PAGE  
111
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By Michael Stuart

Based on the Novel by

Michael Stuart

FADE IN:

EXT. CROSS BRONX EXPRESSWAY – NIGHT 
Classical music is faintly heard along with the sound of driving rain and crackling of thunder.  A dark Range Rover is speeding down the rain-slicked highway.  Rain batters the SUV.  
A few cars are on the road.  The windshield wipers are on high.  The driver is early 40’s, dark hair, strong jaw, and good looking.  He has a look of determination on his face.  The New York City skyline is visible.

INT. RANGE ROVER – NIGHT
The man driving is wearing a black running suit.  GARRISON RIEGER.  The classical music is louder, but the rain crashing on the windshield is still audible.  He exits off the highway and parks SUV in an abandoned gas station in a bad area.  



RIEGER (V.O.)



Number one will be easy.  

He grabs 9mm Glock from center console.  He puts on black gloves and a dark hat.  He takes a deep breath.

EXT. WEST 129TH STREET - NIGHT
RIEGER exits vehicle and walks with determination.  He passes homeless people and prostitutes leaning in doorways for protection from rain.  No one looks at him.  He walks into an alley and stands behind a dumpster.  
A Hispanic male walks out of a door into the alley.  He is staggering, singing a song in Spanish.  RIEGER creeps behind and strangles the man until he is lifeless.  He drags him to a doorway and props him against it.  Opens the man’s army jacket and places a piece of paper in the inside pocket.  
INT. OLD FARM HOUSE – NIGHT

A young girl is looking out her window while rain is pouring into her room.  She starts to close the window, stops, and sees light in outside barn.  Screaming is heard.  A crash of lightening illuminates the night.  She jumps.  She looks around her ordinary room.  She looks out the window at the barn and climbs out into the rain.  
EXT. OUTSIDE FARM HOUSE - NIGHT
She climbs on the roof outside her window and slides on slick wooden shingles and falls from porch roof onto bales of hay.  She is muddy and looks dazed, but gets up.  She walks to barn as lightning crashes and thunder booms.
INT. BARN – NIGHT
She is inside the barn and moves toward the screaming.  She climbs a ladder to the loft and looks down and sees a figure dressed in black and reading from a book.  He is speaking in   Latin.  A woman is naked and bound against a wooden wall.  The girl climbs closer to the edge of the loft.  She shifts her body and is drifting downward.
INT. APARTMENT BUILDING NEAR NEW YORK UNIVERISITY - NIGHT

AUGUST WEST, early 20’s, wakes in a bedroom.  Her eyes are wide open.  She jumps up and is breathing heavy.  She looks scared.  Rain is coming through her windows into the apartment.  She runs and shuts windows and her nightgown gets soaked in the process.  She walks to the bathroom and uses a towel to dry off.  AUGUST walks to the couch and picks up a book about serial killers.

EXT. 32ND PRECINCT IN NEW YORK CITY – MORNING

Gray building.  People walk into a police precinct in early morning.  Streets and sidewalks are wet.
INT. HOMICIDE DESK - MORNING
DETECTIVE PETER FLYNN walks to his desk in Homicide.  He puts down his briefcase and pours coffee from a thermos.  He looks at the papers on his desk.  The phone on his desk rings.




FLYNN



Homicide. Flynn.   




LIEUTENANT CASSIDY (O.S.)



Flynn.  You’re back from vacation?  



Got a body down on 129th and Broadway.


See you in a few.  
EXT. STREET/ALLEY IN NEW YORK CITY – DAY
FLYNN parks an unmarked cruiser and walks across the street to the yellow crime scene tape.  Police cars and the Medical Examiner van are parked in front of alley.  FLYNN looks at two Hispanic kids standing and watching in the crowd.  FLYNN walks under tape and reaches JACK CASSIDY, his lieutenant.  A male body in tee shirt and jeans is on the ground.  JAMIE THORNTON, middle aged female, the medical examiner is looking over the body.  Crime scene techs are taking photographs.




CASSIDY



Welcome back from vacation.  Happy 

birthday.  You look good.  
(beat)

Spend the week in detox?


FLYNN

No.  But I didn’t drink all week.  No 
smoking either.  I feel good.    


CASSIDY

Good for you partner.  







FLYNN and CASSIDY approach the medical examiner who is standing over a body covered with a white sheet.

THORNTON

Found him in that doorway.  Male.  Dead 
between four to eight hours.  Body

temperature is higher than it should be.  
He might have been dumped here.  

FLYNN

Son-of-a-bitch.  

FLYNN starts walking back across the street toward the Hispanic kids.  They look at him and start running.  He chases the kid in an oversized army jacket.  

EXT. BASKETBALL COURT IN FRONT OF HOUSING PROJECT - DAY
FLYNN is chasing the kid and has him cornered in basketball court, but kid slips through a hole in chain-linked fence.  FLYNN crawls through opening, tearing suit coat.  Kid runs and enters project.  FLYNN chases him into door.      



INT. STAIRWELL INSIDE PROJECT – DAY 
FLYNN comes around corner and sees kid on his knees.  The kid pulls something out of his pocket.  FLYNN braces himself, reaching for his weapon.  The kid pulls out an inhaler and takes a puff.  His breathing is labored.  FLYNN is also breathing heavy.  




FLYNN



Need an ambulance?




KID



No.  Do you?

Flynn grabs him by the jacket and leads him down the stairs.  

EXT. ALLEY – DAY 
FLYNN brings the kid to CASSIDY next to dead body.  CASSIDY looks up.




FLYNN



Jacket is a little big for you.  You take 



it from the dead guy?  Start talking.




KID



I didn’t do nothing.  I was walking to 
P.S. and you grabbed me.




CASSIDY (yelling)



Where’s the wallet?




KID



I didn’t find one.  I found the body,

    

took the jacket and told the old man



in the bodega over there.  (Pointing)

FLYNN takes the jacket and empties the pockets.  He finds cigarettes, matches, and a piece of paper in the inside pocket that reads – one.  The places the items into an evidence bag.  




CASSIDY



Welcome back partner.  You came back to 



work right on time.    

INT. HOUSE OF GARRISON RIEGER – NEW YORK SUBURBS - DAY
RIEGER is in a kitchen with granite counters, high end appliances.  He pours coffee from the machine and sits at a kitchen table drinking coffee and reading the newspaper.   

RIEGER moves from the kitchen to a study filled with bookcases, mahogany desk, leather chairs.  Coffee table with Cigar Aficionado and Wine Spectator.  He turns on his computer and begins clicking through files.  On the screen is a mug shot of a troubled and haggard woman.    

INT. ONE POLICE PLAZA CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY 
AUGUST is sitting at the head of a table with three men and one woman.  Everyone is wearing dark suits.   



DR. REESE
Ms. West.  My name is Dr. Olivia Reese.  
We have reviewed your curriculum vitae and 
your application.  You come highly recommended 
from your school.  Why do you want to do an 
internship with NYPD?




AUGUST



I am looking for an opportunity to help the 



Department and enhance my clinical and forensic



skills.  My interests coincide with the goals of



the forensic psychology department. 




MAN IN SUIT #1


Why should we take you over the other 



candidates that have applied? 




AUGUST



I believe that my background and education put 



me in a position to help the Department.  I am 



highly independent and will need minimal 

supervision.     

INT. FORENSIC LAB – DAY

FLYNN walks through the double glass doors.  He approaches a short Chinese woman in a white lab coat.  Her nametag reads LI.




LI



Detective.  Have something for you.  We were



able to lift a print off the cigarette pack.



The dead man is Roberto Santis.  Has a record.



I print it for you.




FLYNN



Anything on the piece of paper?




LI



Number one?  No.  No prints.  We can process 
the paper and ink, if you want.    




FLYNN 


Anything else?




LI

Tox is back.  (Reading from sheet).  Last meal 
was pretzels and vodka.  Lots of vodka.  
Marijuana in his system too.  

FLYNN smiles, grabs the papers, and walks out of the room.

INT. OFFICE OF LIEUTENANT CASSIDY – DAY 
CASSIDY is sitting at his desk on the phone.  He hangs up as FLYNN enters.  FLYNN sits and gives CASSIDY the paper.




CASSIDY


Roberto Santis.  Age 32.  Priors for 
public drunkenness, arrested for disturbing 
the peace in Harlem.  What the fuck you need 
to do to get that charge?  Then a vehicular 

manslaughter conviction.  Was in Riker’s 

for fourteen months before his conviction 

was overturned.  I remember this.  I was 

working in the 1-6 then.  His car was found 

on top of two German tourists in the park.  

One night they were walking in the park, 

the next week they are shipped to Bonn in 

wooden crates.       




FLYNN



He only got fourteen months?



CASSIDY



As I recall, the conviction was overturned 
on some bullshit technicality.  Says here he 
has a sister in Morningside.  Talk to her.  

INT. HOUSE OF GARRISON RIEGER – NEW YORK SUBURBS – DAY 
RIEGER is in his kitchen.  Classical music is playing in the background.  Lamb chops are sizzling on his indoor grill, and he is preparing a salad.  He uncorks a bottle of good wine and plates his dinner.  He eats by himself in an expansive dining room.  
Dinner is done, Rieger places dishes in sink.  He finishes his wine and walks up to his bedroom.  He changes into silk pajamas and lies down on his bed.  Digital clock reads 8:15.

(An alarm goes off).  RIEGER opens his eyes and looks at the clock.  It is 3:15.  He dresses in jeans and a sweatshirt and goes down the stairs into his garage.

EXT. BRONX RIVER PARKWAY – EARLY MORNING

RIEGER is driving a green pick-up truck on the highway.  Traffic is light.  He pulls onto a sketchy street and slows in front of an apartment building.  He exits the truck and grabs three bags of garbage from the sidewalk.  The bags are placed on top of a tarp in the back of the truck.  He looks around and drives away. 

INT. GARAGE AT RIEGER’S HOUSE - NIGHT
RIEGER is wearing a yellow rain suit and is sifting through the bags in the back of his truck.  He methodically goes through every bag wearing gloves.  He picks up an envelope and places it to the side.  RIEGER wraps up the garbage in the tarp and places in larger black trash bags.  The bags are disposed in the receptacle in his garage.  

INT. AUGUST’S APARTMENT - DAY      

AUGUST is reading a book on her couch.  The TV is on, but she is not watching it.  She is wearing a jogging suit.  Her cell phone vibrates on the coffee table.  She looks at the number and puts down the book.




AUGUST



Hi.  This is August.      




REESE



August.  This is DR. REESE.  We met yesterday



regarding the internship.  We regret to inform

you that another candidate has been selected 

for the position.  We are sorry.   


AUGUST

Thank you.  I understand.  If anything changes, 

let me know.     

She goes on her computer and accesses the internet.  She books a flight to San Francisco, hotel, and rental car.  She moves into the kitchen and makes a strong drink.  Picks up the phone, dials a number.  




AUGUST



Mother.  This is August.  




MOTHER (O.S.)


Sarah.  Is that you?




AUGUST



I am flying in on Friday.  I finished 
school, but haven’t gotten a job or 
internship.  I have nothing else to do, 
so I’m coming to San Francisco.  I need to

update your MediCal forms, so I will be 
stopping by the home.  




MOTHER (O.S.)


Are you going to visit your father Sarah?




AUGUST



I don’t have a father.

EXT. UNDERNEATH THE QUEENSBORO BRIDGE - NIGHT

The green pick-up truck is driving slowly down the street.  Prostitutes are walking down the street and bending over to talk to potential johns through car windows.  The truck pulls up to a woman.

INT. GREEN PICK-UP TRUCK - NIGHT   

RIEGER opens the window and a female approaches.  He motions her into the car.  She looks him over and jumps in.



PROSTITUTE



You a cop?




RIEGER


No.  Are you?




PROSTITUTE 



I believe that we can do business then.  
I’ll blow you for a hundred.  

RIEGER nods.

PROSTITUTE

I ain’t seen you around, handsome.  You 
new in town?

He just looks at her.  




PROSTITUTE



It’s okay, baby.  You don’t need to talk.



All action.  

Her hand moves toward his lap.  A look of disgust is on his face.

RIEGER drives down a road and stops behind a large warehouse by the East River.  RIEGER takes out a hundred dollar bill and holds it out.  PROSTITUTE reaches for it and he grabs her by the neck.  She is lifeless in a minute.  

EXT. UNDERNEATH QUEENSBORO BRIDGE – OUTSIDE WAREHOUSE – NIGHT

RIEGER jumps out of his truck and pulls the body from the passenger door and drags it to a pile of tires.  He places the body on top of the tires.  He puts a piece of paper in her shirt pocket.  RIEGER walks fifty feet past the tires and drops an envelope.  

He jumps back in the truck and drives away.  

INT. IGLESIA DE JESUS – MORNING

FLYNN is sitting in the back of a church watching parishioners leave.  He stops a woman walking by.



FLYNN



Maria Santis?




WOMAN (Shaking head)



Over there.  Front row on right.  

FLYNN approaches the woman.  He waits a minute as she appears in deep prayer, holding rosary beads.  




FLYNN



Maria Santis.  My name is Peter Flynn.



NYPD.  (Showing badge)



MARIA SANTIS



Yes.  This about Roberto?  I am praying he 

  

is safe.




FLYNN (pause)



I’m sorry.  


(beat)

Roberto is dead. 




MARIA SANTIS (crying)



Give me a minute, please.  

FLYNN nods and points to the rear of the church.  He sits on the stairs until she walks out.  




FLYNN



Drive you to the station?  We can talk 



down there.  




MARIA SANTIS



Yes.

INT. 32ND PRECINCT – SMALL CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY
MARIA SANTIS is sitting alone in the room.  There is a white Styrofoam cup in front of her.  FLYNN enters the room and closes the door.




FLYNN



Ms. Santis.  We found your brother in 

an alley near 129th street and Broadway.  

He was murdered.  What can you tell me 

about him?




MARIA SANTIS



Roberto was a good man.  He was working 

and even volunteered with the church since 
getting out of jail.  Worked at a gas station 

in Queens.  He worked at night.  I haven’t 

seen him in a few days, but that is not 

unusual.  How did he die?    




FLYNN



He was strangled.  




MARIA SANTIS



He has no money.  Was he robbed?

A detective opens the door.




DETECTIVE 



Flynn.  Cassidy’s on line three.




FLYNN



Give me a minute.  (To Maria)
FLYNN picks up phone in conference room.




FLYNN



Jack.  Go ahead.




CASSIDY (O.S.)
Flynn.  Got another body.  Female 
under Queensboro Bridge.  Looks 
like a dead hooker.  Strangled.  
FLYNN

That’s outside of our precinct.  What 

gives?

CASSIDY (O.S.)

She had the number two in her pocket.  
EXT. UNDERNEATH QUEENSBORO BRIDGE – DAY

FLYNN walks out of unmarked cruiser.  Crosses underneath yellow police tape.  He walks toward CASSIDY and three other cops.  The medical examiner approaches.




THORNTON



Female.  Looks like forties, but 

probably younger.  Track marks.  Looks 

like she is a professional.  No ID.  
Couple dollars in her pocket.  

FLYNN

What about the number?

CASSIDY (handing Flynn clear evidence bag).

Number two.  Same handwriting as Santis.

FLYNN

What the fuck is going on?

Crime scene tech enters scene.  



CSU TECH



Jack, found this envelope fifty feet over 

there.  There is a lot of trash here, but 

this is more recent.  Not as wet.  

FLYNN looks at the envelope.  Name and address are on it.  The address is from the welfare office.  




CASSIDY 



Run this name through LEIN back at the 

precinct.  And we should get hits on her 

prints today.  She’s got to be in the 
system.

FLYNN

You got it.    

INT. OFFICE OF LIEUTENANT CASSIDY - DAY
FLYNN and CASSIDY are eating sandwiches on the desk.  Another cop (BREEN) knocks and enters the office.  Hands CASSIDY papers.  CASSIDY looks them over and gives them to FLYNN.



FLYNN

Victim is Gloria Florez, 32, address is a 
homeless shelter in Queens.  Drug charges.  
Heroin possession.  Larceny.  Common 
streetwalker.  Look at this.  Seven years 
ago, she is in a treatment program with her 

kids.  Steals money and leaves with them. 

CASSIDY

I remember that.  Bought smack and shot up 

for a week in an abandoned building.  Kids 

all died.  I had a friend in the 5-2 and he 

said it was fucking horrible.  And this guy

has seen it all.  Rehabilitation instead of incarceration.  Fucking bullshit.    

FLYNN

You want to check out the guy on the 
envelope found at the scene?  Ernest 
Washington, Whitestone Ave in the Bronx.  
Guy’s got a sheet for A&B, weapons, 
Threatening to kill a cop.  



CASSIDY (looking at his watch)



Yeah.  Before the traffic gets too bad.

EXT. BUILDING ON WHITESTONE AVE – DAY

Old building in disrepair.  The stores on street are advertising Lotto, Fried Chicken, Check Cashing services.  The glass door of the apartment building is shattered.  
INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - DAY
CASSIDY knocks hard on door.




VOICE FROM INSIDE (O.S.)



Come on in bitch.

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

Cops enter the apartment.  A large black man is sitting on couch.  He is shirtless and a blanket is covering his lower body.  He moves slightly as he sees the cops enter the door.  




MAN ON COUCH



What the fuck?  Who are you?




CASSIDY

NYPD.  Looking for Ernest Washington.  Let 

me see your hands.  Take off the blanket.      

Cops have their hands on their weapons.




MAN ON COUCH



I got no fuckin’ clothes on.  I thought 
you was my bitch coming up for some action.    




CASSIDY (screaming)


You have three seconds to take you hands 

out from under the blanket or you are 

fucking swiss!
FLYNN and CASSIDY have their weapons drawn.  The man on couch moves and a flash of metal is visible.  FLYNN fires two shots.   One goes through the window, the other hits the man in the chest.  The white couch turns crimson.  
INT. 32ND PRECINCT OFFICE – DAY
A cramped office.  A Captain and another cop are sitting in front of FLYNN.  




CAPTAIN (speaking matter-of-factly)



Per department protocol, you are 
Suspended during the duration of our 
investigation into an officer involved 
shooting.  Please surrender your badge 
and service revolver.  We will contact 
you within five business days 
to schedule an evaluation with a 
department psychologist.  You are 
required to fill out the incident report 
and provide your statement.  You have the 
right to contact the PBA for representation.

FLYNN (placing his gun/ badge on the desk)

I did the IR and my statement is on my desk. 
FLYNN walks out of the office.  

INT. AUGUST’S APARTMENT - DAY
AUGUST is packing a suitcase.  The news is on the television.  Her cell phone beings to vibrate on the coffee table.




AUGUST



This is August.




DR. REESE (O.S.)



August.  This is Dr. Reese.  Our selection



for the internship, uh, decided on a 
different placement with another 
organization.  We have a position open if 
you are still interested.




AUGUST



Absolutely.  This is great.




DR. REESE (O.S.)
Orientation is Tuesday at One Police Plaza.  
Bring a lot of caffeine.  Wednesday, meet 
me in my office at eight.  I’m on the 
fifth floor.  We’ll go from there.




AUGUST



Thank you.

AUGUST unpacks her suitcase.  She pours a glass of wine.      

INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT – DAY
FLYNN is face down on the couch in his small living room.  Sun is peaking through the blinds and casting light on his face.  The room is littered with beer bottles, cartons of Chinese food, a bottle of Dewar’s.  His cell phone rings loudly.  He opens an eye and clumsily grabs for the phone.  FLYNN doesn’t speak.




CASSIDY (O.S.)



Cowboy.  You there?





FLYNN



Yep.  




CASSIDY (O.S.)



Rough night?




FLYNN



I don’t know – maybe you can fill me in.




CASSIDY (O.S.)
You had a few glasses of Chardonnay with 
goose liver pate at Sully’s.  Real social, 
you were.  Said maybe three words all night.

FLYNN

You gotta break my balls?  I’m trying to 
put together the pieces, and not throw up.
CASSIDY (O.S.)
Calm down.  Since you likely don’t remember, 

I walked you home.  Even ordered some take 

out and waited for it to be delivered to 

your place.  Thanks for dinner.  You 

passed out before it came in.

FLYNN

I fucked up.   
CASSIDY (O.S.)

Listen.  Take it easy my friend.  This 
thing will be cleared up before you know 
it.  I got to run, work is calling and 
since I’m without a partner, it all falls 
on me.  Check back in with you later.

FLYNN gets off the couch and starts picking up the beer bottles and food containers.  He runs to the bathroom clutching his stomach.      

EXT. HIGH RISE ON EAST SIDE – DAY
White high-rise on a residential street on the East Side.  Men in suits walk out of the large glass front door.  A coffee shop is located on the ground level of the building.  

INT. COFFEE SHOP – DAY   

RIEGER is sitting in the busy shop.  A newspaper is on his table, along with a laptop and coffee.  He is in the corner, with a vantage point of the street and the entire shop.  On his computer is a picture of a good looking man in his early thirties.  The name at the bottom of the screen reads – Andrew Brice.  He comes to attention when a man enters the shop.



YOUNG FEMALE BARISTA



Hey Andrew.  Skim Sumatra?




BRICE



That and your phone number.  I can’t seem 
to find it.

YOUNG FEMALE BARISTA



That’s because I never gave it to you.  




BRICE

Right.  Hey, I am having my condo painted 
tomorrow.  I picked the colors, but I’m 
not sure if it’s going to be too dark. 
You want to come up and look at the 
samples?




YOUNG FEMALE BARISTA



No thanks.  Here’s your coffee.




BRICE

They are starting to paint at eight a.m.  You 
want to go to the museum with me while they 
paint?




YOUNG FEMALE BARISTA



I’m working.  Have fun though.  

RIEGER is packing up his computer as he watches BRICE leave the shop.  He quickly follows BRICE into the lobby of the high-rise.  He watches BRICE take the elevator to the third floor.    

INT. ONE POLICE PLAZA WAITING ROOM - DAY

Flynn is seated in a waiting area, reading a magazine.  He is dressed in jeans and a polo shirt.  AUGUST is filing records in the receptionist area, behind a glass window.  The woman puts down the files and opens the door.




AUGUST



Detective Flynn?




FLYNN (rising/putting down the magazine)



Yes.




AUGUST (extending her hand)


Hi.  I’m August.  I work with Dr. Reese.  

Please follow me.




FLYNN (takes her hand)



Hi.  Okay.      

They walk down a corridor to the corner office with a placard that reads OLIIVA REESE, PHD.  FLYNN is ushered into the office and sits.  




AUGUST



Dr. Reese will be right with you.  

FLYNN looks around the room at the fake plants and diplomas on the wall.  Dr. Reese enters the room and closes the door.




REESE



Detective, NYPD protocol requires that 

officers involved in shootings meet 
with a trained professional to assess the 
case and determine if there are any long-

lasting psychological or emotional problems 

as a result of the shooting.  In this 

particular case, with the fatality factor, 

we are concerned that this incident may 

affect your job and also your mental well-

being.  I am charged with conducting 
an evaluation and then making recommendations 

to your precinct command on what the best 

course of action may be for both the 

Department and yourself.  Do you have any 
questions at this point?



FLYNN


No.  I do not.




REESE



And do you object if I tape this session?




FLYNN



No objection.




REESE




Detective, how have you felt since the 

incident in question, the shooting death 

of Ernest Washington, one week ago today?




FLYNN

I feel that I was doing my job, what I 

was trained to do, and followed Department 
protocol.

REESE

Does it bother you that you killed a man?

FLYNN

It bothers me that I have to explain my 
actions to you.  I’d rather that he 
cooperated and not drawn a weapon.  But 
he killed a 90 year-old woman, threatened 
cops, and pulled a gun on myself and my 
partner.  I was doing my job.  I did what 
I was trained to do.  I followed department protocols.  I’m not losing sleep over it.
EXT. HIGH RISE ON EAST SIDE – DAY
Same luxury high-rise.  RIEGER is walking down the street toward the building in white painter pants, a white t-shirt, and a New York Jets hat.  He is carrying a large folder.  He is wearing a wig that gives him a ponytail.  
INT. FRONT LOBBY OF THE HIGH RISE – DAY
RIEGER looks at his watch.  Seven fifteen.  He presses the button for condo 311.  No response.  He presses it again.  Presses it a third time.



BRICE (O.S.)



What?




RIEGER
Painting supervisor.  I want to make sure 

the colors are right before the crew 
arrives.  




BRICE (O.S.)



You said eight.  I just fell asleep.



RIEGER


It will only take a minute.

Fifteen seconds pass.  A buzzing sound is heard and RIEGER is able to open the door.  He takes the stairs to the third level and walks to 311.  He knocks on the door. 




BRICE (O.S.)


It’s open.

INT. BRICE’S APARTMENT - DAY
RIEGER walks down the hallway in the apartment, toward the voice.  BRICE is lying on the couch.  Italian leather furniture, plasma television on the wall.   He is wearing a wrinkled dress shirt and designer jeans.  Empty bottles of Grey Goose vodka and Sprite are on the coffee table.  



BRICE



It’s way to fuckin’ early.  I should 
have made you wait until eight.  

With speed and agility, RIEGER moves toward BRICE.  He takes a three-foot length of rope from his folder and wraps it securely around BRICE’S neck.  BRICE struggles for life, but is rendered lifeless within a minute.  RIEGER picks up his folder and places a slip of paper in BRICE’S pant pocket.  
As he is walking down the front hallway, he hears someone coughing.  He checks on BRICE but it is not coming from him.  The noise is coming from a bedroom down the hall.  RIEGER leaves the apartment quickly.      

INT. BARN - NIGHT
A child looks mesmerized.  She is kneeling in the loft, looking down at a woman being tortured.  She sees the man hurting the woman.  The man is speaking loudly in Latin. The naked woman screams.  The man continues to chant prayers in Latin.  The dark man lifts the bible in his hand.  His black hood falls back.  She knows him. The screams intensify.  The child stands and screams.  She falls forward, but slowly to the barn floor.  Drifting.

INT. AUGUST’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

AUGUST jumps up from the couch.  She walks around her apartment and is shaky.  She pours a vodka and tonic and sits at the small kitchen table.  On the table is a tape recorder with a small cassette labeled “Flynn – 052108.”  She presses play.




FLYNN’S VOICE (from tape)



…yes.  We are working on a potential 

serial case.  Details are not being 
released, but we do have reason to 
believe a serial murderer is…

AUGUST presses fast-forward.  




FLYNN’S VOICE (from tape)



…my drinking is under control.  I’m going 
to meetings, found a higher power, and all 

that… Sometimes I stop at the bar down 
the block my from apartment, mostly I drink 
club soda.

AUGUST puts the tape recorder back on the table.  She gets up from her chair and grabs a jacket from her closet.  She walks out of her apartment.  
INT. SULLY’S TAVERN - NIGHT

FLYNN is on a bar stool with a glass of amber liquid on ice.  The bar is quiet, a television over FLYNN’S head has a baseball game going.  Two younger and attractive females are looking at a drink menu.  The bartender, MAC, is wiping down bottles of liquor.  He approaches FLYNN.  



MAC



When these girls decide between the 
Appletini or Cosmo, you want to buy them 
a drink?  They have been checking you out.
FLYNN

Since when did you have a drink menu?

MAC

A while now.  College kids are different 

today.  No more shot and a beer.  Today, 

some ass wanted an Absolut and Red Bull in 

a martini glass.  I told him to fuck himself 

and I put it in a plastic keg cup.  You want 

to get their drinks?

FLYNN

Yeah.  Bring them milk and cookies.  And 
confiscate their fake IDs.  You think I’m 
a pedophile?

 MAC


Speaking of pedophiles… did you hear about 

Andy Brice?

FLYNN

No.  And who is he?

MAC

Kid that used to come in here all coked up 

and throwing money around.  His father is 

a CEO of some company – owns half of 

Manhattan.  Kid was charged with statutory 
rape a few times and daddy got him out of 
trouble.    




FLYNN


Yeah.  Sounds familiar.  Eight, nine years 

ago?

MAC

Not that long – maybe six.  He got popped 

twice for underage girls.  Look, it’s on 
CNN. (Pointing to the TV).  

FLYNN (speech slurred)
Turn it up.  And bring me another drink.  

MAC uses the remote to turn up the volume.  A reporter describes the scene at the high-rise.






REPORTER

  

…all the details are not known at this 

point.  But the indications at this point 
is that, Andrew Brice, 32, was found dead 
at this New York City residence earlier this 
morning.  You may recognize the name from a 
few years ago, when Brice was arrested and 
found not guilty for sexually assaulting a 
number of underage females.  Brice, whose 
father is the President and CEO of Syntex, 
a Fortune 500 company, was under heavy media 
scrutiny following the arrest and subsequent 
not-guilty verdict as you may remember.  We 
understand that the cause of death is being 
ruled as a homicide.  We also know that a 
woman, who has not been identified, was 

at the apartment, presumably at the 
time of the homicide, and there are 
reports that she is also dead.  We do 
not know the connection between the two, 
but it is reported by our affiliate in 
New York that she was incoherent when 
police arrived at the scene, then 
collapsed and was taken to Cedars Sinai 
Hospital where she was later pronounced 
dead.  Back to you in Atlanta.



FLYNN



Bring me a double.  I’ll be right back.




MAC



I ever bring you a drink that wasn’t 
filled to the top?

FLYNN walks out the back door and into an alley.  He lights a cigarette and pulls out his cell phone.  He dials a number.




CASSIDY (O.S.)



This is Jack.  Leave a message.

FLYNN hangs up.  He flicks his cigarette and re-enters Sully’s.  He is staggering a little.  He reaches his stool and finds his glass filled to the top.  He leans over and takes a sip.  He senses someone watching him.  He turns and sees her.




FLYNN



Jesus Christ.  Part of your job following 

me around?  You’re Dr. Reese’s secretary, 

right?


  

AUGUST


Secretary?  No.  I’m a highly skilled intern 

in forensic services who does filing and 
scheduling for Dr. Reese.  And I’m not   
following you.  I was in the neighborhood, 
thirsty, and this place looked inviting.  

She takes a clear drink from the bar and drinks it quickly.   




FLYNN 

Listen, I’ve been a detective for a 
long time.  And one thing that I am better 
at than police work is lying.  I believe 
that you are thirsty.  But being in the 
neighborhood and saying that this place 
looks inviting is sketchy.  Care to revise 
your story?

AUGUST

Okay. Saying that I looked through your 

file, stalked you, and followed you here 
is difficult to say and borderline 
unethical.  I’ve been an intern for two 
days and do not want to blow it.  I want 
to work with you on a case.
FLYNN

Listen.  As you know, I’m on leave and 
therefore not working on any cases.  And 
why do you want to work with me? 

FLYNN finishes his drink and signals Mac.




AUGUST

I’m interested in working on serial 
killings.  I wrote my thesis on it.  I 
understand you may be working on a case 
that is consistent with my interests and
thought maybe I could work with you.  I’ll 
stay out of your way.  I just want to get 
some experience in real stuff, not just 
pushing papers around for Dr. Reese.

FLYNN

Why do you want to work with on this case?  
Inspired by Silence of the Lambs?  This is 
real life police work, not some fucking 
movie.  I don’t know how you can help me.  
If anything you’ll distract me from doing 
my work.  Ms. West, I am going home, good 
night.  

FLYNN drains his drink and drops a hundred dollar bill on the bar.  He walks out the back door, urinates in the alley, and lights a cigarette.  Rounding the corner to his apartment, he sees AUGUST.




FLYNN

Not only are you beautiful, but you are 
persistent as well. 

AUGUST

You seem impaired.  I’ll walk you home.  

INT. ENTRANCE TO FLYNN’S BUILDING - NIGHT
FLYNN is staggering and AUGUST is walking behind him.  By the mailboxes is a package with FLYNN’S name on it.  No postmark, just his name written on the cardboard packaging.  Flynn kicks it.  He picks it up and opens the package.  A bottle of Dom Perignon and an envelope are in the box.  He throws the package in the trash and uses the keys to get into the building.  They walk up stairs into his apartment.  

INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

AUGUST moves some clothes off the couch and sits.  FLYNN walks into the kitchen with the bottle and the envelope.  He returns with two glasses.  



FLYNN



My maid is on vacation this week.




AUGUST



You always get champagne waiting for you 
in your lobby?

FLYNN pours two glasses of champagne and opens the envelope.  




FLYNN



Article about me killing the guy in the 
Bronx.

He crumples the article and playfully throws it at AUGUST.  She ducks and the article goes over her head and behind the couch.  He hands her a glass.  They both drink in silence until AUGUST speaks.




AUGUST



Please consider letting me work with 
you.




FLYNN



I’ll talk with my lieutenant about it.  




AUGUST



How many murders have there been?




FLYNN

Let’s discuss this another time.  

FLYNN walks into the bathroom and returns to the couch next to AUGUST.  He makes a clumsy move toward her, and she jumps out of the way.  He falls face first into the couch and is out.  She writes a note then walks out of the apartment. 
EXT. ROUTE 175 SOUTH IN VIRGINIA - DAY
RIEGER’S is in the Range Rover on a sunny morning.  A passing sign reads Chincoteague Island – 7 Miles.  The Range Rover continues down the road.  
EXT. DRIVEWAY OF RIEGER’S CABIN – DAY
SUV enters long gravel driveway.  A small creek can be seen to the right of the driveway.  As the SUV continues down the tree lined drive, a small cabin on the left and wooden shed to the right become visible.  Rieger parks the SUV in front of the cabin.  
INT. RIEGER’S SHED - DAY
RIEGER looks around the shed and locates the large metal crate.  He uses a key to open the padlock.  The crate is opened and several explosive devices are visible.  RIEGER grabs a manual on a plastic explosive called Semtex.  He nods his head in approval and carefully lifts the device from the crate.  RIEGER places the explosives in a smaller metal container.  He grabs two fishing poles from the shed and loads everything in his SUV.  

EXT. REAR DECK OF RIEGER’S CABIN – NIGHT

RIEGER is laying on a chaise lounge on the deck.  A Weber charcoal grill is smoking in the background.  RIEGER is drinking a glass of wine.  He opens the lid and places a foil packet with fish on the grill.  He looks off into the woods and smiles.    

EXT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT BUILDING – NIGHT
CASSIDY is sitting on the front steps smoking a cigar.  Two bags are at his feet.  FLYNN approaches with a twelve pack of bottled beer.  




CASSIDY



Thought you were standing me up.




FLYNN



You are always late.  And I needed to get 
beer.

They enter the building.

INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT – NIGHT 
CASSIDY opens the containers and places sushi on a platter.  He scrapes the wasabi onto the platter and spoons out the pickled ginger.  FLYNN comes from the kitchen with two bottles of beer.  CASSIDY picks up the bottle of Dom.  




CASSIDY



Celebrating something?




FLYNN



Long story.  Let’s eat. 



CASSIDY



Right.

They start eating the sushi and drinking the beer.  CASSIDY breaks the silence. 




CASSIDY



Look at this.  

He hand FLYNN a photocopied piece of paper.  FLYNN looks at the paper.  212-545-3351.




FLYNN



What am I looking at?




CASSIDY



This is the phone number to the coffee shop 

in the lower level of Brice the pedophile’s 

building.  You saw that he got dead yesterday?  

This was found in his pocket.  See the four?


FLYNN

It’s underlined.  Brice is number four?

CASSIDY

You are a good detective.  

FLYNN

What happened to number three?

CASSIDY

Good question.  On another note.  I had a 

meeting about you today.  You should be all 

set to return next Monday.


FLYNN

Great.  


CASSIDY (speaking quietly)

You just need to agree to go to some

counseling.


FLYNN

Counseling.  Fuck that.  Are you serious?

The question is interrupted by a buzzer.  FLYNN gets up and presses the intercom.  



FLYNN



Yes.




AUGUST (O.S.)



It’s August.  I went to Sully’s but you 
weren’t there.




FLYNN (pressing the buzzer)



Come on up. 



CASSIDY



You have company.  I can go.




FLYNN



Not what you think.  She works at One PP.

AUGUST enters the apartment with a bottle of wine.  She is wearing a gray suit.  She hands the wine to FLYNN.  



FLYNN



August, Cassidy.  Cassidy, August.  



Cassidy is my lieutenant.  She is an 


intern at One Police Plaza.  Works for

the shrink that evaluated me.  


CASSIDY

A pleasure.  Please sit.  We’re having sushi.

Beer or wine?


AUGUST

If you are drinking beer, I’d love one.

The three sit and drink beer and eat sushi.  




AUGUST



My area of interest is serial murderers and 



I want to help you with the case you are on.



I’ll stay out of the way.  I’ve already been 

through orientation.  You won’t even know that 

I am there. 


CASSIDY

Sure.  Why not.  


AUGUST

That was easy.  Tell me about the murders.


FLYNN

First, a man strangled in an alley.  He 
was a drunk driver that did only a few 

months for vehicular homicide.  Next. 
A junkie prostitute that killed her kids 
was murdered.  Strangled also.  Then, a 
pedophile was killed the other day.  All 
seemingly got away with serious crimes and 
each was numbered.  


AUGUST

Brice?  


CASSIDY

Yes.  


FLYNN

But Brice was numbered as four, we are 
missing number three.


CASSIDY 

So what’s with the champagne?  


AUGUST

Anonymous gift.  Someone sent it with 
the article about the killing in the 

Bronx.
CASSIDY gets up.




CASSIDY 



I’ve got somewhere to be.  You kids have a 

good night.  I’ll call you tomorrow.
EXT. CITY STREET – DAY
RIEGER is seated in his pick-up truck.  He opens a disposable cell phone package and dials a number that is written down on a piece of paper.




RIEGER 



Detective Flynn.




FLYNN (O.S.)



Who is this?




RIEGER


A friend.  Did you enjoy the champagne that 



I sent to you?




FLYNN (O.S.)



Again, who is this?




RIEGER


Have a nice day detective.

RIEGER pulls from his spot and drives away.
INT. RIEGER’S PICK UP TRUCK – DAY    
RIEGER has binoculars to his eyes.  He is parked near a marina.  Large sailboats and powerboats are visible.  RIEGER is watching one boat.  He pulls out a camera with high powered lenses.  He takes pictures of the boat, and of the entrance to the slips.  RIEGER also takes pictures of the surveillance cameras.  He sips from a bottle of water and eats an orange.  
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM AT ONE POLICE PLAZA – DAY

FLYNN is seated in a conference room.  Dr. Reese sits across from him.  Two men in suits are also in the room.  




REESE



Detective.  I have completed your 
evaluation.  My recommendation is that you 
be re-instated to your position.  However, 
I am also recommending that you attend 
outpatient counseling.    


FLYNN

Great.  I’ll thoughtfully consider that recommendation.


CAPTAIN WILSON

Flynn.  Dr. Reese made that recommendation  


in your evaluation.  She can’t compel you to 

go to counseling.  I can.  You will attend 

an initial session within two weeks and then 

complete the treatment based on the 

recommendations of the therapist.  Here is a 

list of department approved psychologists.  


FLYNN

Got you.


CAPTAIN WILSON

We have concluded our investigation into the 

shooting on Whitestone Ave in the Bronx.  The 

reviewer found no violation of departmental procedures.  You are cleared on that aspect.


FLYNN

Good.  


CAPTAIN WILSON

Your weapon and badge.  Reinstatement is 
official Monday at 6:00 a.m.  Have a nice 
weekend detective.  

The meeting is adjourned.  FLYNN leaves the room.

EXT. MARINA – NIGHT

It is dark with little moonlight.  A medium breeze is blowing the flags at the docks and on the large sailboats.  RIEGER climbs down the rocks with a fishing pole and a white bucket.  Inside the white bucket the explosive is wrapped in a towel.  Other items are visible in beneath the explosive device.  .   

There is movement on some boats.  He pulls binoculars from the bucket and looks at one boat.  The lights go out.  He packs up his equipment and walks toward a rowboat.  He finds one with oars underneath.  He shoves off from shore and weaves through boats and moorings toward a large powerboat.  He holds onto an unused mooring watching an old man finish a cigarette on the deck of his boat.  
He continues rowing.  He places the explosive on the side of the boat.  Sets with detonator for 120 minutes.  He rows to a concrete wall a few hundred yards from the boats.  
Steadily, he stands with a can of spray paint in his hand.  

INT. RIEGER’S KITCHEN – DAY
RIEGER turns on television in his kitchen.  He yawns and looks at the watch on his wrist.  Less than ten seconds.  At his watch hits zero, his coffee maker comes to life.  He smiles.

EXT. MARINA – DAY
Faint light is looming from the east.  A slight fog is visible over the boats in the marina.  Three fishermen are standing by a pick-up truck, tying on tackle, putting on fishing boots.  




FISHERMAN #1



Heard Sam caught a forty out of here two mornings 
ago.  Live eel.           


FISHERMAN #2

Who told you that?  Sam?  Never believe what he 

tells you.  

Their laughter is interrupted by a vicious and loud explosion from the docks.  The three take cover behind the truck.  Smoke and fire are visible.  Car alarms are sounding.  




FISHERMAN #1 (to #3)



You got a cell?  Call 911.  

INT. FLYNN’S BEDROOM – DAY 

FLYNN is snoring on his bed.  His cell phone is ringing.  He looks at the clock on the side of his bed.  5:52.




FLYNN



Jack.  I got eight more minutes on 

suspension.  Let me enjoy it.  


CASSIDY

Fuck that.  Get your ass down to the 

Southport Marina.  Bomb just took out 
several boats.  We need everyone.  

FLYNN 



On my way.

FLYNN jumps out of bed and runs into the bathroom.  

EXT. MARINA – DAY
FLYNN gets out of a cab a few blocks from the marina.  He runs past the barrier after showing his badge.  Dozens of response vehicles are on the scene.  Helicopters can be heard overhead.  He quickly finds CASSIDY.



FLYNN



What’s up Jack?




CASSIDY



Boat explosion.  Beautiful Hatteras.  Her name 

was Loco.  


FLYNN

So?


CASSIDY

Owner is Richard Locoria.  You remember him?


FLYNN

Brooklyn cop.  Mobbed up, right?


CASSIDY

That’s what they say.  Grew up with Dominic 

Denario.  Loco made a lot of money in the 

market.  Retired at forty.  Everyone thought 

he was dirty.   


FLYNN

If your best friend is a high profile 
Mafioso, people will think you’re dirty.


CASSIDY

Denario was connected for sure, but had 
many legitimate businesses.  Made millions 
on Wall Street.  Loco benefited from his 
friend’s knowledge of the market.  He was 
never found guilty of anything.  

FLYNN
Okay.  The boat exploded.  He’s not a 
dirty cop.  Why did you bring me here?


CASSIDY

Hey.  I always hated the prick.  Used to

pull into the golf course in an Aston Martin.  
Walk with me.  

They reached the water’s edge.  CASSIDY pointed to a concrete wall beyond the marina.  Below the smoke and morning fog – the number 5 is clearly visible on the wall.




FLYNN



Fuck.




CASSIDY



I stayed with a friend about four blocks 
from here.  I heard the explosion and came 
down.  I saw that and called you.   


FLYNN

I need a coffee.

They walked away from the dock.  A young cop walked up to them with a tray of coffee.




COP



They give me the important jobs.

FLYNN and CASSIDY grabbed cups and walked away from the crowds.  Flynn lights a cigarette.  A white van with New Jersey plates pulls away from the cops.  



FLYNN



Now we have four victims, each killed and 
numbered.  And this is number five.  Where 
did we miss one?




CASSIDY



I don’t know.  We know Santis was one.  
Florez the junkie was number two.  Then Brice, 
then Loco.  Three died between Florez and 
Brice.


FLYNN

Must have been while I was on suspension.


CASSIDY

Fuck.


FLYNN

What?


CASSIDY

Let’s go to your place.  

They walk out of the marina to the street.
INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT – DAY

FLYNN and CASSIDY are seated at the kitchen table.  




CASSIDY



Tell me about the champagne.




FLYNN



A package was in my lobby.  I opened it and 

there was the bottle and an article about me 

and my exploits in the Bronx.  I drank it 

and threw the article at August.




CASSIDY



Where is the bottle?




FLYNN



Under my sink.

FLYNN leaves the room.  He returns with the bottle, handing it to CASSIDY.  He looks behind the couch and pulls out a piece of paper.  




FLYNN



Here’s the article too.

CASSIDY is looking at the bottle.  Using the mouse on the computer, he has an image of a Dom bottle on the screen.  He compares the bottles.




CASSIDY



Look here.  See the label.  Where it says 
Fondee in 1743.  Look at the line underneath.  
Someone altered it to underscore the 3.
FLYNN looks at it.  He shakes his head.



FLYNN



What are you saying?  I killed number three?  

CASSIDY looks at the article.  He points to a sentence.  



CASSIDY



Look.  Letters are bolded on this.  See this 

sentence.  The letters t-h-r-e-e are bolded.  

Do I need to start looking at you for the other 

four?


FLYNN

Fuck that.  I can’t believe it.  I just thought 

of something else.


CASSIDY

What?


FLYNN

I got an anonymous call, restricted number.  

Guy called me a friend and asked if I enjoyed 

the champagne.  Happened just the other day.


CASSIDY

Think about it.  The killer planted evidence 

at the Florez scene to make us look at 

Washington.  That’s how we got to Washington.

EXT. FRONT OF FLYNN’S BUILDING – DAY 
FLYNN and CASSIDY exit through the front door.  Walking toward the unmarked car, FLYNN looks up at a white van across the street.  The van has Jersey plates.  FLYNN starts running after the van.  The van pulls away down the street.



CASSIDY



Who is that?




FLYNN

I don’t know, but the same van was in the 

marina today.  And it has been in front of 

here a few times this week.  I got a partial 

plate.  New Jersey.  First three letters are 

RFE. 

INT. BRONXVILLE PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY
A quiet library.  RIEGER is sitting at a computer in the corner.  A few older women are looking at books.  An infant is crying in the background.  The computer screen shows types of diabetes and treatment.  RIEGER clicks the mouse and a screen with insulin doses appears.  The different dosage levels indicate the therapeutic range and unsafe ranges.  
RIEGER then types in Anthony Green, MD into a Google search.  The results are listed on the screen.  He reads a few articles about a doctor accused of killing his wife and found not guilty.  The headlines and articles are visible on the screen.  A more recent headline reads “Disgraced MD Exiled in Walden.”  
INT. SULLY’S - NIGHT 

FLYNN and AUGUST are seated at a table with drinks.     




AUGUST



Any excitement today?




FLYNN



Remember the champagne and article?  It 

turns out to be a gift from our killer.  A 

three on the champagne bottle was under- 

lined.  We solved the mystery on murder 

number three.  


AUGUST

Oh.  I was referring to the explosion at 

the marina.  I figured you were down there.  


FLYNN

Yes.  A wall behind the marina had a five 

spray painted on it.  Looks like another one.

AUGUST

Really?  I didn’t know.  I saw it on the news 

earlier.  They didn’t ID him.  Who was it?


FLYNN

Richard Locoria.  Former Brooklyn cop.  

Allegedly connected with people that have 

bent noses.  Fucking number five.  And I
did number three.  

FLYNN motions MAC for other round of drinks.  The TV behind them shows footage from the boat explosion.  A picture on the screen identifies the victim as Richard Locoria.  The caption below his picture reads – Mob Hit?  MAC returns with the drinks.  

MAC
Loco and your boss were pretty tight way 

back when.


FLYNN

Yeah?  Cassidy said he hated the prick.


MAC

Something must have happened between 

them.  They closed this place up a number 

of times.  Had to carry them out.  

The crowd at the bar starts to get louder.  




AUGUST (raising her voice)



Flynn, I’m beat.  I need to go home 

and get some sleep.  Call me tomorrow?




FLYNN



Yes.  I’ve got some meetings in the morning, 

but I’ll call your cell.  You can sleep at 

my place if it’s easier.




AUGUST



Thanks.  Not tonight, though.  I need to 
get home.  

AUGUST gives him a hug and peck on the cheek, and she walks out of the bar.  MAC approaches the table with another drink for FLYNN and one for himself.  He sits.




MAC

Girl is easy on the eyes.  What’s with the 


name though.  You thinks it’s real?  Sounds 

like a superhero or something.  August West.


FLYNN
Never asked her about the name.  She is 

beautiful though.    

The two continue sitting at the table and drinking.  

INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT - DAY
Faint light coming through the blinds.  Flynn is in bed, looks like same scene from the day before when his sleep is ended by the boat explosion.  Cell phone rings.




FLYNN



Yeah.  You going to wake me up every 


morning?




CASSIDY (O.S.)



Go buy a Post and call me back on my cell.  

We got big fucking problems.  

FLYNN lies in bed for a minute.  He gets up, throws a sweatshirt on, and walks toward his door.  

EXT. OUTDOOR NEWS STAND ON BUSY NEW YORK STREET – DAY 
FLYNN grabs the Post and hands a dollar bill to the cashier.  The headline reads - NUMBERS KILLER STRIKES AGAIN.  Color picture of the scene at the marina, with an insert of the number five spray painted on the wall.




FLYNN (to no one)



Fuck.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM AT ONE POLICE PLAZA - DAY

The conference room table is filled with suits.  Seven police officers and officials in the room, but no one is talking.  FLYNN and CASSIDY are in the room.  The door opens and a distinguished man of medium height, gray hair, wearing dress blues enters, flanked by two men in dark suits.  Everyone in the room stands.  He sits and the others follow.    



DEPUTY COMMISIONER DAVIS



Who the fuck is talking with the media?  
I want to know.  If it’s the last fucking 
thing I do in the office, I will find who 
is leaking information and make their life 
not worth living.  Am I clear?  Someone tell 
me why the front page of the Post has a

story with information that has never been 
released.  Someone tell me why the 
Commissioner, vacationing in Miami, has to 
be called at seven this morning with this 
news.  I want answers.      


CASSIDY

Deputy Commissioner, if I may.  This 

information is being kept close to the vest.  

The murder books are locked up each night.  

Details are limited.  No one is talking.  

With all due respect, I think we need to 

speak with the reporter and get it from him.


DAVIS

Lieutenant, I appreciate that you are looking 

to protect your people.  This isn’t the first 

time that you and I have dialogued about 

speaking out of school.  And why did we hear 

from a fucking reporter that one of the 

killings was possibly done by New York’s 
finest?  I need to read that in the paper.  
I fucking almost choked on my Wheaties.    

All eyes in the room move toward FLYNN. 




DAVIS



I got the feds coming down to meet with me 

in an hour.  They have been chomping at the 

bit to take over this case.  This gives them ammunition.  We’re entering the tourist 

season in a troubled economy and now people 

have to read about a fucking serial killer.   


CASSIDY 

This reporter.  What do we know about him?


ARMAND DIEGO
The Media Relations Unit has little contact 

with him.  His name is Roland Hobbs.  We 

understand he freelanced for a while before 

going to the Post.  He called the office at 

4:55 yesterday afternoon and left a message 

looking for a comment on the killings.  No 

one got back to him.


CASSIDY

Flynn and I will go talk to him.  


DAVIS

We are going to release a statement that 

ensures the public that they are safe.  We 

will let them know that we are investigating 

a series of crimes that may or may not be 

linked.  Anyone giving information to the 

media other that Diego will be disciplined.  

The Commissioner has charged me with 

creating a Task Force to look into these 

killings.  Cassidy and his people at the 

32nd will continue to investigate these 

murders, for now.

EXT. TOWNHOUSE IN NEW JERSEY - DAY

FLYNN and CASSIDY are at the door.  In the background is the same white van from the marina and in front of FLYNN’S apartment.  CASSIDY, smoking a cigar, bangs on the door.




VOICE FROM INSIDE



Yeah.  Who is it?




CASSIDY



NYPD.  Open the door.

The door opens.  ROLAND HOBBS, slightly disheveled, short and overweight, lets them into the townhouse.  CASSIDY shows him the lit cigar, HOBBS shrugs in approval.  He looks nervously out the door and closes it.  

INT. HOBB’S DINING ROOM – DAY 
The dining room is littered with newspapers and files.  A computer in the corner of the room is on – text from an article is visible.  




HOBBS



What can I do for you, officers?

CASSIDY (blowing a cloud of smoke)



We are here about your little story in 

the paper today.  You’ve been following 

us and eavesdropping.  Your fucking story 

compromises my investigation and if you 

don’t start talking, I’m going to smash 

your fucking face on this table until you 

do.  That’s what you can do for us.


HOBBS

Okay.  I’ll talk.  But don’t think I’m 

intimidated by your threat.  I did not want 

to compromise your investigation, but didn’t 

want it to be scooped by another reporter.  

These things have a way of leaking out from 

your Department to my rivals.  I haven’t 

broken a story in years.  I have been getting 

some unusual mail lately.  I don’t know where 
it is coming from.

FLYNN

Unusual mail?


HOBBS
It started a few weeks ago.  There was an 

article on the Hispanic guy mailed here, few 

days after he was killed.  I’ve received four 

other letters from this source.  All articles 

on people that have been killed.  Including the 

one you killed.  (Looking at Flynn).  After 

the first one, I realized that I should preserve 

the envelopes and was careful with the letters.  

I put each in plastic.  You’ll notice that 

there is a number on each of the envelopes

in the bottom right hand corner.  I threw 

away the envelope from the first letter, but 

seem to recall that there was a number one in 

the bottom corner.

Envelopes with postmarks from the Bronx, Brooklyn, Manhattan, Westchester County, and White Plains.   




CASSIDY



You ever hear about civic duty.  You’re 

holding onto evidence from multiple murder 

scenes.  I should haul you in right now.


HOBBS

I didn’t put it together until the other day.  

I want to cooperate.  Take everything.


CASSIDY (agitated)
I plan on it.  And if you get any other mail, 

call me.  Don’t touch it.  Here’s my card.  
And get a hobby, a fucking girlfriend or 
something.  Jesus Christ.  
INT. IL BACIO TRATTORIA IN BRONXVILLE - DAY
Busy restaurant, mix of businessmen having martinis for lunch, housewives drinking wine and picking at salads.  RIEGER, wearing a light-colored suit, is sitting at a table.  Empty wine glass and remnants of a plate of gnocchi are in front of him.  A couple leaves their table, he looks over at the newspaper left behind.  He sees the front page and gets the paper from the table.  Camera pans to the headline Number Killer and the picture of the 5 on the concrete wall.  He has a big smile.  A well-muscled waiter approaches.  




WAITER



Can I get anything else for you sir?




RIEGER


Yes.  I’ll have the gelato and an espresso.  

You read this story?  (Pointing to the 

newspaper).  


WAITER

Nah.  Don’t read much.  But they were talking 

about it at the gym this morning. 


RIEGER
What were they saying?


WAITER

People called him a wackjob.  Killing and 

numbering people.  Real fucking sick.   
INT. SULLY’S - NIGHT

CASSIDY and AUGUST are seated at a table in the back.  A pitcher of dark beer is on the table.  Two half-filled mugs are next to the pitcher.  A plate of nachos is between them.  FLYNN approaches from the bar with an empty mug.




CASSIDY



Flynn.  Your watch broken?  




FLYNN



Needed a nap.  Your early morning wake-up 
calls are killing me.  Hi August.


AUGUST

Hey.


FLYNN (pointing at a plate on the table)
You waited for me before eating?


CASSIDY

Fuck that.  Looks like stale chips with 

Cheese Whiz.  The lettuce is brown.  Mac 

should know better than to bring this to 
us. 

AUGUST

Okay.  I have an idea.  You both have said 

that the killer is connected to law 

enforcement, right?  If I can access all 

the electronic data for all five victims, 

maybe we can find a commonality.  Someone 

involved in several of the cases. 




CASSIDY



You can do that?




AUGUST



Yes.  I had a professor at school that 

taught this theory.  You can manipulate the 

parameters and narrow or expand your search.  

It was pretty cool.  We did this with Dahmer’s 

victims and his name came up in seven out of 

seventeen of his known murders.  




FLYNN



What do you need?




AUGUST



Access to law enforcement databases.  




CASSIDY



I can arrange that.

INT. RIEGER’S RANGE ROVER – DAY

RIEGER is driving down a country road.  He is looking down at directions.  He pulls into a long driveway to a small blue ranch house with overgrown hedges.  
EXT. GREEN’S HOUSE – DAY 

RIEGER exits the SUV and walks to the front door with a black bag in his hand.  RIEGER knocks on the door.



GREEN (agitated)



Who is it?  What do you want?




RIEGER


Dr. Green.  Nick James with the VNA.

The door opens slightly.




GREEN



Where’s the regular nurse?  And today is 

Wednesday.  I get the visit on Thursday.  




RIEGER


I’m a regional supervisor.  I do regular 

checks on patients in the area.


GREEN

Regular checks?  You never been here 

before.  


RIEGER
We have instituted a program that 

includes random checks on patients, and 

I want to make sure that you are getting 

the very best care that we can provide at 

the VNA.  Your health is important to us 

and if you could spare a few minutes, I 

would be grateful.


GREEN

You have five minutes.

The door opens.  An elderly, worn man in a tattered bathrobe opens the door.  

INT. GREEN’S LIVING ROOM – DAY 
GREEN shuffles toward a worn leather couch.  He motions for RIEGER to sit on a nearby matching chair.  The décor is old.  The house is cluttered.  GREEN is lying on the couch.




GREEN



I’m in the middle of a nap.  The regular 

nurse knows not to come at this time.
The old man, obviously in poor health, has his eyes closed.  The camera looks down at him.  RIEGER pulls a syringe with clear liquid from his black bag.  He injects it into a vein in GREEN’S arm.  The old man opens his eyes, but doesn’t struggle.  His eyes flutter, then shut.

INT. 32ND PRECINCT – DAY
FLYNN is alone in the conference room.  No one is around.  A desk light illuminates the area.  Spread out on the table are the murder books.  He flips through the books.  Copies of the mail obtained from HOBBS is focused in on.  
AUGUST and CASSIDY walk into the conference room.  She opens a laptop and places it on the table.  She places a bag with bagels and cream cheese on the table.




CASSIDY



Don’t you know that cops eat donuts?  



They don’t teach you that at NYU?

AUGUST

Don’t you know that today’s cops are 

more fit than ever and stay away from 

donuts? 

CASSIDY shrugs and spread cream cheese on a bagel.   




FLYNN



Let’s get on with this.  I went to 

Forensics late yesterday.  They 

processed the mail that from our 

favorite reporter.  Nothing of 

evidentiary value.  The articles and 

envelopes were clean.   

AUGUST

I am ready to being uploading data 
into the program I developed.  I spoke 

with my professor last night and he 

instructed me on the parameters.  If I 

can access to the databases today, I 

should have some names for you by within a 
week.  It takes some time and I know it’s 
a long shot.  
CASSIDY

You have a meeting at One PP with 

the supervisor in the computer lab.  He 

said he would get you all the data you 

need.  Meeting’s at ten.  

INT. FLOOR OF THE BARN – NIGHT

Young girl is lying on the ground.  Her head is cut and bleeding.  She is silent.  A dark figure carrying a bible approaches.  There is fear and panic in the eyes of the dark figure.  He looks at the bound woman, then looks at the injured child.  He picks up the child in both arms.  

INT. AUGUST’S BEDROOM – DAY
AUGUST opens her eyes.  She looks at her clock and sees it is 4:57.  She rolls over, but is still awake.  There is sadness in her eyes.  Rain is banging against her windows.  AUGUST picks up her cell phone and dials.  



FLYNN (O.S.)



Hello.




AUGUST



Flynn.  I wake you.




FLYNN (O.S.)


Yeah.  What time is it?




AUGUST 



I don’t know.  Early though.  




FLYNN (O.S.)


You alright?




AUGUST



I had a bad dream.  I’m a little shaken.  

Want to have breakfast?  Meet me at the 

deli near your apartment?  I’ll take a 

cab there.

FLYNN (O.S.)
See you there.       



She gets out of bed and goes into the bathroom.  The shower can be heard running as rain continues to hit the window.

INT. NEW YORK DELI – EARLY MORNING

FLYNN is drinking coffee, sitting alone in the deli.  New York Jets baseball hat, dripping from the rain.  AUGUST gets out of a cab in front of the deli and runs through the door.  



AUGUST



I’m sorry for waking you.  I feel 

bad.

FLYNN

Stop.  I wanted to get up early anyway.  

It going to be a beautiful Sunday 

morning.

AUGUST (laughing)

Yeah.  Real nice outside.    

WAITRESS approached and refills FLYNN’S coffee and pours a cup for AUGUST.  




AUGUST



I appreciate you letting me work on 

this case.  Someday I’ll tell you why 

it is so important to me.  



FLYNN

Okay.  Let me know when you want to talk 

about it.

AUGUST

I will.  
From outside the deli you see them at the table.  Their conversation is visible, but inaudible due to the pouring rain.  She points to a newspaper article.  He shrugs.  A waitress brings over two plates.  

INT. CADILLAC ESCALADE – DAY

CASSIDY is driving the black Escalade driving on major highway.  The pouring rain was now a mist.  



CASSIDY



I just talked to my buddy SCIARRA in 

Walden. Used to work Brooklyn 

narcotics, took a bullet, now he’s a 

state cop.  He is meeting us at Green’s 

house.  HOBBS is not answering.  It 

would be nice to get confirmation from 

him.     

AUGUST

Maybe it’s nothing.  I saw the story 

in the paper today at breakfast.  He 

is another high profile person who got 

away with murder, at least according to 

the press.  When was he on trial?

FLYNN 

Five years ago?  I remember 

investigating his wife’s disappearance.  

He was a big time doctor – made millions.  

She disappeared one night after a dinner 

party.  Never found, no body.  Tried and 

found not guilty.  

 AUGUST

He was a sleaze.  Taught at my school.  

Crime writing or something like that.  

Asked my roommate to go away for a 

weekend.  Thought he was God’s gift to 

women.  He must be old.  He was in his 

sixties back then.  I saw him once.  He 

was good looking for an old man.  Kind of 

like you, Cassidy.

CASSIDY

Funny.  

The SUV is now on a secondary road.  Sun is filtering through the windshield.  CASSIDY puts on aviator glasses.  




CASSIDY

I saw a picture of him a few years ago.  

He had a stroke or something.  Looked 

like hell.  And he is pretty much 

destitute.  No more Caribbean tans and 

five thousand dollar Armani suits.   

AUGUST (newspaper in her lap)

According to this, the cause of death 

was reported as insulin overdose.  He 

had severe diabetes.  Nurse from VNA 

found the body.

The SUV is now on a country road and pulls up to a state police cruiser.  The cop in the cruiser points to the driveway and pulls in toward the house.  The Escalade follows.  

EXT. GREEN’S DRIVEWAY – DAY 

The sun is shining bright, the driveway and lawn are wet.  The blue ranch comes into view.  Flynn lights a cigarette.  The four walk toward each other and congregate near the front door. 




CASSIDY



Tony.  How are you?  My partner Flynn, 

and our forensic psychologist intern, 

August West.




SCIARRA (shaking hands)



Flynn.  August.  (To Cassidy).  What 

brings you out this way Jack?  Miss the 

country?




CASSIDY

Probably nothing.  Just a Sunday drive 

to upstate New York.  We’re working the 

numbers case in the city.  This murder 

fits our profile on some levels.  We 

thought it should be checked out.  

SCIARRA

Green died sometime last week – was 

found on Thursday by local cops.  A 

nurse was by for a medical visit.  

Did not get a response and called the 

local guys.  Presumed accidental 

insulin overdose.

FLYNN

They didn’t suspect anything?  Nothing 

out of the ordinary?

SCIARRA (papers in hand)

Nothing.  A needle was found at the 

scene and is presumed to be insulin.  

VNA nurse said that Green has been 

despondent lately; cops got the 

impression that he felt that maybe he 

offed himself.  Didn’t go as far as to 

say anything like that – probably 

worried about liability. Let’s see – 

tox results not back yet, guy had major 

health problems.  Not much else.

    


CASSIDY



Take us inside?




SCIARRA



Yeah, why not.
INT. GREEN’S HOUSE - DAY
Cops are looking through the house.  Desks, boxes in basement, drawers.  Varied shots of the search.  State cop standing by the door.

EXT. GREEN’S DRIVEWAY – DAY

The four leave the house.  SCIARRA walks toward his cruiser on his cell phone.  FLYNN and CASSIDY sit on the front steps.  AUGUST stands, looking at them.  




AUGUST



Sorry if I wasted your time.  I thought 

maybe…




CASSIDY



Hey.  It needed to be looked into.  Don’t 

worry about it.  (He pulls a cigar tube 

from his pocket).




FLYNN (lighting the cigar for CASSIDY)



Part of the job.  Following useless leads.  




AUGUST (looking curiously at the hedges)



Look…

She is interrupted by SCIARRA, who is running toward them.




SCIARRA



I got a multi-car on the highway.  I need 

to leave and so do you.

CASSIDY



Got it.  Thanks Tony.

The four walk toward the vehicles.  The cruiser follows the Escalade off the property.  CASSIDY pulls over at the end of the driveway as the cruiser drives by fast with lights going. 




CASSIDY



You see something?




AUGUST



Go back down the driveway.

The SUV pulls up to the front of the house.  The three leave the car and walk to the front door.  




AUGUST



What is the address here?




CASSIDY



Twenty-six Farmhouse Road.  Why?




AUGUST (pointing)



Look at the numbers next to the door.

FLYNN pulls back the hedges to the right of the front door.  A brass six is tacked to the cedar clapboards.  The outline of the number two to the left of the six is visible because of fading from the sun.  The two is missing.  FLYNN walks around the hedges and returns to the front steps.  In his hand is the brass two.




FLYNN (smirking)



Maybe it just fell on its own.  

EXT. GARRISON RIEGER’S TERRACE – DAY 
Nice view of the estate.  RIEGER is sitting at a table.  A mug of coffee and glass of orange juice are in front of him.  Opera music is playing from outdoor speakers.  He pulls articles from a manila folder.  Newspaper clippings.  Time Magazine cover.  Avery Williams – CEO of pharmaceutical company.  Another article – From Mailroom to the Boardroom.  A picture of Williams smiling proudly in a dark suit.  Next article – Scandal at PharCom.  He lays them all on the table and laughs.      

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM AT ONE POLICE PLAZA – DAY 




Official meeting.  The room is quiet.  DEPUTY COMMISSIONER DAVIS is standing in front of the room.  CASSIDY, FLYNN, and AUGUST are seated at the table.  Several other are visible.    




DAVIS



Good morning.  Given the circumstances 

around the recent, linked murders in 

our city, the Commissioner and I have 

decided to create a Task Force with the 

objective of apprehending the so-called 

Numbers Killer.  With a lack of forensic 
evidence, we cannot conclusively tie 

these murders together.  However, there 

is a pattern developing with murders of 
individuals that have evaded serious 

consequences for their criminal behavior 

and the numbering of these victims.  

AGENT ANTHONY COLBURN from the Federal 

Bureau of Investigation has been invited 

to join the Task Force.  AGENT COLBURN.

  


COLBURN
The Bureau is committed to providing 

all needed resources to this 

investigation.  I am not going to step 

on toes, exert federal muscle, or in 

any way interfere with your processes.  

I am here as a resource.  The Bureau 

Chief in New York and the Commissioner 

are committed to work together, in 

harmony, on this case.  We believe 

there are five victims from this killer, 

plus another target that was killed by 

police during the investigation.  We 


believe the most recent victim is a Dr. 

Green.  Information on that case is 

available in the packet in front of you.
DAVIS

I also want to introduce August West.  

For those of you that haven’t had the 

pleasure, she in an intern with the 

Department and works in Forensic 

Psychology.  She has prepared some 

information in your backs and has a 

few minutes to profile the killer.

AUGUST 

Thank you.  Years ago at the 

University of Louisville, Ronald Holmes 
identified four types of serial murderers.  
There is the Visionary.  Typically 
psychotic and motivated by auditory or 
visual hallucinations commanding him to 

kill – and usually certain types or 

groups of people.  He feels 

compelled and doesn’t stop until he 

gets caught or is too psychotic 

to function.  Next is the Power-

Oriented type.  They are controllers, 

usually not psychotic.  They are 

obsessed with capturing their victims 

and controlling them for a period of 

time.  Sometimes days.  Moving along, 

there is the Hedonistic Killer.  This 

is the person that kills because they 

enjoy the act of killing and are 

motivated by sexual arousal.  Thrill 

killing.  In my opinion, these do not 

match what we know of our killer. 

COLBURN

What does match?


AUGUST 

Based on all the information we have 

gathered, our killer fits the Mission-

Oriented subtype.  They kill to rid 

the world of people that they deem 

unworthy to live.  A form of societal 
cleansing.  Probably smart enough to 

know that they are not going to make a 
difference, but still feeling that the 

mission is worthy.


CASSIDY

Since the beginning, it has been apparent 

that the killer is somehow involved in law enforcement.  No forensics, no witnesses.  

We’ve got nothing.  Nothing except a killer 

that is gaining momentum.     




AUGUST



And he will not stop until we stop him.  

Camera moves to the door.  A man enters the room and walks toward the FBI agent, COLBURN.  He hands him a package.  COLBURN looks through the package.




COLBURN



The Bureau has developed a profile the 

killer.  We also have a team that is 

profiling potential victims.  


DAVIS

What have you got?   


COLBURN (looking through the package)
One of our interns uncovered a Court TV 
program that profiled people who got away 
with murder or other serious crimes.  OJ 

was the headline of the show.  (Looking at 

the paper).  Looks like Brice and Dr. Green

were also featured.  


AUGUST

Could be a coincidence.  I think our killer 

is smarter than to use a TV program as a 

script.


CASSIDY

Who else is on the tape?


COLBURN

We don’t have the transcripts, but I have 

the DVD.  Bring in a TV.
EXT. BEACH ON STATEN ISLAND, GREAT KILLS HARBOR - NIGHT

A man is seated on a white bucket on the beach.  A bottle of whisky is next to him.  Two fishing poles are visible to his left – secured in white PVC pipes.  Same man as the pictures that RIEGER was looking at on his terrace.  A figure is approaching from down the beach - it is RIEGER carrying a fishing pole.  He is wearing dark clothes.  The man on the beach, AVERY WILLIAMS, turns around as RIEGER approaches.




WILLIAMS (pointing at RIEGER’S pole)



Tough night for tossing plugs.  Wind is at 

your face.      

RIEGER
I knew I should have brought my other poles.  

Guess the forecast was wrong.  Sour mash?  
   

WILLIAMS (sipping from a Jack Daniel’s bottle)
My fishing partner since the dog went down.  

RIEGER
Smells good.


WILLIAMS

Care for a taste?


RIEGER
Absolutely.  


WILLIAMS (hands the bottle to RIEGER)
Here you go.

RIEGER (takes the bottle)

You might want to check that left pole.

Crabs are stealing your bait.  

WILLIAMS turns toward the poles.  RIEGER drops the bottle in the sand, and reaches for WILLIAMS.  His hands are firmly around WILLIAM’S neck.  He slumps to the ground.  RIEGER stands over him.     
INT. UNMARKED POLICE CRUISER – NIGHT 
CASSIDY is driving.  FLYNN is in the passenger’s seat, AUGUST is in the back.  The cruiser is traveling at a high rate of speed with the lights on.  An exit sign that reads “STATEN ISLAND” is seen. The car is traveling at a high rate of speed.  



CASSIDY


Avery Williams.  You heard of him?  I 

haven’t.



FLYNN



Not really.  Let’s see what this says.  

(Holding paper in the light).  Started in 

the mailroom at PharCom and fifteen years 

later is the CEO.  Company developed a 

wonder drug for the treatment of rheumatoid 

arthritis.  Company made billions.  Then 

people got sick and died from the drug.  He 
was tried and found not guilty for 
manslaughter.  Happened five years ago.  



AUGUST



Five years ago?  I remember the class action 

suits against him.  He was found guilty in 

civil court.    


CASSIDY

That’s why I never take anything stronger 

than an aspirin.  Fuck those drug companies. 


AUGUST

You know where you are going?  


CASSIDY

Yes.  We’re almost there.  
EXT. FRONT STEPS OF RUN DOWN DUPLEX – NIGHT 
Police vehicles with lights flashing is in front of a duplex. CASSIDY and FLYNN are standing on the steps. CASSIDY bangs on the door.  Bangs harder a second time.  The door to the other unit in the duplex opens.  An old woman in a dirty bathrobe opens the door.  




WOMAN



What is going on out here?

They move toward over to her door.  




FLYNN



NYPD ma’am.  We are looking for Avery 

Williams.




WOMAN



Well, obviously, he ain’t home.  




FLYNN



This is important.  Do you know where he 

might be?




WOMAN



I haven’t seen him.




CASSIDY (looking at a sheet)



He’s got a blue Grand Cherokee.  It’s not in 

the driveway.  That what he drives?


WOMAN

Yes.  If it’s near the high tide, he’s out 

fishing.  Brings me bluefish couple times a 

week.  Not very tasty, but I’m on a fixed 

income.


CASSIDY

Where does he fish?   




WOMAN



I never asked.
CASSIDY’S cell phone rings.  The three walk into the driveway.




CASSIDY



Yeah.  What is the date on the chart?  

(beat)  
You’re fucking kidding me?  Call you back.

He runs to the cruiser and talks into a police radio.  




CASSIDY (into police radio)

Dispatch.  Lieutenant Cassidy, NYPD.  From 

the 3-2.  Send all units to Great Kills 

Harbor.  The beach.  Possible 187 in 

progress.    


DISPATCH (O.S.)

10-4 Lieutenant.  Uniforms on the way.  

CASSIDY runs for the car.  FLYNN and AUGUST chase him.

INT. UNMARKED POLICE CRUISER – NIGHT  

FLYNN



Who called?  What’s going on?




CASSIDY



That was HOBBS.  He got an envelope today.  

Time Magazine cover of Avery Williams, 

Executive of the Year.  From six years ago.  

Also had a tide chart for this year.  A date 

on the chart for Great Kills Harbor was 

circled.  Tonight’s high tide.    

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT   
A police officer is running down the beach with his weapon drawn.  Two men are on the beach, barely visible by the moonlight.  One is on his back, the other is bent over him.  Hands near the head of the man on the ground.  The police officer stops with gun pointed at the bent over man.  



COP



NYPD.  Don’t move.

The man looks up, appears to mouth something, and then put his hands back on the other man’s chest.  The cop’s gun is visible.  Bang.  Bang. 

EXT. BEACH – NIGHT 
WILLIAMS is dead in the sand.  The other dead body is darkly clothed and face down in the sand.  We see the frightened cop that pulled the trigger.  He is standing with CASSIDY.  



CASSIDY



Tell me what happened.




COP



I responded to the request on the possible 
187.  My partner and I came to the beach.  
I dropped him at the west parking lot and 
parked up there.  (pointing)  I ran down to 
here and saw the perp on top of the vic.  I 
identified myself as a police officer.  He 

grabbed for him and I fired my weapon.  
CASSIDY looks at him.  




CASSIDY



Did he say anything?




COP



No.  He looked at me, then moved toward 
the victim.  Is this the numbers guy 
you’re looking for?


CASSIDY

I don’t know.
EXT. BUSY NEW YORK STREET – DAY 
Daytime, but it is getting dark and any light is fading.  Sleet is falling sideways and the streets are sloppy.  Flynn walks out of a building.  As he walks past, the placard on bricks – Burnham Counseling Center is visible.  
AT THE BOTTOM OF THE SCREEN IT READS – FIVE MONTHS LATER

INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT – NIGHT 

FLYNN enters his door and sees August.  She is wearing an apron and is stirring a Dutch oven with a large wooden spoon.  Her long hair is now shorter.  She smiles as he enters.    



AUGUST



Hey.




FLYNN



Hey yourself.

He walks into his bedroom to the left.  August continues stirring the pot in the kitchen.  Flynn enters in jeans and an argyle sweater and is using a towel to dry his hair.  




FLYNN






Am I going to regret giving you a key?
AUGUST



Probably.  Love that sweater.  That sloppy, 
preppy look suits you perfectly.  How was 

counseling? 

FLYNN

I’m either cured or my insurance ran out, 

because I’m all done.  What are you 

cooking?




AUGUST



Veal Osso Bucco.  Squash.  Bread.  Since 

you are doing Thanksgiving dinner 

tomorrow, I figured I’d made you a nice 

dinner tonight.  There is a bottle of red 

on the table.

FLYNN kisses her cheek.




FLYNN



Sounds good.  How is the new job this 

week?




AUGUST



Sucks.  I’m bored.  Corporate forensic 

psychology not only doesn’t pay the bills, 

but is boring as hell. I’m glad I still do 

the eight hours each week with Dr. Reese. 
AUGUST brings the Dutch oven to the set table.  FLYNN pours two glasses of wine.




AUGUST (raising her glass)



To a relaxing holiday weekend with my 

special friend. 

INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT - DAY

FLYNN is sleeping on the couch.  AUGUST comes out of the bedroom and walks toward the kitchen.  He opens his eyes and watches her.    She senses his eyes and returns from the kitchen with a coffee cup and plate.  




AUGUST

Your favorite.  Hazelnut coffee and a 

heated almond croissant.  Happy 
Thanksgiving.  How did you sleep?







FLYNN


Great.  After coffee, I’m making Bloody Mary’s.



You like?




AUGUST



Sure.  You going to get me drunk and take 

advantage of me?




FLYNN


Something like that.  

FLYNN and AUGUST are playing Scrabble on the coffee table.  A football game is on in the background.  Dishes from dinner are piled on the kitchen table.  Two empty bottles of wine.  Flynn raises his glass.



FLYNN (slurring slightly)


To a great dinner and even better company.  

 


AUGUST (laughing)


The chef proclamating that dinner is great –



there’s something wrong with that.




FLYNN (louder)



Proclamating.  That’s not even a real word.  




AUGUST (serious)

It’s been a long time since I had 

Thanksgiving with someone I cared about.  

For the last six years it was with families 

of my roommates who took pity on me.  Seeing 

them together with their families, the 

happiness.  I used to cry.




FLYNN

I’m sorry.  I’m usually with Cassidy and his dysfunctional family.  Last six years anyway.  

Now he’s separated and playing golf in Boca 

for Thanksgiving.  


AUGUST

I never told you my story.


FLYNN

No.


AUGUST

My name growing up was Sarah Jackson.  I 

Lived outside of San Francisco.  My father 

was, or is, Mark Robert Jackson.

FLYNN

Oh.


AUGUST

Yes.  I am the flesh and blood of a serial 

murderer.  He killed twenty-one women.  He 

was working on number twenty-two.  I heard 

noises in the barn one rainy night.  I went 

to the barn, climbed to my special spot in 

the hay loft, and watched him torture a 

woman.  I was nine.  I blacked out.  Woke up 

in a hospital.  Apparently I fainted and fell 

forward.  He brought me to the hospital.  The 

woman escaped.  The next day the farm looked 

like it was dug up by giant gophers.  I saw 

the pictures.  The bodies.  He is in San 

Quentin and is scheduled to be executed next 

year.  My mother became catatonic and didn’t 

talk for nine years.  She was in an 

institution and now lives in a rest home.  I 

haven’t seen or spoken to my father since that 

night.  I talk to my mother once or twice a 

year.  That’s my sadness and why I’m 

interested in serial murderers.  

FLYNN

I’m sorry.  

AUGUST leaves the room and goes into the bathroom.  FLYNN leans back into the couch.  His cell phone rings.  He looks at the number and squints.  Faint recognition.



FLYNN



Hello.  HOBBS?




HOBBS (O.S.)



Happy Thanksgiving Detective.




FLYNN



You didn’t call me to wish me a Happy 

Turkey Day.  What do you got?


HOBBS (O.S.)

No.  You know I got a lot of hate mail and 

weird stuff after the stories that the 

Numbers Killer was sending me articles 

about his killings and such.  And that 

stopped several months ago.  People moved 

on I guess.  I got some mail the other day 

that I just opened.  Away with the family, 

you know.  Anyway, it looks weird.  A poem.  

I scanned it and emailed it to you.

FLYNN hangs up the phone and makes his way to the computer.  He opens his email, then opens the document from HOBBS.  AUGUST approaches from behind.  The poem is on the screen.  

I realize that I’m late

I really didn’t want to wait

And I have picked a date

Soon it’ll be number eight.




FLYNN



You want to go out for coffee?

INT. DELI - NIGHT

Seated at a table with coffee cups and plates, AUGUST is holding up a piece of paper with the poem.  



AUGUST



You think it’s legit?




FLYNN

I’m no handwriting expert, but it looks like 

the other correspondence.  I think the 

Numbers Killer is dead.  He died on that 

beach.  There have been no murders in five 

months.  


AUGUST

Could be a partner or copycat.


FLYNN

Maybe.


AUGUST

I just never liked the fact that there was 

no evidence at his house or in his truck 

that linked him to the murders.   


FLYNN

You said it yourself, he met your profile.  

Wealthy, independent, eccentric.  He was 

withdrawn and angry.   


AUGUST

Still.  Something bothers me.  Now this.  


FLYNN

Okay.  Give me your perspective on the 

poem. 


AUGUST

I’m struck on two things in this letter.  

One is the first line.  He realizes he is 

late.  Like he has a time table that’s been 

disturbed.  Then he says he didn’t want to 

wait.  Something out of his control?


FLYNN

Incarceration?


AUGUST

Maybe.  But I doubt it.  Too smart.  But you 
think he is dead.


FLYNN

I don’t know anymore.  Time to call CASSIDY.

INT. OFFICE OF LIEUTENANT CASSIDY – DAY

CASSIDY is sitting at his desk.  Tanned and looking relaxed.  He is holding the poem in his hand.




FLYNN



You came back early from Boca because of 

this poem?


AUGUST

This and the fact that I was hemorrhaging 

money on the golf course.  Fucking sharks 

down there.  


FLYNN

What’s the plan?


CASSIDY

Forensics is processing the original poem.  

DAVIS set up a task force meeting for later

today.  The “threat” has been deemed 
credible.


FLYNN

Then what happened on the beach that 
night?

EXT. BEACH ON STATEN ISLAND, GREAT KILLS HARBOR - NIGHT
Overhead view of WILLIAMS on this back on the beach.  RIEGER walks away to the left.  

FADE OUT:

Overhead view of WILLIAMS on this back on the beach.  Another dark figure approaches from the right.  Figure drops his fishing pole.  Figure checks for breathing, and begins CPR.  




COP (V.O.)



NYPD.  Don’t move.

Figure looks up.  Close up on his face.  (It is not RIEGER).  He mouths – C.P.R.  Continues trying to revive WILLIAMS.  Bang.  Bang.  The figure falls over.

INT. RIEGER’S PICK-UP TRUCK – NIGHT 
RIEGER is driving down the road.  The camera is focused on his face.  He looks calm.  He looks in the rearview mirror and sees blue lights approaching.  Sudden panic in his eyes.  He pulls to the curb.  The lights pass him.  
The police car takes a left and pulls in front of a duplex.  He watches them knock on the door and then speak to the woman next store.  The three figures (two men and one woman) run back into the car, pass him, and drive toward the beach.      He pulls away and continues driving.  Camera is on RIEGER’S face.  He is sweating and his breathing is labored.  He looks confused.  He stops at a light and then continues driving through an intersection.  A bright light approaches from his right.  The light illuminates his face.  

EXT. STATEN ISLAND STREET – NIGHT 

Overview camera shows a large SUV plow into RIEGER’S pick-up. The truck takes the impact and skids out of control, careening into the shoulder and flipping several times before landing on its roof.  The truck is upside down, mangled, with white steam coming from the engine.
INT. HOUSE OF GARRISON RIEGER – DAY
RIEGER is on the couch, a slight scar across his forehead is visible.  Using the cane, he moves into the kitchen.  He has a noticeable limp.  RIEGER pours a drink of water from the dispenser built into his refrigerator and takes pills from the counter.  A doorbell rings.
RIEGER opens the door.  A Hispanic woman in nursing scrubs is on his steps.




NURSE



Senor.  I check on you today?




RIEGER


Not necessary.  I am okay now.  Thanks for 

your help.  I’ll call the VNA and 
cancel all appointments.  Gracias.  

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM AT ONE POLICE PLAZA – DAY 

Same conference room set up as the previous meeting.  FLYNN and CASSIDY are seated, talking quietly.  AUGUST walks in the door and takes a seat across from them.  She smiles.  COMMISSIONER DAVIS enters the room with another uniformed official.  He takes the seat at the head of the table.



DAVIS



Thanks for attending.  The serial killer 
that we met about previously is presumed to 
be dead.  However, given the lack of evidence 
tying him into any of the murders, and the 
fact that we just received a potential 
threat, we are reconvening.  The information 
discussed in this meeting must be kept in 
the strictest of confidence.  We don’t need 
more media scrutiny.  Any questions?

      

CASSIDY



Anything on the handwriting analysis from 

the poem?


DAVIS
Our analyst gives it a 80% match and the FBI 

analyst is closer to 90%. 


CASSIDY

We think it was possible a team effort?


AUGUST

There are documented cases of serial 

partners, most recently with the DC sniper 

case.  But it is rare, and the focus of the 

killing is usually different.  These types 

of murder are almost always perpetrated by 

a single killer.   


COLBURN

That is the position of the FBI as well.  We 

need to consider that the person killed on 

the beach was not the serial killer.


DAVIS

Fucking great.  And that supposition does 

not leave this room.  Last thing I need is 

another incidental casualty in this 

investigation.

All eyes move in on FLYNN.  




DIEGO

We have met with HOBBS, the Post reporter.  

He has agreed to hold off on any article 

about the poem.  We made an arrangement with 

him.  All questions regarding the case still 

go through my office.



CASSIDY

What’s next?  Sit and wait?

INT. TACO TACO TAQUERIA - NIGHT
FLYNN and CASSIDY are seated at a table in a busy restaurant.  Shot glasses with clear liquid and limes are on the table.  FLYNN pours salt on his hand, licks it, does a shot, and bites into a lime.  CASSIDY shoots it down and sips off a margarita on the rocks.  




CASSIDY

You’re not drinking Jose Cuervo.  You don’t 

need that shit.  Patron doesn’t need any 

help.  


FLYNN

Fuck you, tough guy.


CASSIDY

Where’s your friend?


FLYNN

On her way.  Stopped to change at my 

apartment.


CASSIDY

You still sleeping on the couch or you two 

getting crazy and having sex?


FLYNN

Couch.  My back is killing me.  She doesn’t 

like sleeping at the house she rents in 

Yonkers.


CASSIDY

She probably sees you as a father figure.  

(to waitress)  More tequila, Ang.


FLYNN
Speaking of father figures, you know that 

her father is Mark Robert Jackson?

CASSIDY

The guy that cut up all those whores in San 

Francisco?  You fucking kidding me? 

Waitress leaves a bottle of Patron Silver on the table.




CASSIDY



Thanks love.




FLYNN



Yeah.  No wonder she wanted to work on this 

case.  

Camera moves to AUGUST approaching the table.    

CASSIDY

Your ears must be ringing.


AUGUST

Hey.  I never got to ask, how was Florida?  

You and the waitress have matching tans.

She play golf?


CASSIDY (after another shot)

Ang is more of a beach person.  Florida was 

great.    


AUGUST

I’ve never been there.


CASSIDY 

No?  If we wrap up this case by Christmas, 

I’ll take both of you for New Year’s.  

Disney first, for August’s sake, then South 

Beach.  


AUGUST

Deal.  Now pass the Patron.

EXT. MILLENNIUM HILTON - DAY

Flags are flying in front of the hotel.  
INT. CHURCH AND DEY BAR - DAY

RIEGER is seated at the bar.  A waiter approaches.  



RIEGER


Arugula salad with seared salmon.  

Vinaigrette on the side.  And 

another tonic water and lime.


WAITER

Excellent selection sir.

RIEGER is watching the people in suits drinking and talking at the bar.  A large man in a cowboy hat walks in the room.  RIEGER looks intently at him.  The man sits at the bar and orders a drink.  

INT. HOTEL ROOM AT GILD HALL - NIGHT
View of the European décor of the boutique hotel.  RIEGER is looking out the window at the downtown New York City buildings.  He walks away from the window, and pulls a maintenance uniform from his suitcase.  He lays it on the bed.  The uniform has Millennium Hilton stitched into the breast pocket.  Next to the uniform is a hand gun and silencer.  RIEGER picks up the hotel phone and presses a button.  




RIEGER


Room service?  Please send me a 
cheeseburger, medium rare, and a bottle of 
Wild Turkey.  (pause)  Thank you. 
RIEGER tucks the gun and silencer under the pillow.  Hits the speakerphone button.  Dial tone is loud.  He pushes buttons.




RECORDING

Welcome to the Millennium Hotel, part of 

the Hilton family of hotels, located in the 

Financial District of New York City.  If you 

know your parties extension, you may dial it 

now.  For reservations, press 2.  For the 

front desk, press 3.

RIEGER presses a button.




FEMALE VOICE



Front desk.




RIEGER


Is this Denise?




FEMALE VOICE



No.  It’s Shelly.




RIEGER


Oh, hey Shelly.  The guys down here are 

planning to drag Larry Roden out for a 

night on the town and he’s not answering 

his phone in room 1006.  You seen him 

around?


FEMALE VOICE

I should know him?


RIEGER
Of course.  The guy with the cowboy hat and 

big mouth - stays with you every month.


FEMALE VOICE (negative)

Oh him.


RIEGER
Sounds like you know him. 


FEMALE VOICE

He’s known around here as the Oil Man.  And 

his room is 2709.
Later that night, RIEGER is wearing the uniform.  He is sitting at the desk and eating the cheeseburger.  A glass of dark liquid is next to a bottle of Wild Turkey.  The clock on the desk indicates 9:41.  He stands and finishes the drink.  He puts on a black jacket, glasses, gloves, and a black knit cap.  He looks into the mirror.  RIEGER tucks the gun and silencer in the jacket.

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - 27TH FLOOR OF MILLENNIUM HOTEL – NIGHT     

Service elevator opens and RIEGER walks out into the laundry room.  He walks toward a door with a sign that says “EXIT.”  He looks out the small window in the door and sees movement in the hall.  Sweat is visible on his forehead.  The commercial laundry machines are humming.  RIEGER puts the gun and silencer together and hides it in a towel.  He takes off the hat and puts it in the jacket pocket.  He places his jacket in a housekeeping cart.  The humming of the machines is interrupted by approaching voices.  The door swings open and two women in housekeeping uniforms enter.  RIEGER backs up and hides behind industrial-size laundry detergent barrels.  



HOUSEKEEPER #1



This place.  I had enough.  Not enough 

overtime.  And I don’t like working nights.


HOUSEKEEPER #2

Your loser boyfriend gonna support you?  

That will be the day.


HOUSEKEEPER #1

What’s this?  

HOUSEKEEPER #2



Hey, it looks nice.  I’ll give this to 

Hector.  See if his puta can get him 

something nice like this.


HOUSEKEEPER #1

But I saw it first.
HOUSEKEEPER #2

Yeah, but your man is nice.  He don’t 

step out on you.

RIEGER peeks around the detergent barrels and sees them walk out the door.  
INT. HOTEL HALLWAY – NIGHT 

He walks toward the door with the towel in his hand.  He exits and walks down the hallway to room 2709.  RIEGER knocks on the door.



RIEGER


Maintenance.  Please open the door.  

The door opens a little.  



RODEN 

The fuck you want? I’m sleeping.


RIEGER
Sorry, sir.  Your toilet is leaking to the 

room below and I need to check it out.


RODEN

That’s not my fucking problem, amigo.  Move 

their room and leave me the fuck alone.  




RIEGER
Please Mr. Oil Man.  I am in trouble if I 

don’t fix.



RODEN

Mr. Oil Man?  You know me?

RIEGER
Yes.  I fixed the heat last winter in your 
room.  

RODEN (opening door)

Fuck.  Hurry up.

INT. HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT 

RIEGER walks into the room past RODEN.  Carrying the towel.  He walks past the bathroom on the left and toward the bed.  Camera pans around.  There is one else in the room.  

RODEN

Don’t you know where the bathroom is 
asshole?  (looking at the towel) And, what 
you’re gonna fix it with a towel?  

RIEGER drops the towel and draws the gun.  RODEN looks stunned and opens his mouth.  The guns silently flashes three times.  RODEN is on his back on the floor.  Bullet holes in his chest and head.  A crimson river from under the body is spreading.  RIEGER walks to the desk.  The t-bone from a steak and remnants of potato are on a plate.  Bottle of vodka next to the plate.  A set of playing cards are on the desk.  RIEGER picks them up and pulls out a card.  He places it in the dead man’s mouth.  He tucks the gun under his pants and shirt and walks out of the room.    
INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - 27TH FLOOR OF MILLENNIUM HOTEL – NIGHT     

RIEGER is in the laundry room.  He walks to the housekeeping cart where he left his jacket.  He rifles through the towels.  Panic is in his eyes.  He looks through the other carts.  He stops.  

VOICE OVER:


HOUSEKEEPER #1

What’s this?  

HOUSEKEEPER #2



Hey, it looks nice.  I’ll give this to 

Hector.  See if his puta can get him 

something nice like this.

EXT. 32ND PRECINCT IN NEW YORK CITY – DAY
FLYNN is seated at his desk.  The phone rings.  



FLYNN



Homicide, Flynn.




CALLER (O.S.)

Flynn, Davidson from the 1st precinct.  We 

took a call about a half-hour ago.  Victim 

shot in the Hilton down here.  You might

want to come down.


FLYNN

Yeah.  Why is that?

CALLER (O.S.)

He had the eight of hearts stuffed in his 

mouth.  Uh, I heard about the poem.  Could 

be a card game gone bad, but…

FLYNN stands up and waves to CASSIDY who is sitting in his office.  




FLYNN



Yeah.  We’re on the way.  Thanks.
CASSIDY approaches FLYNN’S desk.




FLYNN



Jack, we got number eight.




CASSIDY



Fuck.

INT. HOTEL ROOM – DAY

CASSIDY and FLYNN enter the room.  CASSIDY walks up to a cop talking to a crime scene tech.



CASSIDY



Harry Davidson.  What do you know, what do 

you say?  Haven’t seen you since we argued 

about the Super Bowl.  I told you the 

Patriots were going to lose.  




DAVIDSON

Jackie-boy.  Long time.  Dead guy with 

your name all over it.  Room registered 

to Lawrence Roden from Austin, Texas.  

People at the desk say he is some type 

of oil tycoon that shows up for three-four 

days at the end of every month.  Something 

to do with oil futures and Wall Street.  

He’s a big shot around here. Roden had a 

breakfast meeting at seven in the hotel 

restaurant.  Never showed, so his 

associates went to the desk.  They called 

his room.  Got no answer.  The hotel was 

convinced to key in to check on him.

A large man in a tee shirt and blue boxer shots is lying on his back in a pool of blood.  



DAVIDSON



Doesn’t look like a robbery.  A few thousand 

in cash in a briefcase, Patek Philippe watch 

on the nightstand, credit cards, etc.  Big 

fucking cowboy hat. 


CASSIDY

You’re collecting video?


DAVIDSON

Yes.  Got someone in the surveillance room 

to burn video for the past twenty-four 

hours.  We’ll make a copy for you.


CASSIDY

When did he check-in?


DAVIDSON (looking at a piece of paper)

Yesterday.  Had lunch in the bar, drinks 

in the afternoon. Ordered a steak and a 

bottle of vodka from room service.  One 

plate, one glass.




CASSIDY

Flynn, get BREEN and MANNING down here to 

canvas the floor and talk with everyone.  

I’ll go to the video room and look at tape.  

THORNTON approaches in a white lab coat.  



CASSIDY



Hey doc.  You got the time of death?




THORNTON

Between eight and midnight.  I’ll know more 

later today.

CASSIDY (to Flynn)

You interview the staff.  The night people 

should be here in a couple hours.  Let’s 
talk to everyone.  No one leaves until we 
get something.
INT. THE LIBERTINE RESTAURANT – DAY 
RIEGER is seated at the restaurant.  A plate with eggs and toast is in front of him. A few businessmen are huddled at an adjacent table are talking about the volatility of the financial markets.  RIEGER looks at the television over the bar.  The new is showing.   




REPORTER ON TV

…Hilton on Church Street.  Police 

are on the scene and we are as well.  

Reports that a wealthy businessman was 

executed in his hotel room some time 

last night or early this morning.  We 

do not have identification on the 

victim.  There is speculation that 

this may be another murder 

perpetrated by the Numbers Killer.  

We can confirm that several of the 

detectives involved from that case 

are on the scene.  It has been five 

months since the last killing 

attributed to the so-called Numbers 

Killer.  
His waitress, who was watching the television, approaches his table.

WAITRESS

Isn’t that something?  The killer strikes 

again.  I don’t know why the cops even look 

for this guy, he is not hurting innocent 

people.




RIEGER
Yeah?  You got nothing to worry about, right?

He seems to be targeting bad people.  


WAITRESS

Right.  He ain’t going to do nothing to me.  

I haven’t done anything wrong.  I’m not 

worried.  How are your eggs?

RIEGER
Great.  

INT. OFFICE AT MILLENNIUM HILTON - DAY
FLYNN and AUGUST are in a small office, seated at a table.  There are two empty chairs in front of them.  The door opens and two Hispanic women enter.  They are wearing housekeeper uniforms.  They sit.




FLYNN



You were working last night.  Floor 27?

HOUSEKEEPER #2

Yes sir.


FLYNN

You see anything out of place?  Anything 

usual?  The man in 2709 was murdered.  

Could have happened during your shift.


HOUSEKEEPER #2

We didn’t see nothing unusual, right?

Maybe it happened after we left at eleven.

HOUSEKEEPER #1 gave her a funny look.  AUGUST was watching.  She stood up from her seat.




AUGUST



Thanks.  If you remember anything, come back 

down.  We’ll be here all night.  

FLYNN gives her a look as she leads them out of the room.  The door opens and HOUSEKEEPER #1 is led in by August.  



AUGUST



Go ahead.  Tell him what you just told me.



HOUSEKEEPER #1
Don’t tell me what to do, bitch. 

FLYNN (standing and yelling)
I’m done playing fucking games with you.  
You sit there and waste my time by acting 
like a mute.  Tell me what you know or I’ll 
drag you out of here in cuffs.

HOUSEKEEPER #1

We was on that floor and I saw a black coat 
on the housekeeping cart.  Wasn’t there an 
hour before when we finished the rooms on 
that floor.  I saw the jacket and she took 

it.



FLYNN

Who took it?

HOUSEKEEPER #1

Lupe.  Her loser of a boyfriend is stepping 
out on her and she thinks the jacket makes it 
better.  He’s probably too fat for it anyway.  
Carlos is gordo.  It wasn’t that big.  Nice 
jacket though – Burgundy, Burberry – something 
like that.



FLYNN

Where is the jacket?  And what time did you 

find it?


HOUSEKEEPER #1

Lupe took it home.  Probably on EBay right 
now, that loser boyfriend of hers.  She took 
it before we punched out – maybe eleven or 

so.



FLYNN 



(to August) Go get the other one.  Have 

BREEN and someone from forensics take her 
to get the jacket.
INT. GREAT ROOM AT RIEGER’S HOUSE – DAY 
The fireplace is glowing with bright light.  RIEGER takes the maintenance uniform out of a bag and throws it in the fire.  Through a large window, the outside becomes visible and light snowflakes are falling.  RIEGER is looking at photos of a middle-aged woman.  He walks, with noticeable less limping, and grabs the remote from a table.  He clicks on the television.  He begins watching a news report on MSNBC about Number Eight.
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM AT ONE POLICE PLAZA – DAY 

A Task Force meeting in progress.  Same room, same people.




DAVIS

…do we believe that this murder was done
 by our guy?  Does it fit the profile?  




COLBURN
So far it doesn’t.  The first six people he 
killed, there was no evidence.  Nothing.  
This one, we have some video, a hat with 
a strand of hair, and a possible recording 
of his calling the front desk.  That has not 
been confirmed.  We do know that someone 

called and ascertained RODEN’S room number 

and the hotel’s telecom system recorded that 

call for quality purposes.

AUGUST

But, we need to remember that not all serial 

murderers stay on script for each killing.  

Deviation happens in over 40% of known 

cases.  


CASSIDY

But we still haven’t received anything from 

our reporter.  In each of the other cases, 

the killer sent him something.




DAVIS



Have we called him?




CASSIDY



Yes.  Actually, he called me.  Told me that 

he has not received anything and would call 

me as soon as he did.




FLYNN



Speaking of profiles, all previous victims 

had serious criminal histories.  We have 

nothing in our system on this victim.


COLBURN (holding a BlackBerry)

I have his sheet on my PDA.  This 

includes a nationwide database search of 

criminal and civil charges.  There’s not 

much.  His family’s oil company, Roden 

Industries, is named in some civil 

suits in the eighties.  Earlier this year, 

they were investigated for insider 

trading and SEC violations.  Class action 

suit was dismissed last month.  I have some 

background on this case, a lot of angry 

investors.  I heard that he came to New 

York with armed guards for a while in 

trips earlier this year.  Backstreet 

Security – they are heavyweights in 

providing protection to the rich and 

famous.  He had death threats that the 

Bureau investigated.


FLYNN

Still, nothing like the records of our 

other victims.





DAVIS



Based on the media frenzy, the Commissioner 

wants to hold a press conference tomorrow 

morning.  This entire panel will attend.  
Ten at City Hall.  We will release 
a statement.  Diego, your department all 
set?


DIEGO

Yes sir.  

INT. GREAT ROOM AT RIEGER’S HOUSE – DAY 

RIEGER is sitting on a leather chair.  Looks intense.  In the background, a television is audible.  His eyes are like ice.  On the television, a man in a power suit, flanked by a number of people.  He is at the podium.  Applause ends, and he speaks.

MAYOR

Ladies and gentlemen in the media and to all 

the citizens of our great city.  We are here 

today to address the rampant speculation 

that a serial murderer is on the loose in 

New York City.  I will let NYPD’s finest 

address the details of this situation, but 

want everyone to understand two things.  One.  

This city is as safe as it has even been.  

The great mayor Rudy Giuliani, his 

successor, and myself are committed to 

fighting crime in the city that we all love 

and adore.  Reducing violent crime is 

paramount.  This is the first murder in this 

precinct in over two years.  Put in 

perspective, there were eight murders in 

1990 alone.  Second.  Every available 

resource is being put into this 

investigation.  We are a nation of law and 

order.  Murder, even when the victims are 

perceived by some to be bad people, is not 

acceptable in our society.  I urge all 

citizens to cooperate and work with police 

and we continue to investigate these crimes.  

Thank you.  Commissioner.     



COMMISSIONER

We are investigating a cluster of murders 
with seemingly similar modus operandi or mode 
of operation.  We believe that an individual 

has murdered seven people in New York starting 

back in the spring of this year.  We are not 

prepared to provide any more details on this 

very active and ongoing investigation. NYPD 

has established a Task Force to investigate 

these crimes and solve the murder.  Let me 

introduce the members of the Task Force.

RIEGER is sitting in his chair.  You can hear names and credentials from the television.  He is smiling and appears amused.  




COMMISSIONER (O.S.)



…August West, consultant with Forensic



Psychology services…

RIEGER suddenly looks serious.  Focused.  He uses the remote to rewind the footage.  He presses another button.  On the TV is a paused picture of August in a dark suit.  

RIEGER is on his computer.  He is furiously typing and scrolling with the mouse.  On the screen is a San Francisco Chronicle newspaper article with the headline “Mark Robert Jackson Guilty in Serial Killings.”  
INT. FORENSIC LAB – DAY
FLYNN is sitting at a white table.  LI walks over and begins speaking.  




LI

Okay.  Three shots, nine millimeter gun.  

No ballistics match with any cases in the 

local database, but we were also checking 

with VICAP.  Nothing on the body.  Clean as 

a whistle for any trace evidence.  Toxicology 

results – lots of alcohol.  He had some 

valium in his system, but low levels.   Last 

meal was steak, potato, green beans.  


FLYNN

Okay.  Anything on the jacket or hat.

CASSIDY enters the rooms and walks over to them.  Puts his hand on FLYNN’S back.


LI

You got lucky there.  Found a strand of hair 

with sufficient root to obtain some

mitochondrial DNA.  We ran it against the 

database and came up with nothing.  Sorry.  

But once you catch him, we can link him to

this murder.


CASSIDY (handing a clear bag to LI)

Run this for prints or whatever.  


LI

Front page of the Post from six years ago?

I’ll see what I can do.




CASSIDY


Call me if you get anything.

He and FLYNN walk out of the room.

INT. CADILLAC ESCALADE - NIGHT

CASSIDY driving.  




FLYNN



What was with the newspaper you gave LI?




CASSIDY



Hold on.  (picks up cell phone and dials)



(Speakerphone)




AUGUST (O.S.)



Hello.



CASSIDY



August.  FLYNN and I are on our way to 



Yonkers – your house.  Are you still at 

your other job?  At the office in White

Plains?  


AUGUST (O.S.)

Packing up and getting ready to leave as 

we speak.  Why?


CASSIDY

Down the street from your office is the 

distribution center for the Post.  We 

need a copy of the paper from July 5, 2002.  

They have archives there. 


AUGUST (O.S.)

Okay.  What is going on?


CASSIDY

I’ll explain at the house.  We’ll stop and 

get dinner.  See you soon.


CASSIDY (to Flynn)

The fucking letter to HOBBS went in the 

neighbor’s mailbox by mistake.  Incompetent, 

fucking mail carrier.  He got it this 


afternoon and dropped it off.  It has an 

eight on the bottom.  Postmark from downtown.  

Day of the RODEN murder.  


FLYNN

What was on the newspaper?  


CASSIDY
Picture of fireworks over the Statue of 

Liberty from the Fourth.  Partial article 

of an airline bankruptcy on the back.  We 

need the whole paper.    

INT. AUGUST’S KITCHEN – NIGHT 

CASSIDY and AUGUST are sitting at the table with different section of the newspaper.  FLYNN is in the background making sandwiches and spooning potato salad from a container.  He places pickles on each plate and walks to the table.  Each has a glass of white wine. 

FLYNN

Anything?


CASSIDY

Not yet.  This guy is fucking with us.


AUGUST

Hold on.  College student killed in car 

accident.  Nora Nguyen, 18, from Garden City, 

New York, was killed on July 3rd, after 

being hit by a car on FDR drive.  Witnesses 

say a pedestrian was walking erratically on 

the median and then ventured into traffic.  

Nguyen was hit by a taxi cab and pronounced 

dead at the scene.  The driver has not been 

charged at this point.  Nguyen was entering 

her freshman year at Fordham, and was 

working this summer at the Millennium Hilton 

in the Financial District.


CASSIDY (joking)

RODEN was driving the cab?  He killed her?


FLYNN

Sure, or he pushed her.  But there must be 

some connection.


AUGUST

We need to talk with her co-workers.


CASSIDY

And you two need to find this guy.  I want 

to go to Florida.

They continue eating and drinking wine.  

INT. RIVERSIDE SQUARE MALL, HACKENSACK, NEW JERSEY – DAY 

Busy mall decorated for in red and green.  Christmas music is playing.  

RIEGER walks out of the Burberry store with a large bag.  He walks through a crowded mall with a look of discontent in his face.  He purchases a latte from a coffee kiosk, and sits on a bench outside of a kid’s toy store.  There is an altercation in the store.  A large, black woman grabs a box out of the hands of a small man of meek appearance.  She is wearing a Life is Good sweatshirt under her large winter coat.  The man starts to protest with her, but she intimidates him until he walks away.  He looks like he is near tears.  RIEGER’S face is shows outrage.  He throws the coffee cup in a barrel and walks away.  

EXT. MALL GARAGE – DAY 

RIEGER is walking through the garage.  As he is walking, he looks over and sees the black woman from the toy store.  She is carrying a bag with the logo from the store.  Coming out of the landing, she is in front of him.  He is breathing heavy and looks angry.  She uses a remote to unlock a ten-year old Lincoln Town Car, rusted, dented, and in need of a new suspension.  She opens the back door and throws the bag in the back.  He drops his bag and comes up behind her.  With his gloved hands he grabs her neck and forces her into the faded leather seats in the back of the car. He presses her face into the seat until she stops moving.  He closes the door, picks up his bag, and walks to his car.

INT. OFFICE OF LIEUTENANT CASSIDY – DAY

CASSIDY is at his desk eating an egg sandwich.  FLYNN enters and sits at a chair across from his desk.  




CASSIDY



What have you go that dragged me out of 

bed on a frigid Saturday morning?


FLYNN

Print on the newspaper from HOBBS.  

CASSIDY

Yeah?


FLYNN (looking at a sheet)

Ronald Hayes, III.   Armed robbery, 

narcotics, larceny, A&B.  Look at this, 

he was picked up in June for probation 

violation.  Released from Arthur Kill 

Correctional last month.


CASSIDY

Matches our timelines, no?


FLYNN

Looks like it.  Let’s find this fuck.  I

called his probation officer.  He’s sitting 
at my desk.


CASSIDY

Bring him in.

FLYNN walks out of the room and returns with a tall man with bushy, gray hair.  

FLYNN

Ed Grady from the Department of Probation.  

Lieutenant Cassidy. Thanks for coming in.  

GRADY (taking a seat)

You guys are looking for HAYES?  I popped 

him on a urine yesterday.  He’s back at 

Riker’s.  This related to the numbers thing?


CASSIDY

Let me ask the questions, okay?  Yesterday 

you violated him?


GRADY

Yes.  Tested positive for opiates.  Fuckin’ 

guy is a loser.  I got him on methadone last 

week.


CASSIDY (to FLYNN)

Want to take a ride?

INT. INTERVIEW ROOM AT RIKER’S ISLAND – DAY 

FLYNN and CASSIDY are seated at a metal table surrounded by folding metal chairs.  A door opens and a uniformed guard and a man in a prison wear enter the room.  The man in prison wear has a shaved head, muscles bulging from the tight DOC shirt, gray pants, tattoos, and black flip-flops.  He sits and places his cuffed hands on the table.




HAYES



The fuck you want?



CASSIDY



Listen.  We’re investigating a case that 
has nothing to do with you, but we think 
you might have some information that might 
help us.

HAYES

Why would I help you?  I look like a fucking 

snitch?  I live another week in here I help 

you?  You’re here about Rosario and the shit 

that went down in Brooklyn last month, right?  

I got nothing to say.




CASSIDY

No.  Not even close.  You read the papers?  

See me on TV lately?

HAYES

Fuck the papers and TV.  I repeat, the fuck 

you want?

CASSIDY

We’re on the Task Force on the Numbers 

Killer.  Heard of him?  He killed a guy 

and sent the newspaper to us.  The 

newspaper had your prints on it.

HAYES

I didn’t kill nobody.

FLYNN

We know.  Not accusing you.  But your prints 
are on the newspaper.


HAYES (starting to fade)

 

And I told you, I don’t read the fucking 

paper. 


CASSIDY

Whoa.  Calm down.  This was from six years 

ago.  Right around Forth of July.


HAYES

Six years ago I was clean and sober.  Had a 

girl.  I was workin’ at a news stand outside 

the courthouse downtown.  Selling newspapers 

and bottles of water to fucking lawyers, 

judges, cops, and other assholes.  Didn’t 

last too long.  Started getting high again.  

HAYES’ head droops.  




CASSIDY



Fuckin’ junkie.  (to Flynn)  I told you 
there is a law enforcement connection.

INT. GREAT ROOM AT RIEGER’S HOUSE – DAY

RIEGER is sitting on his couch.  Plates with scraps of food and dirty glasses cover the table.  He hasn’t shaved, and it looks like there are mustard stains on his beard.  There are pictures of August spread out underneath the dirty plates.  News articles printed on paper.  A press release announcing her position with the forensic services company.  He gets up and looks in the mirror.  A look of disgust is on his face.  




RIEGER


Get a hold of yourself.  (to no one)  

He walks into the bathroom.
INT. AUGUST’S OFFICE - DAY

Sitting at her desk in a small office, AUGUST is intently looking at a report.  She flips a few pages.  She sneezes and grabs a tissue.  Through the door a voice is heard.




VOICE (O.S.)



August, you getting sick?  Take more vitamin 

C. Nasty flu going through the office.
AUGUST (nasally) 


Thanks Agnes.  I’m running home for lunch.  

I have some chicken soup.  You want me to 

bring some for you?   

She continues looking through the file.  Looks at the clock on her desk which reads 11:56.  She gets up and puts on her jacket and hat.

INT. RIEGER’S RANGE ROVER IN PARKING LOT – DAY 

Faint classical music is playing on his system.  He is parked near the entrance in a spot marked Visitors.  He watches people walk out of the building.  Sees a woman alone.  AUGUST.  Follows her car.  He continues driving, watching the car.  He stays a few cars behind her, but the black BMW is easy to follow.  The cars take an exit off the highway into a residential neighborhood.  He passes as she pulls into a driveway.  He loops around and parks a few houses away.  

INT. OFFICE OF LIEUTENANT CASSIDY – DAY

CASSIDY, FLYNN, and another cop are sitting in the office.



CASSIDY



BREEN, got anything from the Hilton scene?




BREEN

Maybe.  The girl that got killed on the FDR 

worked there for five months.  I talked to 

another girl that worked there at the same 

time.  She thinks that Nora was turned onto 

drugs and there were rumors that she was 

banging RODEN.  The girl I talked to said 

that Nora used to talk about her sugar daddy.  

The girl thought that Nora was doing H and 

he was supplying her.  A week before Nora 

was killed, this girl heard RODEN calling 

her a junkie gold digger and saying he was 

never coming back.  


CASSIDY

Nothing else?


BREEN

Yeah.  No police reports.  No record of any 

problem at the hotel.  But I went to the 

parent’s house.  I found a bracelet tucked 

behind her drawer that had an inscription 

that said “To my LA From LR.”  There was a 

card that referred to her as a “Little Angel.”  


FLYNN

Then how did this sick fuck know that RODEN 

might have played a role in her death?
EXT. HOUSE IN MAMARONECK, NEW YORK - NIGHT

RIEGER is standing on the front steps of a nice suburban house.  He has a large box in his hand.  A black Scully cap is pulled tight to his head.  He has shaved.  He presses the doorbell.  Fur Elise can be heard signaling a visitor.  An older woman opens the door a crack.




WOMAN AT DOOR



May I help you?  (words slurred)


RIEGER
Good evening Ms. Arrington.  I have a case 

of wine for you.  Delivery.


WOMAN AT DOOR

I didn’t order anything.  Maybe it’s a 

mistake?  


RIEGER (holing a clipboard)

If you are Catherine Arrington and this is 

your house, this wine is for you.  Maybe a 

secret admirer?
  


WOMAN AT DOOR

Come on in.

INT. HOUSE OF CATHERINE ARRINGTON – NIGHT 

RIEGER enters with the case of wine in his arms.  She takes off her robe and is wearing a satin nightgown.  She leads him to the kitchen and grabs two glasses.




ARRINGTON



Put it on the counter and open a bottle dear.  

I was drinking vodka, but we can have a glass 

of wine, right?


RIEGER
Sure.

He opens the case and picks up a bottle.  Shows it to her.




ARRINGTON



This will do.  Years ago I wouldn’t let my 

housekeeper drink this, but these days…  

He uncorks a bottle and pours the wine into two glasses.  Hands her one and she extends her arm for a toast.




ARRINGTON



To strangers in the night.

He takes a sip and watches her gulp down the entire glass.  Wine dripping from her cheeks.  He grabs the bottle and refills her glass.  He turns his back to her and places the bottle on the counter.  He pulls his weapon with silencer from his jacket.  He turns around.  The gun is behind him.  She is stark naked, satin nightgown at her feet.  Her suggestive smile fades quickly as the gun comes into view.  Three bullet holes pierce her chest.  She slumps to the ground.  RIEGER places nine of the bottles from the case around her body.  He puts his glass and the open bottle into the cardboard box that the case came in.  He searches the kitchen and finds a phone.  He dials a number committed to memory.

INT. SULLY’S - NIGHT

FLYNN and CASSIDY are sitting alone in the empty bar.  A bottle of Johnnie Walker Blue Label is set between their glasses.  MAC is standing behind the bar.




CASSIDY (obviously drunk)

So an old man is at the pharmacy.  Orders 

six Viagra pills.  He asks the guy to split 

the pills into quarters.  The pharmacist 

says okay, but a quarter pill won’t give 

you a full erection.  The old man says, 

I’m 96, I don’t need a full erection.  I 

just want it sticking out far enough that I 

don’t piss on my slippers.   

MAC is cleaning bottles and shutting off lights.




CASSIDY



Where’s AUGUST?




FLYNN



Home.  She has the sniffles.  Needs rest 

and fluids.




CASSIDY (swaying)



I was you… I’d be giving her those on a 

regular basis.




MAC



Time for you derelicts to head home.  FLYNN, 

I took his keys, he stays with you tonight.  

(tossing keys to Flynn)

INT. FLYNN’S APARTMENT - DAY

CASSIDY is snoring on the couch, face down in the same clothes he was wearing at Sully’s.  His cell phone is vibrating on the coffee table.  He continues to snore.  FLYNN comes out of the bedroom and staggers toward the bathroom.  A toilet flushes and he is walking back toward the bedroom.  He looks over at the cell phone that is vibrating again.  He picks it up.




FLYNN



‘Lo.  FLYNN.




HOBBS (O.S.)



FLYNN?  This is HOBBS.  I thought I was 

calling CASSIDY.


FLYNN

I have his phone.


HOBBS (O.S.)
You guys sleeping together?  I thought I 

picked up something between you.


FLYNN

Shut the fuck up and start talking.


HOBBS (O.S.)
Got a call last night.  Caller ID indicates 

8:06 p.m.  The name on the phone was 

Catherine Arrington. You want to hear the 

message?  It’s on my home voice mail.


FLYNN

Go ahead.  (speakerphone is on)  

CASSIDY is stirring and Flynn punches him in the arm.      




HOBBS (O.S.)
Takes a minute.  Hold on.


RECORDING (O.S.)  

Mr. Hobbs.  My friend and liaison.  New 

York Post.  Page 14.  August 3rd, 2001.  If 

you have caller ID, you know where to send 

the police.


CASSIDY

You have that newspaper in the stacks of 

fucking paper in your living room?


HOBBS (O.S.)
No.  I’ve been calling you for an hour.  

While waiting for you to answer, I was 

able to get someone to fax me that page.  

You want it emailed to FLYNN?


CASSIDY

Yes.  


HOBBS (O.S.)
I have her address too.  I’ll email it to 

you.  Catherine Arrington in Mamaroneck.  

INT. HOUSE OF CATHERINE ARRINGTON – DAY

FLYNN and CASSIDY are in the living room talking to the crime scene techs.  The naked body is on the floor and the Medical Examiner is conducting tests.




FLYNN



Nine bottles of wine surrounding the body.  

This guy is fucked up. 


CASSIDY (holding the news article)
You don’t know the half of it.

FLYNN

What?


CASSIDY

I’ll explain later.  Actually, walk outside 

with me.

They walk out to the rear deck.  The sun is shining on them.  FLYNN lights a cigarette.  CASSIDY looks at the article.



CASSIDY



This is fucked up.  Arrington was rich, 

Fifth Avenue rich.  Married into money, her

husband was an idiot that fucked up in 

the dotcom stuff.  Lost most of his money. 

Went bankrupt and killed himself.  But 

before all that happened, she was involved

with a high ranking NYPD official.  Very 

high. 


FLYNN

So?


CASSIDY

So.  As her life is falling apart, Cathy  

is drinking heavy all the time.  The 

house in the Hamptons is gone, the 

penthouse in the city is in foreclosure.  

Whatever.  Late one night, a family 

driving on the Taconic Parkway is 

cut off by a Mercedes CL 500.  A 

witness gets a partial plate.  Same color 

and model as Arrington’s.  But she is 

never charged and it never goes anywhere.  

Word is that her high ranking official 

squashed the investigation due to lack 

of evidence.  No charges were ever 

filed.  She was never interviewed.  

It went away.

FLYNN
Yeah?


CASSIDY

This newspaper article is about the family 

killed on the parkway.  Flynn, less than 
ten people knew about this.  This is going to 
get ugly.

INT. SULLY’S TAVERN - NIGHT 

FLYNN, CASSIDY, and AUGUST are sitting at a table.  FLYNN and CASSIDY have bottles of beer in front of them.  August is drinking water.  

CASSIDY



How are you feeling?




AUGUST



Not good.  Trying to fight it off.




FLYNN



You came all the way out here?




AUGUST



I finally got my computer program to work.  

I included all data up before the last one.  

Got five names.  (she hands them a packet)

Two cops, one lawyer who became a judge, one 

court officer, and one doctor.  Counting the 

first eight deaths, each of these people had 

at least three “connections” with the victim. 


FLYNN

What does that mean?


AUGUST

For example, the doctor treated Santis, the 

drunk driver for alcohol abuse.  He also 

prescribed medications to Florez the second 

victim.  And he was on the Board of Trustees 

for the pharmaceutical company where Williams 

was the CEO.  

CASSIDY

What’s in the packet?


AUGUST

I pulled together as much information as I 

could get on-line.  There is some 

biographical information on each.  Pictures 

of the cops and the doctor.  I ran out of 

steam after that.  I’m not feeling great.    

INT. AUGUST’S HOUSE – DAY 

AUGUST is sleeping on the couch.  Loud banging.  She opens her eyes and looks at her watch.  She struggles to get up.  Wearing a blanket around her body, she walks to the door.  Looks outside.  A seemingly harmless man (RIEGER) with a toolbox.  She opens the door.




AUGUST (strained voice)

Can I help you? 




RIEGER
Good morning ma’am.  I wish I could tell you 

that I was a doctor making a house call.  You 

sound pretty sick.  I’m Earl from down the 

street on Fowler.  Friends with Paul and 

Betty.  He told you I was coming, right?


AUGUST

No.  I don’t think so.


RIEGER
I service the heating system for Paul each 

winter.  I’m a little behind schedule with 

replacing a valve.  I’m sorry for stopping 

by so early.  Got a full day ahead of me 

though.

AUGUST opens the door, then runs to the bathroom.  RIEGER looks around the kitchen and walks to the kitchen table.  He takes a device from the toolbox and tapes it underneath the table.  He moves back toward the door.  AUGUST comes out of the bathroom.




RIEGER


I obviously came at a bad time.  I’ll call 

you and come back out.  Feel better.


AUGUST

I’M sorry.  I have the flu.

RIEGER walks out of the house. 

INT. OFFICE OF LIEUTENANT CASSIDY – DAY

CASSIDY is seated at his desk.  FLYNN and BREEN are sitting across from him.  




FLYNN

I called the doctor on the list this morning.  
He is in Zimbabwe with the Peace Corps since 

February.  No way to confirm, but he doesn’t

look like a possible.

BREEN

The court officer re-located to Albany.  I 

have confirmation that he was having his 

appendix taken out and in the hospital the 

night of the Roden murder.  One cop has been 

in Arizona for six months.  I have payroll 

records from a security company indicating he 

has been working out there.  The other cop is 

in Barbados for two weeks.  I have confirmation 

that he left on his flight.


CASSIDY (looking at his packet)

The lawyer turned judge?


FLYNN

He retired from the bench.  The law firm has 

him as an inactive employee.  I have a home 

address.


CASSIDY

You and me will pay him a visit.  

EXT. HOUSE OF GARRISON RIEGER - DAY

FLYNN and CASSISY are standing on the front entryway of an impressive home.  FLYNN bangs on the door.  No answer.  They look at each other as a dark Range Rover pulls into the driveway.  RIEGER gets out of the SUV.  He walks toward them.



RIEGER


Can I help you?




CASSISDY



Are you Judge Garrison Rieger?




RIEGER


In another life.  How can I help you?




CASSIDY



Can we come in and talk with you?

RIEGER shrugs and opens the front door.  He moves to the alarm panel and disengages the alarm. He walks with the cops into his great room.




CASSIDY



Beautiful house.  I should call you Judge?




RIEGER


Whatever you prefer.




CASSIDY

Okay.  If you are watching the news at all 

or reading the papers, you probably know 

about the person that the media is calling 
the ‘Numbers Killer.’  We are on the task 
force and part of our investigation took us 
to the Millennium Hotel.  We know that you 
worked for a number of years at a law firm 
and at the courthouse in the Financial 
District and want to pick your brain a little.


RIEGER (smirking)

Sure.


CASSIDY

In the years that you worked there, did you 

spend time at the Millennium?  In particular, 

Church and Dey?


RIEGER
Sure.  Loved one of the salads that they had 

there.  Our office ate there regularly.  

People from the court house.


CASSIDY  

You know a guy named Larry Roden?


RIEGER
That name is not familiar.


CASSIDY

What about Nora Nguyen?


RIEGER
No.




FLYNN

You’re not on the bench anymore?


RIEGER
No.  Retired six or seven years ago.  I

made some good investments and did well 

in the market.  I have a doctor’s 

appointment in twenty minutes.  I’d be 

happy to continue this discussion at a 

later time.


CASSIDY
Can I use your bathroom before we head back 
to the city?

RIEGER
Sure.  First door on the right off the 
hallway.  (pointing)

CASSIDY walks out of the scene.  RIEGER is watching him.  FLYNN walks around the room and walked to the large back window of the room that overlooked the expansive grounds.  He looks down at the table and pictured up a small framed picture of RIEGER’S cabin set back among tall pine trees.




FLYNN



Looks like paradise.  Yours?




RIEGER (flinches)


I wish.  Just liked the picture.

CASSIDY exits the bathroom.  He waves to FLYNN.  They walk out the door.

INT. BLACK ESCALADE – DAY 

CASSIDY is driving.  He pulls a strand of hair from his pocket.




CASSIDY



Go in the glove box and get an evidence 
bag.

FLYNN complies and opens a bag.  CASSISY drops the strand of hair inside.  




CASSIDY



We’ll see.  I don’t like him.  We are 

going to the law firm after forensics.

INT. LAW FIRM OF PRESCOTT AND MIDDLETON - NIGHT

CASSIDY and FLYNN walk off an elevator into the law office with a large placard signifying Prescott and Middleton.  They are greeted by a receptionist as they got off the elevator.  .  A large Douglas fir is to the right of the receptionist’s desk.  The woman behind the desk with a headset speaks.




RECEPTIONIST

Good evening.  Can I help you?


FLYNN

We are investigating a homicide.  We need 

to speak with someone about a former 

employee.


RECEPTIONIST

The office is shut down.  Christmas party 

at the Russian Tea Room.  


CASSIDY

No one is here?


RECEPTIONIST

Just Mr. Prescott.  Maybe a paralegal.


CASSIDY

Get Mr. Prescott, will you dear?

CASSIDY and FLYNN stand next to the Christmas tree.  A tanned man in tuxedo pants and a partially buttoned shirt approaches.  He is working on fastening diamond cuff links on his shirt.

PRESCOTT



Dalton Prescott.  How can I help you?




CASSIDY

Mr. Prescott.  We are investigating a murder 

and the name of one of your former employees 

came up.  Can we speak in a private place?

INT. OFFICE OF DALTON PRESCOTT – NIGHT 

Large office with panoramic views of the city. 




PRESCOTT

Please excuse me.  I’m getting dressed.  

Black tie office party. 


CASSIDY

We won’t keep you.  We are investigating 

the serial killer that you have probably 

seen in the news.  There have been many 

connections to the legal field, and one 

of your former employees, well – we 


interviewed him today.  Garrison Rieger.


PRESCOTT

Rieger? Rieger worked here ten years.  

One of my closest colleagues.  We 

played golf together, vacationed all 

over, worked a lot of late nights 

together.  Serial killer?  No way.


CASSIDY

He’s not a suspect.


PRESCOTT

But a person of interest.  Listen.  Life 

was great for Garrison.  Beautiful wife, 

had a kid.  The man was a genius.  He left 

here after being appointed an appellate 

judge.  We stayed in touch.  Then, his 

world fell apart.


FLYNN

What happened?


PRESCOTT

His son was riding his bike in their 

neighborhood.  He was living in an estate 

in Bronxville.  Great spot.  Garrison is 

driving home and sees a car accident.  Stops 

to check it out and sees that the driver hit 

a kid on a bike.  His kid.  Ben didn’t make

it.  That was the beginning of the end.


CASSIDY

How old was the kid?


PRESCOTT

Eight, nine.  I forget.  I remember because 

it was a Friday and Garrison was on his way 

home.  They were flying to Florida for a 

family vacation that night – must have been 

April vacation week.  It was a surprise.   

After that, he and his wife separated.  He 

worked for a while, but wasn’t into it.  

Obsessed about crime and punishment.  Angry 

at the system.  The driver of the car was on 

a learner’s permit.  His mother was in the 

car.  The kid didn’t even get probation.  

Detectives, here is my card with all of my 

numbers.  I have to get to Rockefeller Center 

and my car is waiting.


FLYNN

Okay.  Thanks.  And keep this conversation 

between us.  No need to start the rumor mill.  

I want to be clear, we have not named him as a suspect.

PRESCOTT (to FLYNN)
The person you shot in the Bronx – guy that 

killed the old woman.  Garrison was working 

here then.  He was irate about that case 
being fucked up.  Ranted about that for weeks.
EXT. HOUSE OF GARRISON RIEGER - NIGHT

FLYNN pounds on the door.  Nothing.



CASSIDY



You hear that?




FLYNN



Sounded like someone in distress.

INT. HOUSE OF GARRISON RIEGER - NIGHT

CASSIDY kicks in the door.  They enter the building and walk to the alarm panel. It is not engaged.  They begin searching the house.  After going through the open rooms, they come to a locked door.  CASSIDY kicks the door in.  Wood splinters from the frame.  CASSIDY attempts to access the computer. CASSIDY used a letter opener to get into the desk drawer.  He pulls out a file and pictures spill out on the desk.

CASSIDY



Oh fuck.

FLYNN walks toward him.  He looks at the photos.  Pictures of AUGUST at home, pictures of AUGUST at work.  .  
INT. RIEGER’S RANGE ROVER - NIGHT

He is parked in a residential neighborhood.  Drinking water and looking at the transmitter on the passenger’s seat.  Nothing but static.    

INT. AUGUST’S HOUSE – NIGHT      

August is on the couch, drinking tea.  She is covered in blankets, and still looks sick.  Her cell phone vibrates on the kitchen table.  She hears it but doesn’t move.  A minute later it is vibrating again.  She gets up and walks into the kitchen.  Looks at the cell phone.  




AUGUST (smiling)



Flynn.  I hope you’re coming to bring me 

some chicken soup.  I’m dying over here.


FLYNN (O.S.)
August.  Listen to me carefully.  You are in 

danger.  Are you at home?


AUGUST

I’m home.  What do you mean danger?


FLYNN (O.S.)
We went to Rieger’s this morning and just now.  

He is the primary suspect.  I’ll explain when 

I see you.  We just entered his house.  He has pictures of you.  Pictures from your office, 

from your car, the house.  He is watching you.


AUGUST

Watching me, why?


FLYNN (O.S.)
I don’t know.  We are on our way.  Do not 

leave.  Do not open the door for anyone. We 

will be there in fifteen minutes.

She gets off the couch and goes to her laptop on the kitchen table.  She types Garrison Rieger on a Google search.  She opens one of the results.  A newspaper article with a picture comes into focus.  
On the screen is a picture of the man that was at the house earlier that day.  She is interrupted by her door smashing in.  
RIEGER is in the house.  He runs toward her and quickly puts duct tape over her mouth.  He grabs her blankets and leads her through the smashed door.  He speaks.




RIEGER


I’m not going to hurt you.

INT. BLACK ESCALADE - NIGHT

CASSIDY is driving fast and talking on the phone.  Wet snow is hitting the windshield.  




CASSIDY



Captain, we are five minutes away…

Brake lights are in front of him.  Cassidy hits the brakes.  He veers to the right, narrowly missing the wall of cars.  The SUV skids, and slides into the shoulder.  It stabilizes, then flips slowly on its side.  CASSIDY is able to climb out and pulls FLYNN from the SUV.  They are on the side of the road with heavier snow coming down.




CASSIDY



You alright?  You have your cell?  

FLYNN hands CASSIDY his phone.  FLYNN looks dazed.



CASSIDY



Captain.  We were in an accident.  Send a 


car to exit seven on the Saw Mill.  And 

send Yonkers PD to 50 Buckingham.  

(beat) 
What?  You sure?  What the fuck?




FLYNN



What’s going on?




CASSIDY



Yonkers PD is already at 50 Buckingham.  

Neighbor reported a break-in.  No one is 

in the house.  A picture of RIEGER was on 

her laptop.  He took her FLYNN.  We need 

to find them.  

INT. 32ND PRECINCT - NIGHT
The precinct is full of activity.  Members of the task force are congregated.  FLYNN is sitting at his desk.  
He has flashbacks of RIEGER.  Walking into RIEGER’S house, RIEGER sitting on the couch with his evil smile, when RIEGER flinched when FLYNN asked about the cabin in the photograph.  FLYNN grabs CASSIDY.  



FLYNN



You have the card from PRESCOTT?




CASSIDY 



Yeah.  (hands it to Flynn)

FLYNN dials a number on his desk phone.  Eyes open.  Speakerphone.   




FLYNN



Prescott.  FLYNN, NYPD we met earlier.  
Do you know if Rieger has a second home?




PRESCOTT (O.S.)
Not sure.  He had a timeshare in Disney, 

maybe another one at a condo in Vermont.


FLYNN

I’m thinking more about a cabin in the woods.


PRESCOTT (O.S.)
Yeah.  Yes.  Now that you mention it.  He 

bought a cabin in Virginia from another 

lawyer that worked here.  Adams.  That 

island where the wild horses run every 

spring.


FLYNN

Chincoteague?


PRESCOTT (O.S.)
Maybe.  Sounds familiar.

FLYNN hangs up the phone and runs toward COLBURN, the FBI agent.




FLYNN

I know where he is going.  Can you get us 

in a helicopter?

COLBURN steps into the conference room and made a call.  He waves FLYNN into the room and CASSIDY follows.  




COLBURN

Range?  


FLYNN

What?


COLBURN

How far do we need to go?


FLYNN

Virginia.

Colburn is back on the phone.  Nods a few times.  

COLBURN

Copter will meet us at the South Street 

heliport in thirty-minutes.  I’ll drive.
EXT. SMALL AIRPORT IN VIRGINIA – NIGHT 

A helicopter lands. Tents are set up and agents are sitting at a table drinking coffee.  CASSIDY, FLYNN, and COLBURBN jump from the helicopter and walk into a tent.  They walk to a table with television monitors.    




FBI AGENT (yelling over helicopter)


Driving from New York, they would not 

arrive at the cabin for another 

fifty-five minutes assuming a seventy 

mile an hour average.  Given the 

rain, it is anticipated that it would be 

closer to two hours.  (pointing at video)

Range Rover owned by RIEGER got gas in 
Delaware an hour ago.  He is headed south.  
The hair you took from RIEGER, it matched 
the hair on the hat he left at the Hilton.  
This is definitely our guy.  


CASSIDY

What is the plan?


FBI AGENT
We have ten agents with night vision 

goggles ready to hide in the woods 

and take down RIEGER when he pulls in.

FLYNN

We’re going to be there too.


COLBURN

You two go get goggles and meet with 

Tactical.  They call the shots.  And FLYNN,

don’t be a hero.      

EXT. OUTSIDE RIEGER’S CABIN - NIGHT
FLYNN and CASSIDY are positioned behind the cabin.  COLBURN approached them.  




COLBURN

RIEGER’S Rover was spotted seven miles 

from here – heading in this direction.  

The plan is to stay out of sight and 

take him down where he arrives.  No 

heroics.  There are ten trained agents 

in the woods ready to make this happen.  

ETA is three minutes.

From behind the cabin, headlights are visible coming down the long driveway.  The vehicle appears to stop.  A minute later, the lights are again visible moving down the driveway.  The SUV is traveling fast.  The Range Rover is accelerating.  The SUV does not stop at the end of the driveway.  It veers right and goes through the bushes and crashes into the shed.  FLYNN runs toward the shed.  A large explosion occurs.  A secondary explosion knocks him to the ground in slow motion.  

FADE OUT:
EXT. BETH ISRAEL HOSPITAL – DAY 

CASSIDY double parks a white Mercedes G-Unit in front of the hospital.        

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY
CASSIDY walks into room.  He looks at FLYNN sitting on the edge of the bed.  




CASSIDY



How you feeling?




FLYNN



Alright.  Ready to get out of here.  




CASSIDY



Christmas Eve, and the sun is shining. Are 

you ready to go?


FLYNN

Yeah.  Just waiting for discharge papers.

A man in a white coat enters the room.  He picks up the chart and scribbles his signature.  He looks toward the bed.  




DOCTOR



You are officially discharged.  Do not 

engage in any strenuous activity.  Your 

body is not fully recovered.  We almost 

lost you.

FLYNN is sitting the bed.  A voice is heard.    

AUGUST (O.S.)
I know.  Thank you.

AUGUST is sitting next to FLYNN.  He gets up and helps her from the bed and into a wheelchair.  

INT. WHITE MERCEDES G-UNIT - DAY

CASSIDY and FLYNN help her into the SUV.  She is in the passenger’s seat. 




AUGUST



I still can’t figure out how you knew I 

wasn’t in that explosion.  


FLYNN

I remembered you saying that this type 
of killer would not harm innocent people.  
And I remembered that the SUV stopped 
at the end of the driveway.  At his house,

the pictures of you.  He was obsessed.

EXT. OUTSIDE RIEGER’S CABIN - NIGHT
FLYNN is on the ground with bright lights from the explosions around him.  FLYNN is in the back of an ambulance.  
He rips off the oxygen mask and jumps from the ambulance.  He grabs a flashlight. 
The EMTs chase after him down the driveway.  FLYNN runs down the driveway.  Sweeping the light toward the trees, he sees a body next to the creek.  FLYNN picks up her body and carries it to the driveway.  Her face is blue, she looks pale.  
Before he collapses on the ground, he yells HELP.

EXT. DEPARTURES TERMINAL, JFK AIRPORT – DAY   

CASSIDY pulls the G-Unit to the curb.  FLYNN gets out and assists AUGUST.  CASSIDY gives FLYNN a folder.




CASSIDY

As promised, suite at the Buena Vista 

Palace in Disney.  Passes to the parks.  

On the 28th, you fly to Miami.  See Mimi 

at the Clevelander.  She will get your 

room set up.  Your flight back is on 

January 2nd.  


AUGUST

You’re not coming?


CASSIDY

This is for you two.  Enjoy.  
AUGUST



Really.  At least come to South Beach?




CASSIDY



I’d love to, but my kid is in a hockey



tournament and I want to go.  Besides, 



one of us needs to stick around and get



the credit for reigning in RIEGER.  He is 



also suspected now in a murder in New Jersey.



Mall surveillance cameras showed him 



attacking a woman.       




AUGUST



Alright, your loss.  Thanks Jack.  

AUGUST and FLYNN get out of the SUV and grab their luggage.

FADE OUT:

A 737 takes off.  Loud engine noises.  The plane disappears into the sky.  
THE END:
