAN that's parked on the corner.

A man in a TRENCH COAT is followi ng her. Sonething glints
in his hand. Mara is aware of his presence. She tightens
her purse to her chest, breathes deeply.

Mara wat ches a SUSPI Cl QUS CAR pull up al ong beside her. The
w ndows are rolled up, the lights turned off.

Mara steps up to the next street-light, it's red. She waits
for the little sign to change. It takes forever. The car
door opens, she clenches further. The Trench Coat is close.
Too close! Hi's hand cl asps around her neck.

MARA
HELP!

Anot her man | eaps fromthe Suspicious Car, he hel ps drag
Mara into a nearby alley. They nuffle her screans.



In the distance, the News Van stirs a bit. The NEWS ANCHOR
sticks his head out of the |large side door, |ooks around.

EXT. ALLEY, BEH ND RESTAURANT - NI GHT

Mara is thrown down into a pile of garbage bags. She
struggles to get up, but they push her back down. It's rough,
but sonmehow they try not to hurt her.

Trench Coat flicks out the LONG S| LVER BLADE.

MARA
Pl ease don't hurt ne...

TRENCH COAT
That's the last thing on our m nd,
sweet heart.

He brings the blade up, ready to sw ng, when:

A BLACK GLOVED HAND snat ches Trench Coat's forearm It shakes
the knife away, then spins the arm around the man's back.

Trevor, dressed in his costune, tosses Trench Coat into the
SECOND MAN and roughly spin kicks himinto the building wall.
The two fall down in a pile, alittle too easily.

Trevor speaks, but with a deeper voice:

TREVOR

Ma'am are you all right?
MARA

Yes, |I'mfine.

He hel ps Mara up. She smles at him shock and awe.

TREVOR
| hope this doesn't put you off
wal king, it's still the nost
convenient way to travel..
(beat)
Short di stances.

She lets out a |augh, covers her nouth shyly.

MARA
Thank you, sir.

A huge FLOOD LI GHT blasts into the alley. Trevor and Mara
are both stunned to see the NEW5 ANCHOR standing there, while
hi s CAMERA MAN j ockeys for a better position.

NEWS ANCHOR
That was amazing, sir! Amazing!
You saved that hel pl ess woman from
two street thugs --



MARA
Hel pl ess?

NEWS ANCHOR
-- what do you have to say now? Wy
are you doing this?

The News Anchor gets a little close, Trevor backs away.
This wasn't part of the plan.

TREVOR
Uh... Unh..

NEWS ANCHOR
Are you the new repl acenent for
Lockdown? Are you trying to fil
t he shoes of New York's last crinme
fighter? Sir!

TREVOR
| think I have to go..

Mara turns to Trevor, says sonething. The News Anchor waits
in a strangely thrilled exasperation..

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
WIlling to save the world, |adies
and gentl enen, one day at a tine!

He runs off into the alley, into shadow. Mara watches him
go. The News Anchor and Canera Man then fix on the two
unconscious 'crimnals', balled up in the corner.

NEWS ANCHOR
You'l | be happy to know that the
police are on their way.
Quietly, the two whi sper to each other..

TRENCH COAT
Dude, Brad never said..

SECOND MAN
| know. We're fucked.

Two POLI CE CARS screamup to the alley, officers pour out.

Mara feels around in her jacket pocket. She finds a small,
crunpl ed up piece of paper, witten on it:

"Tonorrow ni ght, Central Park, 12 sharp.”
| NT. KARACKE BAR - NI GHT

A large, drunk LUMBERJACK-I| ooking guy is standing up on stage,
singing a poor man's rendition of Queen's 'Bohem an Rhapsody'.



Brad, Dennis, and Trevor, now in plain clothes, are
celebrating by the bar. Trevor bl ows back a cheap shot,
Brad | aughs, pats himon the back a little too hard.

BRAD
We popped your cherry!

Trevor hitches his shoulder, tries to |augh.

DENNI S
| don't know what the fuck we're
cel ebrating, and | don't care!

TREVOR
VWhere's Cal ?

Brad searches the bar.
I N THE FURTHEST CORNER,

Cal is speaking with an ATTRACTI VE WOMAN by the public
bat hroons. She smles, punches his chest playfully.

BRAD
He's gettin' laid!' [It's a reqgular
sex fest tonight, folKks.

Everyone | aughs. Bohem an Rhapsody cones to a close. Ca
and Attractive Wnman step up, adjust the Karaoke nachi ne.
The song "lronic" by Alanis Mirrisette begins to play.

ON THE TELEVI SI ON,

The noise is drowned out by music, but the NI GHTLY NEWS i s

on. Dark footage of Trevor saving Mara fromthe two crimnals
is playing. It |ooked bad before, it |ooks heroic now.

Trevor and Brad watch intently fromthe bar. Dennis is caught
up in applauding Cal and Attractive Wnan.

TREVOR
You know what this neans, right?
BRAD
It's alittle bit nore exposure than
| woul d' ve |iked.
TREVOR
But it worked, didn't it?
BRAD
Yeah it did.
TREVOR

| feel good.



BRAD
You should, man. You did a great
thing. But |I'mworried..

TREVOR
You, worried? About what?

BRAD
Expect ati ons.

Trevor breathes deeply, slaps Brad on the back a little hard.

TREVOR
Loosen up, man. It's all going to
be perfectly fine.

ON THE STAGE,
Cal and Attractive Wman sing:

CAL & ATTRACTI VE WOVAN
Isn't it ironic, dont'cha think!?

CUT TO
| NT. LAKESI DE RETI REMENT HOME, ROOM 202 - NI GHT

An ol der man stands in the bathroom He stands over the
toilet, struggling, pants around his ankles.

VO CE (O S.)
The news is on, Shepherd.

SHEPHERD continues trying to piss, but it ain't com ng.

SHEPHERD
Just a mnute, |I'm al nost. ..

Shepherd grimaces. H's old face winkles up in absolute
pain, he takes in quick, panicked breaths. H's eyes begin
to water. Finally, he just collapses to the ground.

VO CE (O S.)
| heard a thunp, you dead yet?

SHEPHERD
No.

VOCE (O S.)
The news i s on.

IN THE MAI N ROOM

A slightly younger man, HOUND, sits in a confortable chair
watching a little tel evision.

Shepherd drags hinself into the room pulling his pants up
over his checkered boxers.



He returns to the bed, lays down in an awkward heap. The
Ni ghtly News is playing.

A famliar face is seated behi nd the NEWS DESK.

NEWS ANCHOR
Wth an unmat ched anount of courage
and strength, this man fought off
two local crimnals to save a poor
woman's life. It was a show of
bravery that we haven't seen since
the tinme of Lockdown.

Shepherd and Hound cl ench up, angry.

SHEPHERD
Did | hear that correctly.

HOUND
Yeah, ya' did.

SHEPHERD
That creany little fuck in the video?
|s that Lockdown's kid or sonethin'?

HOUND
W killed his kid.
SHEPHERD
Ch yeah, right. | forgot about that.

The news continues. The interview with Mara.

HOUND
Cute girl. Looks |ike his squeeze.
SHEPHERD

We better pound her for info.

HOUND
From here?

Shepherd | ooks out the window. He feels his aging face, his
graying hair, and finally his pained groin.

SHEPHERD
Nah, we're walkin' outta this place.

HOUND
| thought you said we'd be quiet
after Lockdown hit the skids.

SHEPHERD
Looks i ke we just got our sequel.

HOUND
Fi ne then, but how do we slide?



Shepherd reaches over, pushes a button beside the bed.

SHEPHERD
Wat ch and | earn.

| NT. KARACKE BAR, RESTAURANT TABLE - N GHT

Brad and Cal sit by thenselves. The crowd has thinned out a
bit, the karaoke bar is abandoned.

CAL
| think I did good with that girl.
| got her nunber, but | don't know
what to do, exactly. Because | got
i ke two ot her nunbers, too.

BRAD
| guess they really liked your singing
voi ce. But you've got a lot to |earn.

CAL
It's the first time |'ve been burdened
with options. | know what |'m gonna
do next, but 1'd like to hear from
t he school of Brad. Teach ne.

BRAD

You really want to know what | think?
CAL

Yeah.
BRAD

The problemis, wth guys, is that
t hey chase the theoretical idea of
woman, not one, but all of them

You see, that doesn't work because
wonen want to be singled out, they

want to be cared for. If you chase
down all of them you'll get none of
them Know what | nean?

CAL
Not really.

BRAD

Look, it's like a lion stalking a
fl ock of gazelle.

CAL
You think I should stalk girls?

BRAD
No, not technically. But sorta.

CAL
Isn't that illegal?



BRAD

You're not getting ne. You should
wat ch them fromthe bushes -- no,
mean... fromthe other side of the
club. Survey them find out which
one is the weakest... | don't nean
strength wise, but like... weakest
as in who would fall for you.

CAL
So one in high heel s?

BRAD
You don't literally chase them you
only theoretically chase them

CAL
So do we theoretically date?

BRAD
No. You physically walk up to them
and you find the weakest one, and
t hen you pounce.

CAL
That' s rape.
BRAD
Again, not literally.
CAL
Ckay, so then I talk to her
BRAD
Exactly.
CAL

So when does di senmbowel i ng her and
feeding her to ny young cone in?

Brad sighs, slans his head into the table.

CAL ( CONT' D)
That |l ooks like it hurt.

BRAD
(not novi ng)
It did. | think I put alittle too
much into it.

DENNIS (O S.)
Wo! Go T- man!

Brad peeks up, a red mark on his forehead.

BRAD
VWhat the hell was that?



AT THE KARACKE MACHI NE

Trevor is piss drunk. He |leans down, grabs the mc. Misic
begi ns crackling: "Bitch" by Meredith Brooks.

TREVOR
| hate the world today, You' re so
good to ne, | know but | can't change!

Trevor continues singing, doing a bang up job. People cheer.
| NT. LAKESI DE RETI REMENT HOVE, ROOM 202 - NI GHT

An ORDERLY wal ks into the room it's enpty. He searches
around, finds the | ocked bat hroom door. He knocks.

ORDERLY
Hel | o, anyone in there?

The bat hroom door BURSTS OUT into the Orderly's face. He
falls back to the ground. Hound |eaps out fromthe closet
with a bed pan, he viciously beats the O derly.

Hound t hrows the bl ood- soaked bed pan to the side.

Shepherd steps out of the bathroom he wears a well tailored
suit. He throws a second suit to Hound.

SHEPHERD
When we wal k out of this place, we
do so with style.

Shepherd pulls up a .44 MAGNUM checks the chanber, |ocks it
back into place. Snooth as silk.

HOUND
Damm strai ght

Hound quickly gets into the suit, throws off his old clothes.

A SECOND ORDERLY stunbles into the room He trips over the
first orderly, cones face to face wth his gored body.

SECOND ORDERLY
Holy shit!

The Magnum cocks behind his head. The orderly stiffens,
throws his hands out in front of him

SECOND ORDERLY ( CONT' D)
What... do you want?

Shepherd grins, crow s feet stretch down his cheeks.

SHEPHERD
Alittle bit o' vengeance.

He pulls the trigger. A flash consunes everything.



| NT. KARACKE BAR - NI GHT

Dennis and Cal sit at the table, clapping. Brad doesn't

clap, he looks at his friend with a certain anount of concern,
then takes a sip of beer.

AT THE KARACKE MACHI NE

Trevor, oblivious to everything, keeps on singing.

TREVOR
|'ma bitch, I'ma lover, I"'ma child,
l'"'ma nother, |'ma sinner, |'ma
saint, | do not feel ashaned, |I'm

your hell --

Trevor trips over the mcrophone chord. He flops over the
side of the stage, crashes into an enpty table.

DENNI S
Check, pl ease!

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON, HOLDI NG CELL - NI GHT
Trench Coat and Second Man sit anongst hardened crim nal s.

SECOND MAN
He's not comng to bail us out...

TRENCH COAT
| know. We're fucked.

CUT TO
| NT. Bl LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES - DAY
Brad punches his card, slides it back into place. He enters
the office refreshed. He wal ks through the aisles, glances
around to see:

Cal, speaking on the phone excitedly to Attractive Wnman.
He smles, spins around in his chair. Twrls his nustache.

Dennis, standing in the furthest corner, speaking to the two
Femal e Co-Wrkers. He thrusts his hips crudely, they |augh.

Finally, Trevor, passed out face first on his desk.
| NT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, TREVOR S DESK - DAY
Brad sits down next to Trevor, taps himon the back.

TREVOR
Lee-nme-al one... Fuckin' tired.

Trevor tucks his face in further. Brad |eaves, disappointed.



I NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BRAD S DESK - DAY

Perfectly organized. Brad sits down, a sad | ook on his face.
He stacks the papers on his desk, glances around. Al one.

| NT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BREAK ROOM - DAY
Mara and her G RLFRI END POSSE sit at the break roomtabl e.

PCSSE #1
So, howwas it? | saw you on the
news and you | ooked good!

Trevor wal ks into the room rifles through the fridge.

MARA
It was scary, until he cane.

POSSE #2
You cone a little, too?

The girls laugh. WMara sl aps Posse #2.

MARA
No... Not yet.

Trevor, still in the fridge, suddenly jerks up. He snashes
his head on the inner shelf. Yelps.

MARA ( CONT' D)
You okay, clunsy?

Trevor steps out, rubs his head.

TREVOR
Yeah, just dinged the fender.

MARA
| heard about you the other day.
Rockin' out and then busted up a
karaoke bar. Good worKk.

TREVOR
Not nearly as adventurous as you. |
don't know how guys can conpete with
crime fighters.

MARA
You? You don't have to.
(beat)
You' re sweet just the way you are.

Trevor stops, speechless. The Posse shares know ng | ooks.

TREVOR (V. Q)
| don't know what to do..



I NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BRAD S DESK - DAY

Brad is seated at his desk. Trevor is on top of it.

BRAD
Now you feel |ike talking to ne.
TREVOR
She said that she liked nme the way |
was, | think she was trying to say
somet hi ng.
BRAD
Li ke what ?
TREVOR

Maybe nake a nove on her

BRAD
What about your hero guy? Wait,
does he even have a nane yet?

TREVOR
No, but | don't think I need him |
can get her without a stupid mask.
(beat)
The problemis the neeting we have
t oni ght .

BRAD
You asked her on a date?

TREVOR
No, the mask guy thing. The note
you told ne to | eave her

BRAD
Ch yeah, shit.

TREVOR
VWhat do | do?

BRAD
| " m not sure.

TREVOR
You' re the fucking advice guy.

Brad turns to his conputer, types a bit.

BRAD

Maybe | don't want to be.
(beat - sighs)

Okay. Just tell her that tonight is
the last night your little hero buddy
makes an appearance. He's going out
of town, or whatever.

( MORE)



BRAD ( CONT' D)
You renove the conpetition and go in
for the kill...

TREVOR
Al right, all right. Good idea.

BRAD
| just want to h--

TREVOR
OH By the way, Cal said that you
told himto kill his girlfriend or
sonething. Are you jeal ous?

Brad |l ets out a genuine |augh. He |ooks over to Cal.
AT CAL' S DESK,

Cal continues to spin in his chair, the phone chord slowy
tw sts around his neck. Gow ng taut. He doesn't notice.

BRAD (0. S.)
| sonetimes wonder how he's nmade it
this far...

The chord cl enches. Cal chokes, falls out of his chair.
EXT. CENTRAL PARK, THE LAKE - N GHT

Mara's digital watch reads 12:00. She | ooks around, pulls
her jacket in tightly. 1It's cold, quiet.

MARA
He certainly picked a dangerous pl ace
to nmeet ne...

TREVOR (0. S.)
Hel | o.

Mara gasps. Trevor is beside her, dressed in the bandanna
and black outfit. He smles.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
| didn't think you' d cone.

MARA
It's not a big deal. Grl in the
park, 1 brought ny mace. Just in
case sone asshol e showed up instead
of you.

TREVOR
Thoughtful. My |I see it?

She pulls the nmace out of her purse, hands it over.



MARA
It's pretty good stuff.

Trevor exan nes the nmace cani ster. Mara turns to the | ake,
studi es the waves as the npon shimers off them

TREVOR
How do you. .

He presses the button, it sprays his face. He starts coughing
and hacki ng, al nost renpves his bandanna.

MARA
VWhat's wrong?

TREVOR
(rights hinself)
That's very potent.

He hands over the mace. She pockets it.

MARA

Yeah... So what did you want?
TREVOR

To talk to you, | believe.
MARA

Because, you know, |'mnot going to

be your Lois Lane or anything.

TREVOR
Well, thank God for that.

INT. MCKEY'S MARTINI CLUB - NI GHT

The BARTENDER swi pes a rag across the counter, places down a
coaster. Brad sits in the adjacent stool.

BRAD
Just a draft. Make it thick.

BARTENDER
Com n' right up

The Bartender grabs a glass, starts to fill it.

LOCKDOWN (O S.)
Hey bub, that one's on ne.

Brad | ooks down at the end of the bar. Lockdown is there,
alone, with a half-enmpty glass of beer.

LOCKDOMN ( CONT' D)
Cone on over here.



EXT. CENTRAL PARK, THE LAKE - NI GHT
Mara and Trevor wal k along the | ake. She stays a step ahead.
MARA

So you're not com ng back, the whole
crime fighting thing was a one-off?

TREVOR
Yes. | have to |eave, | thought |
had nore tinme but | was sorely
m staken. |'msorry...
MARA
Don't apol ogi ze to ne.
TREVOR
But. ..
MARA

To me, you're just an asshole in a
mask. Scared of anyone seei ng who
you are. Sure, you saved ne, but
that the fuck el se have you done?

TREVOR
Not hi ng, | guess.

MARA
You're a poor man's hero.

TREVOR
I s that why you canme here? Just to
tell me that.

MARA
Alittle. 1 feel vindicated now.
|"m not just a dansel in distress
you can save, woo, then fuck

TREVOR
That wasn't ny intention.

MARA
Your mask is pretty hot, and those
pants couldn't be nuch tighter..
(shakes her head)
But no, no. | can't be drawn in
i ke that.

I NT. MCKEY'S MARTINI CLUB - N GHT
Lockdown has an arm over Brad, they share a | augh.
BRAD

So why'd you do it? Wiy did you
fight crinme?



L OCKDOWN
For the chicks, bro. | nean, you can
get sone hot pussy if you're a guy
like me. But if you're a guy like
me and you punch out a bank robber
every now and again... Hot damm!

Lockdown punches the bar. Everyone flinches.

BRAD
Nobl e.
L OCKDOWN
Fuck noble. This ain't a com c book.
It's real life. There's just one
problemthat real life brings to it.
BRAD

VWhat's that?

L OCKDOWN
Age. You get old. Broads don't
want you, your |egs stop working.
Can't punch a bank robber because
you can't fuckin' catch up with 'em
It's a rough ride.

BRAD
Sounds | i ke sh--

L OCKDOWN
Plus! You start watching all the
ot her guys getting attention. Quys
like us, normes, don't stand a chance
agai nst these nuscl e bound fucks.
You know what |'mtal ki ng about ?
Gym heads. Roid-lovers. Pinple-
assed not herfuckers..

BRAD
| get the idea.

L OCKDOWN
They take "emall and they don't
care. Then what are we left with?

BRAD
Not hi ng.
L OCKDOWN
Damm right. Nothing at all. The

hero will always get the chick
Know what | nean?

Brad slides the coaster around on the bar counter. He checks
the glass, takes a swg of beer. It goes down hard.



BRAD
That happened to ne recently.

L OCKDOWN
What di d?

BRAD
Buddy of mne wanted a girl. A girl
that | 1iked.

L OCKDOWN

The skinny friend? The guy who's
nanci ng around in that costunme?

BRAD
Yeah. ..
(doubl e checks)
Wait, you knew?

L OCKDOWN
That costune is fucking ghetto.

Brad | aughs, a little drunk.

BRAD
| know. | know. Anyway, that girl
you tal ked to...
L OCKDOWN
Mar a.
BRAD
Yeah, that's it. | always had a

l[ittle thing for her. Then he wanted
her, and | put his shit ahead of

mne. | said, fuck it, he's a friend
so I'l'l help himget her.
(beat)

Meanwhile, I'mleft with ny cock
SW ngi ng over a canyon.

L OCKDOWN
My cock tends to fill the canyon.
(off Brad's | ook)
Sorry, | had to.

BRAD
It's all right.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK, THE LAKE - NI GHT

Mara has stopped dead, her angry |look cuts into Trevor, even
through his silly little mask.

MARA
What kind of a nman are you?
( MORE)



MARA ( CONT' D)
What kind of a nman goes out to save
one person, a girl, just to get in
her pants? That's awful

TREVOR
That's not what | want ed!
MARA
Then go back out there, chase sirens.
TREVOR
It's not that sinple. It's nore
conpl ex.
MARA

Yes. Yes it is. There are people

out there who need help and you were

willing to give it. That one little

event, | think, brought them hope.
(beat)

It certainly did for ne. Until now.

Trevor gets in closer, pleading:

TREVOR
Hey, Superman chased pussy t oo!

Mara sl aps himhard across the face. H's bandanna swirls to
t he side, blocking his vision.

MARA
Don't you ever talk about Superman
like that, to ne... Ever.

Trevor re-adjusts the bandanna, now he can see.

TREVOR
" m sorry.

Police sirens blare on the streets. Red lights illumnate
the distant trees. A crinme is happening.

Mara's hand points out, astute. Follow them

MARA
Go!

Trevor stands there, strong. A red mark grows on his face.
He turns around, watches the red |ights streak across the
park perineter. H's feet grind, he starts running.

INT. MCKEY'S MARTINI CLUB - NI GHT

BRAD
The one thing | wonder about.



L OCKDOVWN
Yeah?

BRAD
Were you ever scared?

EXT. CENTRAL PARK, PERI METER - N GHT
Trevor runs hard over the grass, out of Mara's sight.

LOCKDOMN (V. O.)
Every. Single. Day.

BRAD (V. Q)
How did you do it?

LOCKDOMWN (V. O.)
Strength. Honor. Self respect.

Trevor starts slow ng down, doubting hinself.

BRAD (V. Q)
And pussy.

LOCKDOMWN (V. Q.)
Ri ght, yeah, sorry. And pussy.

Trevor tears the bandanna off, throws it on the ground. He
| ooks back to the | ake, Mara is gone.

TREVOR
Fuck this. Not a chance in hell.

He tucks his hands into his pockets, wal ks away.

The bandanna sits there, alone in the grass. A relic of
chivalry, as the footsteps grow further away.

BRAD (V. Q)
| don't think nmy friend has any of
t hose qualities.
INT. MCKEY'S MARTI NI CLUB - NI GHT
Lockdown snmiles, draws Brad in close.

L OCKDOVWN
You' d be surprised.

EXT. CONVEN ENCE STORE, SIDEWALK - N GHT

A PCLI CE OFFI CER cl oses off the block with yellow tape. A
fire fighter carries a rolled up hose over his shoul der.

The ol d conveni ence store has been burnt to a crisp.

Two snpke-stai ned survivors sit on the back of the fire truck,
nmout hs sucki ng back oxygen. Relieved.



That sanme Police Oficer | eans down to speak with them

PCLI CE OFFI CER
What happened, exactly?

SURVI VOR #1
Two guys wal ked in, both of them
were wearing these stupid masks...

SURVI VOR #2
Then they -- they, uh, they tied us
up and |it the place on fire.

PCLI CE OFFI CER
Anyt hi ng st ol en?

SURVI VOR #1
No, | don't know what the hell they
want ed.

POLI CE OFFI CER
Coul d you identify thenf

SURVI VOR #1
No. .

SURVI VOR #2
Nah, one was younger. One was ol der,
had a funny walk. That's it.

ACRCSS THE STREET,

A newsstand sits alone. Hound is behind the counter.
wearing a baseball cap, pulled tightly over his head.

Police Oficer wal ks up.

PCLI CE OFFI CER #2
Hey pal, you see anythin'?

HOUND
No bud, just got on the clock. Last
guy just checked out.

PCLI CE OFFI CER #2
Thanks, sorry for the problem

The Police O ficer heads back to the scene.

HOUND
No problem hell of a view

Shepherd approaches fromthe alley, dressed in a hobo's

j acket. He wal ks up, grabs a NEW YORK TI MES.

HOUND ( CONT' D)
Two dol | ars, babe.

He' s
Anot her



SHEPHERD
Stop fuckin' around. Wat's the
ski nny?

HOUND
Both of "em survived. Cops got 'ere
just on the ticker. No nmasked nman.

SHEPHERD
Di sappoi nti ng.

HOUND
Tellin' nme... You think he'll show?

Shepherd flips through the paper, towards the end.

SHEPHERD
M ght'a got the willies. Mght'a
been savin' sone other schmuck.
(reads paper, angry)
Sonuvabi t ch.

HOUND
VWat's rollin'?

SHEPHERD
We got a nention in the rag, but
it's way in the black section. Barely
a shout. Two aging crimnals escape
ol d age hone, foul play involved.

HOUND
Any Pol aroi d's?

SHEPHERD
Nada.

HOUND

VWhat a shane.

Shepherd folds up the paper, leaves it on the counter.

HOUND ( CONT' D)
So what's the schemati c?

SHEPHERD
Gotta make an inprint on the news.

HOUND
Really, fella' could get used to a
nine-to-five like this? 'Specially
since the last guy split his cap.

Hound | aughs, taps his hat, |ooks beneath the counter:
Newsstand Vendor is laying there, bullet in the brain.

The



SHEPHERD
| think we only got one nove to nmake
now, one dance- step.

ON THE SI DEWALK

Trevor wal ks by the scene of the fire. He fetches a few
gl ances, stuffs his hands deeper into his pockets. He wal ks
past the Newsstand, kindly nods to Shepherd and Hound.

They wait for himto pass, off down the street.

SHEPHERD ( CONT' D)
We find the girl. Fucker's gonna
realize that gettin' the willies is
gonna cost him a spread.

I NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Trevor wal ks in, throws his keys on the desk. It's pitch
bl ack. He reaches to flick the lights on, stops.

TREVOR
Hel | 0?

Brad is sitting quietly in the corner of the room

BRAD
Hone from your nice date. You get a
fuck out of the deal ?

TREVOR
Brad? What the hell are you doi ng?

Brad turns on the table lanp next to him He's bleary eyed,
angry, and definitely confused.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
You |l ook like shit.

BRAD
Funny, you're the one who should
feel like shit. Since you are shit
TREVOR
| can't take this right now
BRAD
All | tried to do was hel p you, and
all you did was fuck ne over

TREVOR
Dude, honestly. What in the name of
fuck are you tal ki ng about ?

BRAD
Doesn't nmatter.



TREVOR
Then |1' m gonna go crash.

Brad stands up, wobbles a bit.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Ch, you're drunk

BRAD
Havi ng a nonent of clarity, actually.

TREVOR
Judgi ng by that | enon-y | ook on your
face, that's the last fucking thing
on your mnd right now Just go to
bed, get sone sl eep.

BRAD
Fuck you.

TREVOR
Oh God, you have to stop now. |
didn't get into her fucking pants,
okay. She likes ne, she doesn't
i ke the fucking mask.

BRAD
Yeah, bullshit. | hel ped you get
her, and what do you show ne?
TREVOR
| haven't thanked you enough?

(beat)
Fi ne, fucking thank you for being
such a great friend.

BRAD
Less patroni zing, you pussy-chasing
asshol e.

Trevor throws his coat down, heads for the bat hroom

TREVOR
Fuck. You. End of story.

BRAD
No, the story doesn't end..

Brad grabs his arm Trevor imedi ately snaps his hand away,
but it catches Brad in the gut.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
So you want to fight?

TREVOR
Brad, conme on, nman. | know that
you' re just being a fuckhead, but
this is taking it a little --



Brad makes a wi de haynaker, msses, falls face first into
t he hardwood floor. Trevor steps over him

BRAD
Conme on, you asshol e.
TREVOR
Stay there, go to bed. 1'Il get you

a pillow and bl anket.

Brad gets up, dusts hinself off.

BRAD
No, | gotta work tonorrow.
TREVOR
Real ly? | never ever see you worKking

you stupid lazy fuck

Brad's eyes snap into clarity. H's face hardens. Trevor
gets it, he steps forward to pl ead.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
No, no... Come on, nan. Look. .

Brad wal ks over to the seat in the corner. He plucks up his
keys, heads for the front door.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
l"msorry man, it's just... | never
see you working. Cone on! Look
what you fucking said to ne!

Trevor stands in the furthest corner of the room Brad stands
at the hal f-open door.

BRAD
It's never been about that.

Brad wal ks out. G ngerly closes the door behind him

TREVOR
FUCK

Trevor throws his hands in the air, pleads wth the sky. He
sighs, starts to peel off his shirt.

I NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, BATHROOM - NI GHT

Trevor stands in the bathroomin his boxers, stoic. He stares
into the mrror, back at his own face.

TREVOR
He was drunk, it's okay. He'll forget
all about it.
(beat - thinks a nonent)
Fuck.



| NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES - DAY

PAUL, the boss, dressed in a white shirt, strolls through
the office with his enornmous gut and thinning hair.

Dennis and Cal stand in the corner, watching sonething.
PAUL
VWhat the hell's goin' on? Wy ain't
you bustin' sonme chops?

Dennis points to Trevor, who paces around the office. He
gl ances at Mara, she doesn't notice. Then circles again.

DENNI S
W' re wat ching the show

In the break room the m crowave bings. Cal strides over,
opens it up, returns with a bag of popcorn.

CAL
Watch it, it's hot.
He opens it up, grabs a handful. Scarfs it down.
DENNI S
Pace yourself, we still got I|ike

t hree hours of this.

PAUL
| f you guys don't stop..

DENNI S
Shh... He's nmaki ng anot her approach.

ACROSS THE COFFI CE

Trevor strides directly up to Mara. He waits, she finally
| ooks up from her paperworKk.

MARA
Hey, what's up?
TREVOR
Do you wanna... Like, go out on a..

You know, a thing. Planned tine. |
dress up. You dress up. O othes.

MARA
(sml es)
A date?

TREVOR
Yeah, one of those.

MARA
Sur e.



Trevor lets out a sigh of relief. Smles back.
MARA ( CONT' D)

As long as you tell nme what your
buddi es are doi ng over there?

Brad | ooks up:

Cal, Dennis, and Paul stand by the door. Paul shoves a
handful of popcorn into his nouth, waves.

TREVOR
| honestly have no i dea.

MARA
So, where do you wanna go?

AT THE BREAK ROOM

Brad wal ks up to Paul and the others.

BRAD
What are you guys | ooking at?
PAUL
Shh... We're observing the | ove nmaking

process of the wild humanoi d.

Brad gl ances over at Trevor and Mara, they smle and | augh.

BRAD
"' m gonna take off, okay? | feel a
little sick.

PAUL

(not | ooki ng)
Sure, that's good. See you tonorrow?

BRAD
Definitely.

Brad throws an angry |l ook to the others, |eaves.
| NT. Bl LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, MARA' S DESK - DAY

Trevor scribbles the tinme down on a sheet of paper.

TREVCOR

So seven o' clock, we neet?
MARA

Sur e. "Il make the tine.

Trevor's attention is drawn across the room He watches
Brad grab his things, wal k out of the office. Punch out.

TREVOR
VWhat the fuck?



MARA
Everyt hi ng okay?

Trevor stands, noves away.

TREVOR
Yeah, 1'Il be right back.

I NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, PAUL'S OFFI CE - DAY

Paul scranbles back into his office, w pes the hot butter
fromhis face. He clears his throat.

Trevor wal ks in, determ ned and angry.

PAUL
Yes, Trevor? \Wat's the problenf?
TREVOR
Aside fromthe spying.
Paul accidentally coughs up a kernel. He swipes it away.
PAUL
Yeah. Aside fromthat.
TREVOR
Wy the fuck are you letting Brad go
home early? | never get that kind
of luxury, and | bust my ass at this
pl ace. | never see hi mworKking.
PAUL
Real | y? You nust have bad eyes.
TREVOR
VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?
PAUL
Brad finished this days work before
lunch today. | have it right here.

He pulls a folder up fromthe drawer, slaps it on the desk.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
Great stuff, | mght add.

TREVOR
What about every other day?

PAUL
Sane thing. He hasn't mssed a day's
work in like three years.

TREVOR
But he's wal king around all the tine.



PAUL

W let him He does his eight hours
in three. Five are up for grabs.
TREVOR
But. ..
PAUL

There's really nothing el se to say.

Trevor picks up the folder. He flips through it, every page
cuts into himlike a knife.

TREVOR
' msuch an asshol e.

| NT. THE CHATEAU, W NDOW BOOTH - NI GHT

Trevor and Mara pick through their fine French cuisine.

MARA

You're not a bad guy, Trevor.
TREVOR

Sonetinmes | wonder. Like, | wonder

whet her or not |I'mpart of a greater
whole. O if we're just floating
around on a blue marble.

MARA

Ch, don't get into that with ne.
TREVOR

Wiy? Not a theol ogi an?
MARA

No, | just don't like bullshit.

Maki ng everyone feel small by saying
we're just a speck in the universe.

TREVOR
But we are.

MARA
To God, naybe. But to each ot her,
we're everything. People, and the
connections between themare the
nost inportant thing to us. Fuck
everybody el se.

TREVOR
It's |Iike heroes.

MARA
Another thing |I'd rather not get
i nto today.



TREVOR
| just wonder if they're achieving
nore than soneone |ike ne.

MARA
No, they just fill a gap. It's like
earth's equilibrium

TREVOR
How so?

MARA
Uh, um.. Al we are, really, is a
series of cogs inside this planet.
We keep turning, because that's al
we know how to do. W can ask why,
we can theorize what's outside of
the planet, but it doesn't matter.

(spi ns her hand)

Turn, turn, turn.

TREVOR
Isn't that scary to you?
MARA
No. It's our role, and we fill it

as best we can.

TREVOR
|'d hate to think we're limted by
sonet hi ng so sinple.

MARA
It limts you if you let it.

TREVOR
But if we're just cogs...

MARA
VWhat if we're just specks?

Trevor forks through his food, sips his drink.

TREVOR
| get it. 1'd rather be a cog,
i nstead of sonething that can be
swept under the gal actic carpet.

MARA
Exactly.

TREVOR
So where do we fit in?

MARA
That's what we're trying to figure
out. Cogs tend to click together at
some point or anot her.



TREVOR
kay, I'mreally liking this
conversation, aside fromthe whol e
relating us to cogs, thing.
Mara laughs. It warns Trevor's heart.
EXT. THE CHATEAU, SIDEWALK ACROSS STREET - NI GHT

Brad sits at a bench, watches Mara and Trevor through the
w ndow of the restaurant. He's in shadow, eyes dark.

A bl ack bag is violently pulled over his head!

Hound rises up behind him whispers sonething into his ear.
Brad struggles, gasping. Hound pulls himclean off of the
bench, into the dark alley behind them Silence.

THROUGH THE CHATEAU W NDOW
Trevor and Mara continue eating, |aughing with each other.
EXT. /I NT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, FRONT ENTRANCE - DAY

A taxi cab pulls up to the curb. Trevor and Mara step out,
headed towards the office doors.

MARA
Sure you got enough sl eep?

Trevor groggily blows her off, yawns.

TREVOR
That's your fault. Your apartnent
IS so noisy at night.

MARA
Mm hmm didn't seem|ike you m nded
at the tinme, Trevor.

They step through the revol ving door, into the well polished
of fice | obby.

TREVOR
Do you think |I should say sonething
to Brad?

MARA

Yeah. He's your best friend. |
know it's been bothering you.

TREVOR
| can't help it. After what | said..

Mara interlocks arns with Trevor.

MARA
Gve it a shot. See what happens.



I NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BRAD S DESK - DAY

The desk is enpty. Trevor arrives, |ooks around.

TREVOR
VWhere the hell is he?

I NT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, MARA'S DESK - DAY

Not hi ng.

Mara cups her hand over the phone, leans into the aisle.

Trevor strides past her. Concerned.

MARA
Was he there?

TREVOR
No, gonna go ask Paul .

| NT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, PAUL'S OFFI CE - DAY
Trevor knocks on the door of the office. Pau

TREVOR
Do you know where Brad is? Been
| ooki ng for him

PAUL
No i dea. Haven't seen him

| NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BATHROOM - DAY

Trevor knocks on the door of the furthest stall.

TREVOR
Brad, you in there?

CAL (O S.)
No.

Cal opens the stall door, smles.

CAL ( CONT' D)
Just little old ne.

Trevor rubs his eyebrows, a headache buil ds.
| NT. BI LLI NGSLEY COFFI CES, BREAK ROOM - DAY
Trevor sits, arns crossed. Lunch on the table.

Mara, Dennis and Cal sit on either side of him
his finger through the hole of a bagel.

DENNI S
...and that's the Chut-Wy.

MARA
Ch ny God, you're dirty.

waves himin.

Unt ouched.

Denni s j abs



CAL
|'d never do that with my girlfriend.

MARA
Oh yeah! How s it going with you
two? Good? Better?

CAL
It's good. We got a little trip to
Canada pl anned next week.

MARA
The falls?

Cal nods, takes a bite out of his sushi plate.

MARA ( CONT' D)
That's so romanti c.

CAL
Yeah, it was her i dea.

DENNI S
| remenber the falls. There's this
hotel down there, great hookers..

CAL
(chuckl es)
Real | y?

They continue. Mara |ooks over to Trevor, his eyes are fixed
forward. She puts her hand on his. Reassuring.

MARA
(quietly)
It'Il be okay.

He | ooks at her. A small smle cracks on his |ips.

TREVOR
| hope so.

| NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - DAY

The keys jingle in the |lock. Trevor steps in, Mara behind
him It's enpty, shades drawn.

TREVOR
Brad, buddy, you here?

No response. Mara steps through the apartnent. She pulls
open all the shades. Light pours in.

MARA
You guys live |ike vanpires.



TREVOR
Sorry, | haven't cleaned it in a
while. It's a guy thing.
Mara steps towards Brad's room

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
But Brad's roomis al ways...

Mara opens the door, |ooks in.

MARA
A pig sty.
TREVOR
VWhat ?
Trevor wal ks up. The room has been shaken down. Bed's
unmade, curtains off the wall, dresser's trashed.
TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Oh, no no no... No... Please don't...
MARA

Did he | eave a note?

TREVOR
Ch God, | dunno.

Trevor wal ks back to the desk. He checks through the notepad.
Not hi ng. The answering machi ne: 00.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
VWhat t he FUCK?!

MARA
Trevor! Cal mdown. Wiy are you so
worried about hin? You said you got
into a fight, he mght've just...

TREVOR
Done a lot of things. That's what
" m freaked out about.

MARA
|"m sure he's fine.
Trevor rips the drawer out of the desk. It spills pencils
and paper all along the floor. He breathes deeply.
TREVOR
l"msorry. | don't think you know

what he's capabl e of.

Mara steps up quietly. She grabs Trevor's face, holds him
intightly. Kisses him



MARA
Then tell ne.

Trevor grabs her arns, gathers strength.

TREVOR

He tried to commt suicide once.
Two years ago, after this girl left
him He got depressed. Got angry.
Vani shed, just |ike he did now, and
slit his wists in a notel.

(l aughs, sadly)
Luckily the dunbass didn't do it
right, he just bled out for a bit
until the maid caught him That's
when he noved in with ne.

MARA
He al ways seened so happy.

TREVOR
He is now, | think. But |I was al ways
really gentle with him because |
was afraid that he'd snap again.

MARA
What did you say to hin? Wat do
you t hink woul d make hi m snap?

TREVOR
(1 ooks down - def eat ed)
| don't know. That's why |I'm scared.

MARA
Just think of where he m ght go.
Instead of... the notel.

TREVOR

Probably his nother's.

MARA
Can we get a hold of her?

Trevor points weakly to the phone.

TREVOR
She's on auto dial.

MARA
Ckay, just a mnute.

Mara wal ks over to the phone. Dials.

Trevor | eans down, starts to collect all the junk splayed
out fromthe drawer. Sniffs away a tear



MARA ( CONT' D)

(on phone)
Hell o, Ms. G bbs. Yeah, it's a
friend of Trevor's. |I'mat the
apartnent, yeah... You read it on
the Caller ID? That's good.
(beat)

Soneone called for hin? Could you
tell nme who?

(writes down on pad)
kay. Okay, thanks.

She hangs up the phone. Trevor stands up, returns the drawer
toits place. WMara | ooks confused, holds up the pad of paper.

MARA ( CONT' D)
Who' s Pai sl ey C eaners?

EXT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS - DAY
"Pai sley's, where everything cones with a mrror shine!"

The happy sign reads, bolted to the side of a beat down
factory outside of town. [It's derelict, w ndows boarded.

| NT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS, MAI N ROOM - DAY

Smal | horizontal shafts of light illumnate a famliar face.
Brad gasps for air, lips mashed into the hard cenent fl oor
He pulls hinself up. Looks around. [It's pitch bl ack.

BRAD
Hel | 0?

Hi s voice rapidly echoes back to him

BRAD ( CONT' D)
VWere the hell am|?

Again, rapidly. He's in a confined space.
Huge fluorescent lights buzz to life. The entire factory

space is made clear. Shepherd and Hound stand a nere ten
feet away fromBrad. But through a wall..

SHEPHERD
Mornin' little buddy.
A clear Plexiglas wall, which inprisons Brad on all sides.
BRAD

Don't | know you two?

SHEPHERD
Ah, sone cl ass anongst the nongol oi ds.
The ol d noodl e shoul d be cooking up
sone flashback on us..



BRAD
Were you in a band?

Shepherd's features tighten. He walks around the clear cell,
taps the large netal device affixed to the side of it.

In his seriousness, Shepherd's voice changes.

SHEPHERD
You know what this is, asshol e?

BRAD
Condom di spenser ?

SHEPHERD
No, it's a pretty conplicated
ventilation system It provides al
the air you're breathing right now.

Brad sniffs in the air, panic builds in his eyes.

BRAD
Oh, really.

SHEPHERD
Yeah. Cool stuff. Well, aside from
one little thing. Y see, it's also

connected to this little -- and |
mean a little -- bit of toxic gas.
Brad pulls hinmself up on the snall nmetal chair within the
cell. H s |legs wobble, unsteady.
BRAD
You didn't...
SHEPHERD

Ch no, not yet. That wouldn't be
any fun. Quite sinply. The
stipulations of this little device
have been set by us to serve a far
nor e poetic purpose.

BRAD
English woul d be nice right now, |'m
not thinking too clearly.

SHEPHERD
(angry now)
You' re dead when we say so.
This hits Brad |like a ton of bricks. He sits in the chair.

BRAD
What do you want ?



SHEPHERD
Alittle bit of pain. But not for
you. For your masked friend.

BRAD
Trevor ?
(catches hinsel f)
| nean...
SHEPHERD

We know his nanme. W know his
friends. W knew you. Don't take
us for idiots, Bradley.

BRAD
Now | know you two. Shepherd and
Hound. That's it, isn't it?

SHEPHERD
Qobviously you're also not an idiot.
Alittle stupid, though.

BRAD
| guess Lockdown didn't shanme you
two enough, eh? You want to get
your asses handed to you again?

Shepherd's hand teases the button on the netal device.

SHEPHERD
| could do it right now, you know.
(beat)
Lockdown is a thing of the past. A
relic of his age. This is an al
new age. More technol ogy, cheaper
weapons. .. A haven for guys |ike ne.

BRAD
| can't believe this. You guys read
one too nmany com CS.

SHEPHERD
You obvi ously haven't read enough.

Shepherd wal ks of f towards the door, Hound follows him

BRAD

Hey, where are you goi ng?
SHEPHERD

Busi ness to be taken care of, Bradley.

But it's okay, you'll be seeing at

| east one of your friends soon.

Brad wal ks up to the Plexiglas wall, horrified.

BRAD

What are you gonna do?



SHEPHERD
It's not what 1'mgoing to do. It's
what he's going to do.

Shepherd wal ks up to the factory door. It's arned with a
trigger device, attached to the door itself and the wall.

SHEPHERD ( CONT' D)

Wen | close this door, this little
device is going to arm Once it
does, the next person who opens it
will release the gas into your cell

(beat)
There's no way to stop it... So if
your friend is apt enough to find
you, he'll also kill you

Shepherd opens the door, Hound wal ks out. He presses a few
buttons on the door console. A toothy smle foll ows.

SHEPHERD ( CONT' D)
Poetry. ..
(turns off the lights)
Enj oy your stay.

The |l ast rays of |light are bl acked out as the door sl ans
shut. A small readout on the door displays, "ARMED'. Brad
screans for hel p, al nost deafens hinself.

BRAD
God, Trevor, for once in your life.
(beat, a whinper)
Don't help ne.

CUT TO
I NT. DENNI'S' HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - DAY

Dennis sits on a recliner chair, glasses on. He pages through
a STEPHEN KI NG novel. DI ANE, his rather elegant British
w fe, is reading a newspaper on the couch across from him

There's a knock at the door. They exchange a gl ance.

DI ANE
Expecting a guest?

DENNI S
| don't know who that is.

D ane sighs, folds up the newspaper. She answers the door.
Trevor's there. He steps inside.

TREVOR
H, I'"'msorry for the bother. 1I'd
just like to speak with your husband.



DI ANE
Denni s?

DENNI S
It's okay, Diane, let himin.

Di ane steps out of the way. She grabs the newspaper off of
the couch, dusts it off. Gestures for Trevor to sit.

DI ANE
Wul d you |ike sonething to drink?
TREVOR
Just water. Orange juice, if you
have it.
DI ANE

Just a nonent.
Di ane wal ks into the kitchen, rustles sone cupboards.

DENNI S
What the fuck are you doin' here?

TREVOR
| need your help. Brad' s m ssing.

DENNI S
Wy is that any of ny fu--

Di ane wal ks back into the room A freshly poured gl ass of
orange juice in her hand.

DENNI S ( CONT' D)
(clears throat)
--danmnm busi ness.

DI ANE
Denni s! You're cursing.

She pl aces the glass down, gives Trevor an apol ogetic | ook.

DI ANE ( CONT' D)
" msorry about that.

TREVOR
Perfectly fine, thanks for the drink.

DENNI S
Coul d you fetch us sonme sandw ches
or sonething, D ane?

DI ANE
Just a nmonent.

Di ane wal ks back into the kitchen.



DENNI S

See, | got her trained.
TREVOR
Pretty sure it's the other way around.
DENNI S
Don't fuckin' matter. What's wong?
TREVOR
Brad, he's gone. | think sonething
m ght' ve happened to him
DENNI S
VWhy' s that?
TREVOR

| can't really say.

DENNI S
Then | can't fuckin' help.

DI ANE
(from KI TCHEN)
Denni s, cursing!

DENNI S
(to KITCHEN, sweetly)
Sorry, darling!
(to Trevor)
Just keepi ng appear ances.

TREVOR
"1l do all your desk work tonorrow
if you help nme find this place.

Trevor pulls a scrap of paper fromhis pocket, Mara's witing.
Dennis snaps it away, studies it.

DENNI S
Pai sl ey? Never heard of it.
TREVOR
Neither have |I. It's not |isted, and

| know you're good with conputers..
Denni s renoves his gl asses..

DENNI S
Fine, give ne a mnute.

| NT. DENNI S HOUSE, COMPUTER ROOM - DAY
Trevor wi nces at the loud dial-up nodem it |ogs on.

Dennis doesn't mss a beat. He adjusts his snaller glasses
while typing. Finds sonething.



DENNI S
Pai sley Cleaners. |It's just a couple
mles out of towm. dAd place.

TREVOR
Dennis, I'mgoing to need to borrow
your car.

DENNI S

| thought you had a date with Mara.

TREVOR
| know | do, but | need your car.

DENNI S
You get it back by the end of the
night, full tank, it's yours.
(beat, assured)
VWhat el se?

Trevor stands up, not sure of anything.

TREVOR
| could also use sone...

D ane wal ks into the room a tray of sandw ches in her hand.

DI ANE
G ub? For ny little detectives!

Denni s grabs a sandw ch, takes a bite.

DENNI S
Thank you, honey.

TREVOR
Can | borrow your gun?

Di ane checks the tray, snells the sandw ches.

DI ANE
Gosh, are they that bad?
DENNI S
It's yours, Trevor.
DI ANE
Ckay, okay. 1'll go nmake anot her

bat ch. . .
Di ane quickly | eaves the room Dennis grabs Trevor's arm

DENNI S
Is it that bad?

TREVOR
| get the feeling it could be.



I NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NI GHT

Trevor lays a perfectly ironed suit out on his bed, next to
t he bandanna and the gun. H's eyes whip between the two. A
deci sion has to be made.

After a nonent, he reaches down towards the bed..
| NT. THE CHATEAU, W NDOW BOOTH - NI GHT

Mara sits at the table, dressed up nicely. She smles, a
man in a suit approaches. It's the WAI TER

WAl TER
Anything to drink, ma'anf

MARA
Just a water for now
(checks wat ch)
My date is running a little late.

EXT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS - N GHT

A single, loping dog sniffs along the sidewal k. It | ooks
up, frightened, scuttles off into the alley.

Trevor drives up in Dennis' red FORD ESCORT, bandanna on.
He parks the car, gets out. He examnes the factory closely,
t he boarded wi ndows, litter, and darkness i nside.

| NT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS, MAI N ROOM - NI GHT

Brad sits in shadow. A figure shifts past the w ndow, it
gets his attention. He watches closely: it's Trevor.

BRAD
Trev... Trevor, nol! Trevor!

Brad searches frantically around the small cell..
EXT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS - NI GHT

Trevor wal ks along the wall of the factory, teases it with
his hand. He reaches another w ndow, |ooks inside. Nothing.

TREVOR
Aw, fuck. There's no point.

A loud thunmp bellows frominside. Trevor's eyes search around
qui ckly for a door, he breaks into a sprint.

| NT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS, MAI N ROOM - NI GHT
Brad smashes the chair against the Plexiglas.
BRAD

Trevor! Stay the fuck out! Watch
t he goddamm door, no!



EXT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS - NI GHT
Trevor hauls ass around the corner, headed for the door..
| NT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS, MAIN ROOM - NI GHT

Trevor bursts into the room flicks on the lights. He finds
Brad in the Plexiglas prison, scream ng his head off.

BRAD
Fuck! No, fuck! God dam it, Trevor
What the fuck are you doi ng?

TREVOR
Trying to save you!

The door shuts. The readout blinks, "ACTIVATED'.

Brad turns to the netal device, it beeps. A msty gas starts
to spray into the cell

BRAD
You' ve gotta do sonet hi ng!

Trevor runs up to the netal box. He exam nes the buttons,
the console, it's all foreign to him

TREVOR
VWhat do | do? | dunno..

BRAD
Kick it! Rpit off!

Trevor holds up the gun.

TREVOR
What about shooting it?

BRAD
Fine, try that!

Trevor takes a few steps back, holds out the gun. He shields
hi s eyes and cl enches..

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Wait, where'd you get the gun?

The si x-shooter pistol hammer draws and snaps |oudly, sending
a bullet directly into the device. But the bullet deflects,
pi ngs off the netal, blasts out a w ndow.

TREVOR
Shit...

The gas stops dispensing. The cell is filled. Brad sits
down in the chair, crosses his arns.



TREVOR ( CONT' D)
What' s goi ng on?

BRAD

Can you | eave ne al one before | die?
TREVOR

You did this?
BRAD

Yes, | | ocked nyself in a cell and

rigged it with gas.

TREVOR
That was gas?

BRAD
It wasn't steam
(of f TREVOR s | ook)

Do you renenber... Lockdown? Those
guys... his arch-nene-whatever's..
TREVOR
Yeah, Shepherd and Dog or sonet hing.
BRAD
Hound... They did this.
TREVOR
D d what ?
Brad gestures around the cell, slaps his hands down.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
That gas was toxic, wasn't it?

Brad nods, the reality starts to set in.

BRAD
Dude, |I'mgonna die. That's not
cool .

TREVOR
You're not going to die, I'll get
you out of here sonehow. 1'Ill shoot
t he gl ass.

BRAD
No point, | beat the shit out of it
with the chair. | think it's shatter
pr oof .

TREVOR

|s there a door? How did you get in
t here?



BRAD
| woke up in here. Last thing I
remenber is you and Mara... Wll,
that's not inportant.

TREVOR
Me and Mara, what?

BRAD
| saw you two at The Chateau. That's
where they picked nme up... O took

me, | wasn't turning tricks..
Brad starts to get dizzy, he falls into the furthest wall of
the cell. Trevor wal ks over, kneels down next to him
TREVOR
" m sorry.
BRAD
Oh, fuck it... Don't worry about ne.
| guess | deserved it. Karma. GCod
saw nme try to take ny life, | fucked

up, so he takes it for ne.
(beat, wheeze)
| just wish it wasn't those two.

TREVOR
VWhat do you want ne to do? Do you
want ne to kill thenf
(hol ds up gun, earnest)
| swear to God I'Il finish themoff,
"Il find themand kill them

BRAD
That's murder, hero.

TREVOR
' mnot a hero.

BRAD
| know.
(beat)
Can | ask you one thing?

TREVOR
Anyt hi ng.

BRAD
Can you take off that stupid mask?

Trevor smles nervously, renoves the mask. He | ooks at Brad,
things aren't going so well. H's eyes swell.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Oh, | feel like shit.



TREVOR
Just don't think about it.

BRAD
Ki nda hard not to, Trevor.

TREVOR
| know, buddy. But it'll be okay.

BRAD
"Il just say one thing, before it...
Before it ends.
(breat hes deeply)
Just don't go under that desk ever
again, Trev. Don't hide from your

life, you know, live it.
TREVOR

| will, Brad. | swear | will.
BRAD

See ya' later, buddy...

Brad's hand streaks along the Plexiglas, his face falls into
the cenent floor, laying flat...

Trevor gathers his strength, gets to his feet. H s eyes
begin to swell with tears. Wth everything he has, he begins
to wal k away fromthe cell. Fromhis dead friend.

Trevor raises the gun, checks the chanber. Strong.

TREVOR
They' re dead.
BRAD (O.S.)
Trev...?
Trevor's eyes widen, he spins around. Brad is still laying

flat on the cenent. H's chest heaves up and down.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Dude, why am | not dead?

Hal f relieved, half amazed, Trevor runs up to the cell.

TREVOR
VWhat the fuck is going on?

Trevor runs back around to the netal device. He tears at it
mercilessly. A panel flies off. Inside is a FOG MACH NE

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
It wasn't gas. There was no gas.
Brad, they sprayed fog in there.



BRAD
Wiy woul d they do that? Wy the
fuck would they bring ne all the way
out here and pull some shit prank?

Trevor | ocks up, terrified. He stands.

TREVOR
To get nme out of town.
BRAD
(realizes)

Ch, shit.
EXT. M CKEY'S MARTINI CLUB - NI GHT

Lockdown is |led out of the bar by a BOUNCER, he shrugs him
of f once they reach the sidewal k.

L OCKDOWN
Fi ne, okay, whatever... Be a dick.

BOUNCER
Just go hone, get sone rest.

L OCKDOVWN
Go fuck yoursel f.

The Bouncer slans the door shut.

Lockdown adjusts his sleazy outfit. He starts down the
street, turns the corner..

A LQOU SVI LLE SLUGGER is smashed across his forehead!

He falls to the ground, scranmbles up to the closest wall.
H's nails wetch on the brick, causing himto yelp. 1In one
notion, Lockdown rolls over to see a thug above him

Hound, bat held over his shoulder like a rifle.

HOUND
Happy to see ne again?
L OCKDOWN
| heard you fuckers were out... Didn't

t hink you'd have the ba --
Anot her crack to the chest. Lockdown spits up bl ood.

LOCKDOMN ( CONT' D)
You think | care if | die?

HOUND
(holds up two fingers)
Alittle bit, maybe.



L OCKDOWN
| see you two aren't talking like a
show t unes band any nore.

HOUND
Things are different. W' ve changed.

L OCKDOVWN
Speaki ng of which, where's your naster
you indignant fuck? D dn't have the
guts to show up and see ne off?

HOUND
(hol ds up bat)
He had ot her plans.

Hound brings the bat down on Lockdown's head for one final,
life-ending strike...

| NT. THE CHATEAU, W NDOW BOOTH - NI GHT

Mara checks her watch. Three enpty gl asses are on the table.
She sighs, reaches under the table to get her purse. She
plops it on the table, |ooks up, gasps..

Shepherd sits there, well dressed, a wy smle on his face.

SHEPHERD
Hel | o, sweetheart.
DI SSOCLVE TO
| NT. / EXT. PAI SLEY CLEANERS, MAIN ROOM - NI GHT
Trevor welds a crane-lift control renmote. |It's hook already
| ooped into the roof of the Plexiglas cell. It lifts up.

Brad doesn't wait a nonent, he crawl s underneath the cell as
it lifts up, dusts hinself off. H s first instinct is to
wal k over to Trevor, he hugs himclosely.

BRAD
Thank you.

Trevor pats his back, assures him

TREVOR
Wat ch out next tine, okay?

BRAD
There won't be a next tine.

Trevor pushes Brad away, | ooks around the factory.

TREVOR
Could they still be here?



BRAD

| f they wanted us dead, or you dead,

they'd rig this place.
Trevor |eads Brad to the door.

TREVOR
VWhat are they after?

BRAD
News . Headl i nes, | think.

TREVOR

It's all because of that incident,

when | saved Mar a.

They wal k t hrough the door, out to the parked car.

BRAD

Then they'd know about her.

Trevor opens the driver's side door,

TREVOR
Meani ng we have to hurry.

steps in.

EXT. RED DI STRI CT STREETS, | NTERSECTI ON - N GHT

The car squeals around a corner, heads for MANHATTAN | SLAND.

I NT. DENNI' S CAR, DRI VING - N GHT

Trevor's hands clench the wheel tightly, Brad seens nervous.

TREVOR

Did they say anything specifically?
Anything that mght tell us where

they'd go, what they'd do.

BRAD
| have no idea.
TREVOR
Thi nk!  Cone on!
BRAD
|"'msorry! Holy fuck, they wouldn't
spill the beans to nme if they knew
was going to live...
TREVOR
| thought they all did that.
BRAD
Vel |, obviously not these two.

They' ve thought it through.



TREVOR
That's what scares ne.

Trevor makes a hard turn, alnost | aunches Brad fromhis seat.

BRAD
Ckay Batman, settle the fuck down.
We're about to hit New York traffic.

EXT. MARA' S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG STREET - N GHT
Denni s’ car parks. Trevor and Brad get out.

TREVOR
This is the place.

| NT. MARA' S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG HALLWAY - NI GHT

A long, scary corridor drenched in shadow. The fluorescent
lights have all been broken out. The elevator arrives.

Trevor and Brad step out, their feet crackle on the busted
gl ass strewn along the floor. Trevor reaches down to his
pocket for the bandanna, Brad slaps it away.

BRAD
No, that's stupid.

Trevor stops dead, glass half-busted beneath his shoe.
TREVOR

They can hear us. That's why they
broke the |ights.

BRAD
Shit. How do we?

TREVOR
| dunno.

BRAD

Run for it. W just run for her
door, which one is it?

TREVOR
Last one on the left.

BRAD
Ckay, okay... W nmke a break for
it, get that pea-shooter ready.

They hunker down, ready for a burst of speed..

BRAD ( CONT' D)
Trev, if we die.

TREVOR
Don't say that.



BRAD
Just in case... You renenber that
time you drenched yourself in coffee?

TREVOR
Yeah, you swtched it out with ny
phone on purpose. | knew that.
BRAD
Oh, okay.
TREVOR
O

Trevor and Brad sprint along the hallway, slide over the
sheet of glass and smash into..

I NT. MARA' S APARTMENT, ENTRANCE - N GHT

A dark room Al the light's off. The two crash into the
room head-first, quickly scranble to their feet.

TREVOR
You see anyt hi ng?

BRAD
No, but | snell sonething.

TREVOR
That's not funny.

Brad reaches over, flicks on the light. The roomis enpty.

BRAD
" m not | aughi ng.

It's a typical single woman's living room Television, red
couch, ash-tray on the table. Al neat, untouched.

Brad steps forward to the kitchen.

TREVOR
She in there?

BRAD
Not a soul.

Trevor steps to the mddle of the living room The bedroom
door is open, enpty. She's not here.

TREVOR
They m ght've taken her sonewhere.

BRAD
She have a cell phone? Wren't you
two goi ng out on a date?



TREVOR
Holy shit!

He wal ks over to her phone, picks it up. Dials.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
"' m not getting anyt hing.

A | ow hum cones from behind a closed door. Trevor and Brad
turn to it, frozen. The bat hroom

Trevor places the receiver down, he pulls the gun out of his
wai st band. Brad starts inching forward, step by step, his
hand rests on the doorknob.

| NT. MARA' S APARTMENT, BATHROOM - NI GHT

The door sw ngs open! Trevor steps in gun ready, Brad hops
in behind him prepared for a fight...

BRAD
(rnortified)
Ch ny God!

He turns away, runs for the kitchen. H's nouth fills with
vom t, which pours out into the sink.

Trevor just stands there, notionless. Eyes fixed.
| NSI DE THE TUB,

Mara | ays there, naked, stomach sl ashed open fromthe chest
to the naval, intestines seeping into the drain.

Her cell phone vibrates endl essly on the bathroom counter.
CUT TO
| NT. MARA' S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG, HALLWAY - NI GHT

A few police Oficers sweep up the broken lights, pour it
all into a | arge garbage bag.

I NT. MARA' S APARTMENT, BATHROOM - NI GHT

DETECTI VE O BRI EN, your typical clean cut cop, carefully
studi es the scene over again.

A FORENSI CS OFFI CER st eps up behind him

O BRI EN
It's too bad you can't just spin the
worl d around, go back in tine, take
all of this shit back

FORENSI CS OFFI CER
| know, it's a shane.



O BRI EN
Did you issue sonething to the press?

FORENSI CS OFFI CER
Yes, the two nen gave us a detailed
description. You' d probably like to
know who it is..

O Brien stands up. The Forensics guy hands over a clipboard.
He goes through it patiently.

O BRI EN
Shepherd and Hound, big surprise.
Ckay, get that to the papers.

FORENSI CS OFFI CER
|"msure they'd |ike that.

O BRI EN
We have no choice. Mke sure to
i nclude pictures of the two.

FORENSI CS OFFI CER
CGot it.
(turns away)
Ch, wait a m nute.

The O ficer turns back. He hands O Brien an envel ope | abell ed
"To ny Trevor, with love" in frilly hand-witing.

O BRI EN
VWhere was this?

FORENSI CS OFFI CER
On the kitchen table. The witing
checks out, the woman wote it.

O BRI EN
Don't open it. Gve to him

| NT. MARA' S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

The O ficer takes the envel ope, wal ks through the apartnent.
PCLI CE PHOTOGRAPHERS snap a few shots of the apartnent. A
second DETECTI VE goes through a pile of photographs..

The O ficer watches as Mara's |life is being torn inside out.
| NT. MARA' S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG HALLWAY - NI GHT

The O ficer paces past the other cops with broons and bags.
He conmes to the other end of the hallway, a door is open.

I NT. OLD WOVAN' S APARTMENT, LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Trevor sits on the couch, a COUNSELCOR next to him



Brad stands in the corner, on a pink rotary phone. He's
shaken up, sips an orange juice.

BRAD
Yeah, mom [|I'mfine. Everything's
okay, I'mokay. It cane alittle
cl ose, but...
(1 ooks at TREVOR)
We're all right.

He puts his hand over the receiver, gestures to the Forensics
O ficer standing at the door.

BRAD ( CONT' D)
VWhat is it?

FORENSI CS OFFI CER
W have a letter here, fromthe..

Brad | ooks to Trevor, steps forward fromthe phone.

BRAD
"1l take that.
TREVOR
No, you've done enough. | got it.

Trevor stands up, steps around the old oak table. He accepts
t he envel ope, cradles it in his hands.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
From her?

The O ficer nods sadly, wal ks away. Brad steps up.

BRAD
What do you nean, |'ve done enough?

TREVOR
woul d' ve |l eft you in that cell

f ol
coul d' ve saved her.

BRAD
| wish you woul d've left nme there.
(a sad beat, re: letter)
So you gonna open it?

Trevor stares down at the envel ope, not sure what to do.

TREVOR
When the tine is right.

I NT. BILLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, PUNCH CLOCK - MORNI NG

Trevor wal ks into the offices, eyes black frominsomia. He
punches the cl ock, heads to his desk.



I NT. BI LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES - MORNI NG

Everyone watches himgo. A few people stand up fromtheir
cubicles, eyes fixed as he sits down.

| NT. Bl LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, TREVOR S DESK - MORNI NG

Trevor sits down. He just starts crying.

| NT. Bl LLI NGSLEY OFFI CES, BREAK ROOM - DAY

Dennis and Cal | ook over to Trevor, in the furthest corner.

He sits there, stares out the wi ndow at the people bel ow
H s face sagged in pain. A bird flies past.

Paul steps into the room a newspaper tucked under his arm
He quietly sidles up to Dennis and Cal, lays it flat against
the break roomtable.

PAUL

(quietly)
They got the whole thing in here.

Even Trevor's nenti oned.

The article features two | arge pictures of Shepherd and Hound,
both in their younger years. The headline, "MJRDER OF
| NNOCENT SHOCKS CI TY, young victimkilled by known crimnals.”

PAUL ( CONT' D)
In the second part. ..

Paul flips through the newspaper.

PAUL ( CONT' D)
They mention Lockdown getting killed.

DENNI S
The end of an era.

CAL
You got that right.

DENNI S
| heard they said it'll be pretty
much i npossible to find those two.

CAL
The cops are just scared.

PAUL
| hope they catch 'em

TREVOR
(fromthe corner)
Me too.

All three | ook back at Trevor, he gives a faint smle.



| NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - DAY

Trevor closes the front door behind him He |ooks to Brad's
room it is conpletely enpty.

The answering machine is beeping, 01. Trevor hits it.

BRAD (V. Q)
(regretfully)
Hey Trev. [|I'mat ny nom s place.

You know the nunber. Call if you
need ne. Thanks for everything.

TREVOR
Yeah, right.

Trevor erases the nessage, rubs his forehead.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Everyt hi ng.

I NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, KITCHEN - DUSK

Trevor sits with a note pad, phone, and a phone book. He
cl oses up, just finished. He breathes deeply.

The unopened letter sits in front of him It beckons.
| NT. TREVOR S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NI GHT

Trevor ties the bl ack bandanna across his forehead, tightens
up the back. H's face gal vani zed by pai n.

EXT. BURKE' S SALOON - NI GHT
A lonely hang-out in the mddle of a suburban hell scape.
| NT. BURKE' S SALOON, CORNER BOOTH - NI GHT

The sanme newspaper article frombefore. It's folded in half
by Shepherd. He lays it out on the table.

SHEPHERD
Just what we wanted, we got. See
what can slip when |I'm at the wheel ?

Hound scratches the freshly-grown beard on his face.

HOUND

You a smart cat, |I'Il give you that.
SHEPHERD

Qur next nove is a new | ocation,

then we'll really get clickin'.
HOUND

| can't hardly wait...



Hound' s chest is split open by flash of | ead!

He grabs at it, unsure of what just happened. Shepherd goes
to nove, but he sees a man with a snoking gun

I NT. BURKE' S SALOCON - NI GHT

Trevor stands there, terrified customers scatter past him
for the door. The BARTENDER reaches over for the tel ephone,
begins to dial. Trevor's face is cold, bandanna still on.

SHEPHERD
Trevor Dobson.

TREVOR
| want themto know who | am

SHEPHERD
How d you find us?

TREVOR
Made a few phone calls.

Hound starts to gasp for air, his face hits the table. Dead.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
No | onger a duo.

The | ast custoner runs past, out the door. The Bartender
speaks frantically into the phone, shields his face.

SHEPHERD
Is this what a hero does?

TREVOR
No.

Two nore shots. One in the shoul der, one in the head.
Shepherd slides down the slick booth chair, crunples up on
the floor |ike a pathetic rag doll.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
That's what | do.

Trevor takes off the bandanna, turns to the bar, sits down
on the furthest stool.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Pour ne a dri nk.

BARTENDER
Look, Trevor, the police..

A whi skey bottle shatters above his head. Trevor gestures
awkwardly with the gun



TREVOR
| wanted that one, actually... But
"Il take the one next to it.

The Bartender nervously takes down the drink, pours Trevor a
fresh shot. He slides it over.

Trevor holds it to the light, chugs it back.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
Now, finish your sentence.

BARTENDER
The police are on their way.

TREVOR
| know, real heroes.

Trevor pours hinself another drink. Checks it. Chugs it.
He reaches into his jacket pocket, pulls out the envel ope.
H's fingers carefully work to tear the furthest edge, it
opens easily, he blows inside, pulls out the letter:

"One nurder made a villain, MIlions a hero" - Al ex Pope.

| al ways knew about the bandanna, tough guy. You don't need
it to inpress ne.

Love ya tons,
Mar a.
Trevor smles through his tears.

Police sirens grow closer. Red and Blue lights streak across
the bar wi ndows, the tender |ooks relieved.

Trevor places the envel ope and letter down on the counter.

TREVOR ( CONT' D)
You were right, Mara.

He sticks the barrel of the gun in his nmouth, the bartender
| eaps forward. Trevor pulls the trigger..

Bl ood paints the letter in dark crinson, the words now hi dden.

Dl SSOLVE TO
BLACK. Then, only a whisper:
TREVOR (V. Q) (CONT' D)
You were right.
FADE OUT:

THE END.
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