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OVER BLACK

Amél i a Rodrigues, belting out a gorgeous fado. Singing her
heart out through the tinny sound systemof a

| NT. SAAB 900 HATCHBACK - PARKED - NI GAT (DAY 3)

GORDON -- a tired man in his early 60s -- sits behind the
wheel . Just the battery on, headlights killed. He's
staring out the windshield at sonething up the street.

H's eyes flit over to the dashboard clock: 10:04.
He | owers the vol une, cracks the w ndow. ..

He takes out a cigarette and BREAKS COFF the filter,
tucks the filter back in the pack. He |ights what
remai ns of the cigarette... takes one drag and instantly
W NCES, repul sed.

He takes another masochistic drag... COUGHS harshly.
He throws the cigarette outside in disgust.

Gordon rolls up the window, turns up Analia again and sits
back in his seat. He crosses his arnms... nouths a
Por t uguese phrase along with the nusic..

He's waiting. After a beat he SITS UP, attention roused
by. ..

EXT. STREET - N GHT

... the front door of a SHABBY STUCCO HOUSE sw ngi hg open
with alittle too nmuch force. A YOUNG 20- SOVETH NG WOVAN
storms out into the quiet residential street.

BACK | N GORDON S SAAB

He watches from a few houses down as the worman gets into her
car. She slans the door and drives off.

Gordon furtively checks his mrrors, then reaches over to

t he passenger seat... picks up a SILENCED HANDGUN. He cuts
the ignition, interrupting the fado m d-noan, gets out of
his Saab and cl oses the door.

EXT. STREET
We PULL on Gordon as he wal ks up the sidewal k. Nice shirt,

I i ght w ndbreaker, khakis... Normal enough | ooking guy,
except for the gun.



Thi ngs get even | ess normal when he puts on a HAI RNET.
He tucks the gun under his armand snaps on a pair of
LATEX GLOVES.

No fanfare. No nervousness. Gordon dons these itens
i ke a hungover Wal mart enpl oyee throwi ng on their apron
before the norning shift.

He pauses when he reaches the house... npbves past us..

EXT. BACKYARD - MOMVENTS LATER

Gordon comes around the side of the house, stops in front of
t he BACK PORCH, then gingerly nakes his way up the warped
wooden stairs.

About hal fway up, he STOPS -- ducks a few inches --

GORDON' S POV: Inside the house, a YOUNG 20- SOVETH NG MAN
(back to us) is turning off the sink in the kitchen beyond
the living room He dries his hands and di sappears into
anot her room .

Gordon uses this nmonent to silently creep up the remaining
steps. Once on the porch, he tiptoes to the sliding glass
door. Edges around to peer inside..

GORDON' S POV: The Young Man, noticeably distraught, returns
to the living room He plops down on a neon purple BOUNCY
YOGA BALL... and starts CRYING Softly. Head in his hands.

ON GORDON: At first confused, even a bit disgusted -- so
it's gonna be one of these, huh? But his face slowy
changes, expression taking on nore enpathy, nore sorrow...

This guy really | ooks m serable..

Sonet hi ng catches Gordon's eye -- fromhis POV, we TILT DOMN
to reveal

A DOG

Staring up at us, head bent to one side, tongue lolling.
Gordon al nost junps out of his skin -- it's right on the
ot her side of the gl ass.

The dog, a collar-less five-week-old HUSKY PUPPY, is so cute
it's fucking painful. Even Gordon can't help but crack a
smle.

He playfully puts a latex finger to his lips. A beat as the
dog stares back, winningly stupid... Eventually Gordon
| ooks back up. Sighs.



He SHOVES OPEN t he sliding glass door..

| NT. HOUSE - NI GHT
and steps into the room gun drawn. The dog SCATTERS.

Yoga Ball Guy TRI PS BACKWARDS, falling off the bouncy ball,
scranbling to wi pe away tears:

YOGA BALL QUY
What the fuck is your-- you know
there's a front door??

GORDON
Now now, cal m down.
Yoga Ball Quy -- real name BENNETT LASKY -- gets up,
enbarrassed, as Gordon slides the door cl osed.
BENNETT
Wo are you?? Were's M.
Ri chnond?
GORDON

He's out in the car.

We get a look around: a cute, old house gone to shit

t hrough neglect. Cearly decorated by an el derly person.

Di shes and beer bottles invade the quaint space, as well as
a coupl e DUFFEL BAGS overflowing with winkled clothes.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
You didn't really think he'd do
this hinmself...?

BENNETT
No. No. O course not.
(then, ashaned)
How | ong were you, uh...

GORDON
Long enough. Struck out with the
| ady, huh?. ..
(there there)
Least you weren't jacking off.
O's that what this's for...?

He softly kicks the bouncy ball across the room.
It caroms off a colorful, blinking MECHANI CAL DEVI CE t hat

| ooks |i ke a STRAI TJACKET DESI GNED BY DAFT PUNK (rnore info
to cone).



A beat as they both stare at it...

BENNETT
... Not that it matters to you, but
| suffer from spinal stenosis, an
abnormal narrow ng of the--

GORDON
You're right.
(then)
What's that smell?

BENNETT
Oh -- sorry, |I... | should take out
the trash. ..

He | ooks Gordon over... hasn't really taken in the gun/
gl oves/ hairnet conmbo until now. Gordon notices his worry.

GORDON
(re: gun)
So you don't rob ne.
(then)
You've got the uh... the little,
uh...?

BENNETT
The thunmb drive?

Gor don nods.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
Do you have the noney?...

Gordon pulls a TH CK, SEALED ENVELOPE out of his jacket,
holds it up. Bennett's eyes w den.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
90 grand?

GORDON
Mhimm

Bennett smiles, sincere. Lets out a relieved chuckl e:

BENNETT
That's truly... Thank you. Thank
you.

He reaches out to grab the envel ope, but Gordon takes a step
back, raises the gun

GORDON
Not before the weddi ng.



Bennett's smle fades. Becomng forcibly casual:

BENNETT
It's -- just have to grab it --
(gesturing to another room
Be right back.

Gor don nods. Bennett exits the room

A beat as CGordon stands there | ooking around the living
room He breathes a tired sigh.

Bennett returns carrying a SMALL USB FLASH DRI VE. The HUSKY
PUPPY follows himin, sits contentedly in a doorway.

ON BENNETT: We TRACK behind himto see..

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
(hol ding up the drive)
Got it.

... an OLD REVOLVER jamred in the back of his waistband,
conceal ed from Gordon

GORDON
Good. (Good.

He trains his silenced gun back on Bennett. A beat as
Gordon stares at him Unblinking. Stoic. Resigned..

ON BENNETT: Nervous... Sensing sonething' s changed. He
hol ds out the drive. A peace offering.
Hi s OTHER HAND (ever so gently -- inperceptible to Gordon)
begins to inch toward his side..
BENNETT
(shaky)
It's... it's formatted for PC, but

it should work in--

PFT! - PFT! -- Gordon FIRES TWO ROUNDS i nto Bennett's CHEST.
Bennett |urches back -- the FLASH DRI VE flies out of his
hand and slides to a STOP directly in front of the HUSKY

Bennett slunps lifelessly to the floor.
A beat. Gordon | ooks down at Bennett's body...

He turns to collect the flash drive, sees the dog sniffing
at it --

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
Hey. ..



He WH PS AROUND: Bennett's still alive (barely), and
hol ding out his REVO VER, ained shakily at Cordon.

GORDON
Easy now... Were'd ya get that...

CLOSE ON THE REVOLVER  Bennett weakly tries to SQUEEZE THE
TRI GGER. . .

Can't nuster the strength..
Hi s arm col | apses.
ON GORDON:  Tension turning to relief, then pity...

He uses his shoe to nudge Bennett's revol ver away, then
bends down, presses two fingers to Bennett's throat.

No pul se. He goes into Bennett's front pocket, pulls
out his IPHONE. He places it on the floor, then
STOWPS REPEATEDLY until it's a pile of circuits and
powder ed gl ass.

He renmenbers the flash drive, turns around to grab
it...

GORDON' S POV:  It's gone
And oh boy does it get worse... TILT UP to reveal:
FOUR | DENTI CAL HUSKY PUPPI ES

Where there used to be only ONE. A beat as Gordon stands
t here, bew | dered.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
No.

He drops to the floor, starts frantically feeling around for
the flash drive... No dice. Hi s searching gets nore
aggravat ed. . .

GORDON ( CONT' D)
How in Christ...

The four puppies |ook on placidly as Gordon | oses his shit.
Tossi ng asi de books and di shes, sliding over furniture.
Fl ash drive nowhere to be found.

ON GORDON:  Now staring at the huskies. He w pes his
f or ehead.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
There's no way. ..



Crouched on the floor, he goes down the line prying their
nmout hs open, peering in, wiggling a gloved finger inside.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
You idiots. You goddam
idiots. ..

Hi s search cones up enpty.

Gordon stands. The puppies |look up at him oblivious to his
despair. He w pes his hand on his pant | eg.

He gets out his CELL PHONE, dials a nunber... Takes a deep
breath as it rings...

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Gordon? You're fucking late --
what happened? You do it?

GORDON
H. Well --

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
You handl e that parasitic ratfuck?

GORDON
Yeah. He's gone, but --

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
(to someone near by)
WI1l you give me TWO FUCKI NG
M NUTES, G na?! 1Is that too much
to fucking ask? THANK you.
(back to Gordon)
You smash his phone?

GORDON
| did --

GRANT RI CHMOND
(relieved)

It's over... Thank fucking CHRI ST

it's over... W're done then --

bring the drive at mdnight. Meet

me by the van. "Il still --
GORDON

Hang on, G ant -- there's a

probl em

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Huh? What? Wat probl enf?

A beat. Gordon swall ows.



GORDON
| -- 1 don't have the drive. O, |
do. Ki nd of.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
s this a fucking zen riddle? Wat
s this shit? Do you have it or do
0

u DON' T have it??
GORDON
Yes, | have it. Technically. But
this guy... He's got all these

dogs. And | think --
GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)

So?

GORDON
| think one mght've... See, there
was a bit of a -- not a struggle,

exactly -- but, when | shot him he
uh, he dropped it...

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
You fed ny flash drive to a dog?

Gordon wi nces.
GRANT RI CHMOND (V. O.) (CONT' D)
You fed ny flash drive to a FUCKI NG
dog??
A beat, then...

GORDON
One of them

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
One of then?? WH CH fucking one of

t henf?

GORDON
| don't -- I"mnot sure. There's
four --

GRANT RI CHMVOND (V. Q)
Four ?!

GORDON
-- and they all ook exactly the

sane --



GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
God-fucking... So just -- just cut
'em open one by one until you
fucking find it.

Gordon | aughs this off.

GORDON
Not happeni ng.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
What do you nmean not happeni ng??
(har sh whi sper)
You kill people for a living.
They' re just fucking dogs, Gordon.
You can't kill sone dunb fucking
dogs??

GORDON
|"d... prefer to find another
sol uti on.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)

You under st and what happens if this
isn't taken care of?

(Gordon tries to answer)
Shut up. No. You don't. One of
t hose dogs is gonna shit that thing
out the SECOND you | eave -- and
when the cops find that ratfuck's
body, they find that, they find ne,
they find you -- everything's
fucked. So cut "emopen!! O
bring "emto me and |'LL cut 'em
open if you're gonna be such a
whi ny fucki ng pussy about it.

GORDON
G ant --

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Fuck you. Mdnight. At mdnight,
you're either bringing nme that
drive, or you're bringing nme every
si ngl e one of those asshol e fucking
dogs. YQU fucked this up. |
didn't fuck this up. You did. Fix
it.

CLICK -- the line goes dead. Gordon |owers his phone,
stares out, norose.

BEG N TI TLES



10.

He sits on the YOGA BALL... Stares down at the puppies...
Of the huskies, slowmy PUSH NG I N

| NT. OFFI CE KI TCHEN - DAY - (DAY 1)
A BOTTLE OF KOVBUCHA
Pink. "Guava CGoddess."” Sitting on a fridge shelf.

OUR HAND reaches for the bottle, pulls it out. Not breaking
the POV, we SPIN around, RUN through a door into a...

I NT. LONG HALL

Popul at ed wi th busy-| ooki ng CREW MEMBERS wi t h headset s,

bi nders, |aptops, etc. People react as we BARREL t hrough,
di ving out of the way, spilling coffee, yelling
obscenities...

| NT. SMALL CAPTI ONI NG STUDI O - SAME
BENNETT. Zero bullet holes. Alive. At |east physically...
END TI TLES

Different clothes, too. That's because this is THREE DAYS
BEFORE HI S DEATH

He's al one, wearing HEADPHONES that are connected to a | arge
BUSI NESS LANDLI NE PHONE (" nute" button engaged). He's
speaki ng qui ckly and robotically into a POP-FI LTERED
CONDENSER M CROPHONE, tal ki ng al ongsi de the audio froma
NEWS PROGRAM

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q) BENNETT
Comi ng up after the break -- (slightly del ayed)
how one | ocal pilates studio Grant colon com ng up af-
isS giving veterans a new way ter-thebreak comma how wun
to deal with post-traumatic | ocal pilates studiozgiving
stress... vet ruhnsa- new way to deal
Wi th post-hyphentraumatic
stress period

SANDRA NOGALES (V. Q) BENNETT
Plus, a new diet that nakes (slightly del ayed)
eating healthy... a piece of Sandra col on plus comma ay
cake? new di e-yet that makes

eeting hell-thy ellipsis a
peese ovcake question mark



11.

Bennett's speech is stilted and unnatural. The small room
(his "office") is dimand dingy with black soundproofing on
the walls, only personalization being a 3D PIN ART BOX at
his side -- one of those office toys where you push your
handprint into a thousand tiny netal pins.

He sits in front of a DESKTOP COMPUTER, hands hovering over
t he keyboard in case of any errors.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q) BENNETT
You' ve certainly got ny (slightly del ayed)
son's attention! Grant col on you have
(i nsincere | aughter) certainly got ny SPELL MODE
These stories and nore, here S-O N STOP SPELL MODE
on KCBB News at Noon. apostrophe S attention

peri od LAUCGHTER t hese
stories and nore comma here
on kay see bee bee news at
noon peri od

Bennett mnouse-clicks a couple buttons on his screen, then
vi si bly de-tenses. Sinks back in his chair..

Because we're getting a direct line fromthe news studio,
their AUDI O FEED conti nues through the conmercial break
Bennett |istens stoically:

GRANT (V. Q)
What the fuck is this?? "CGuava
Goddess?" Do | look like a fucking
goddess?... Dave! \Were'd you
find this idiot?? She fucked up ny
drink. Mstic Mango. Go get the
right one. YES fucking now, go!
Go go go!!

Bennett w nces.

SANDRA (V. Q)
(a beat)
Was that necessary, Gant?

GRANT (V.Q)
Fuck off Sandra. Next tine it'l
be your drink.

SANDRA (V. Q)
| |ike guava.

GRANT (V. Q)
Fuck you. | bet you do. Hey!
Gna! Get me a wpe! Wy aren't
t hey under the fucking desk??



12.

O f Bennett, pushing his raised mddle finger into the pin
art box and shaking it at the screen..

I NT. HORI ZON CAPTI ONI NG - HALLWAY - SHORT TI ME LATER

We PUSH down a dusty, fluorescent-lit hallway lined with
identical, equally spaced doors. Mdre cell block than

of fice. An UNSETTLI NG MURMUR of nuffled, enotionless voices
fills the air (men and wonen robotically intoning various

br oadcasts.)

REVERSE on BENNETT. Going from door to door, peeking
t hrough each slat of glass... Looking for soneone..
He opens a door --

I NT. SMALL CAPTI ONI NG STUDI O

A nerdy, scruffy-looking GUY is reading pangrans into a

m crophone, doing a new trainee's best inpression of
caption-speak. A coworker (SCOIT) sits behind him jotting
down not es.

They JERK AROUND as Bennett pokes into the room Nerdy Quy
pauses -- Scott gestures keep going, then | ooks at Bennett,
annoyed, nouths: what ??

NERDY CGUY
(readi ng)
bef ore she heard that synphony
again. ..
BENNETT NERDY CGUY
(hushed) (in b.g.)
Coul d you take ny Just as young Art hur
observation later? New wanted... Mster Jock, TV
| ady's starting Unit 3... qui z PhD... bags few |lynx...
SCOTT

Fifty bucks?

BENNETT
Scott...

On Nerdy Guy's COVWPUTER MONI TOR: the bizarre words go from
RED to GREEN |i ke sone kind of mal functioning karaoke
machi ne.
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SCOTT NERDY CUY
She' s your fucking trainee. Shaw, those twel ve beige
hooks are joined... if |
patch a young, gooey
nout h. . .

O f Bennett's dejected face:

EXT. OFFI CE COWLEX - ENTRANCE - DAY - LATER

A massive, character-less plaza dowmtown. LOGOS next to the
heavy gl ass doors show several business tenants (al
broadcasting-related). KCBB's logo is |argest at the top.
HORI ZON CAPTIONING s logo is small at the bottom

BENNETT energes fromthe doors, wal ks a few feet to a BENCH
by the entrance.

He takes a seat. Pulls a runpled sandwi ch out of his
backpack and starts eating.

As he eats, he |ooks out at sonething in the distance...
Fixating on it...

ACRCSS THE STREET

WEST TEMPLE ANI MAL SHELTER. A long building that takes up a
good chunk of the block it's on.

Bennett's IPHONE RINGS... He answers, still gazing across
the street:
BENNETT
Hey... Grandma? Hey, hi... Sure,

sure, just eating lunch..

CLOSER ON THE ANI MAL SHELTER: Through the LARGE FRONT

W NDOW we see a coupl e EMPLOYEES behind the reception desk:
a 20-sonmething woman -- LIZ, and a m ddl e-aged Hi spanic
woman -- PACLA.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
| talked to the insurance people,
they' re covering 75 percent...

Li z appears to be helping a small fam |y adopt a cat.

Per haps we recogni ze her as the young wonman | eavi ng
Bennett's place in a huff at the start of the novie (though
her clothes are a little different here).
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BENNETT ( CONT' D)
(absent)
How re you settling in?... The
dogs are fine, they' re good..
It's a shane, | know. .. but
it's... the roomis private,
right?...

Bennett's pretty checked out as he tal ks, instead focusing
on Liz. W're currently watching his favorite part of the
day... the part where he spends 25 mnutes creepily staring
at the Grl From The Aninmal Shelter He'll Never Tal k To.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
| know... [It's uh, it's gonna get
better, | prom se. You just have
to make sone friends...

I NT. SMALL CAPTI ONI NG STUDI O - DAY - LATER

A new enpl oyee, DOREEN, 50i sh, anxiously struggles to repeat
the words of a PBS-style educational video playing into her
headphones (an off-air training exercise). BENNETT sits
behi nd her, observing.

DOREEN
... history of HOT -- HOT AR
BALLOONS -- ISN T just... a-lot-of-

hot-air. PERI OD. LAUGHTER  1783.
Three ani mal s COMVA a sheep,
duck... ROOSTER. First to

safely... in-a-ball oon.
ON BENNETT' S CLI PBOARD: a single piece of paper with two
handwitten colums, "GOOD' and "BAD." "BAD' has a strong
| ead.

DOREEN ( CONT' D)
Thanks to the -- Mawg-en-golfer?...
brothers from FRANCE. The sheep
was naned... noney-seal?  \Wich
means -- MEANING -- clinb. Into
t he skies. PERI OD.

CLOSE ON HI'S NOTES: he scrawls "SH TTY DI PTHONGS, " j oi ni ng
"M SSI NG COWAS" and "DROPPED CONTENT" in the pil eup of
criticisnms under "BAD."

DOREEN ( CONT' D)

W will be RIGHT back... wth
MORE. . .

A beat... that appears to be it.
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Thank god. She breathes, takes off her headphones. Then,
to Bennett:
DOREEN ( CONT' D)
(meek)
How d | do?..

O f Bennett, inhaling..

I NT. HORI ZON CAPTI ONI NG - MANAGER S OFFI CE - LATER

MAE
| had to send her hone.

Bennett's boss, MAE (Filipina, 30s), lectures himfrom
across her desk.

BENNETT
Sorry. ..

MAE
She was in tears. She tried to
quit -- thankfully I tal ked her out
of it. Her stepson had to conme and
get her.

BENNETT

| just pointed out what she was
doi ng wong. She doesn't renenber
ANYTHI NG from Unit 2, her
punctuation's garbage, her

di pt hongs- -

MAE
Doreen's new. She'll get better.
You' re supposed to hel p her do
that. W can't have people
quitting because of a hostile work
envi ronment, Bennett.

BENNETT
So you want ne to just rubber-stanp
them even if they suck?

MAE
She passed Horizon's pre-enpl oynent
screening. She just needs tine.
This job is hard -- you know that.
Rewar di ng, but hard.

Bennett stifles a scoff.
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MAE ( CONT' D)
M I 1ions of people depend on us
every day. And we're understaffed

to shit.

(exasper at ed)
You' re one of our best, but
everyone's gonna keep "sucking"
until you learn how to share your

expertise... nicer. Understand??
Bennett sighs and nods, still standoffish.
MAE ( CONT' D)

Good. Now don't you have Del awar e
Suprene Court at 3?

I NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - NI GHT - LATER
THE YOGA BALL

Depressed into an obl ong under BENNETT's weight. TILT UP to
see his back facing us.

W DER and we see he's in front of an arnoire-turned-ersatz
| apt op desk.

ON H'S LAPTOP SCREEN:. Search results for "power of attorney
deed transfer.”

H's IPHONE rings. Bennett |ooks at the nunber... doesn't
recognize it. He declines the call, turns his attention
back to the laptop --

It rings AGAIN. He |ooks down. This tinme a totally
di fferent nunber. Fuck. He knows who's calling..

He surrenders, picks up:

BENNETT
Yeah? Hell o?

FEMALE VO CE (V. Q)
Hello! H'! Wuld this be M.
Bennett Lasky I'mcurrently
speaki ng with?

BENNETT
Uh- huh.

The voice is professional and cheery.



FEMALE VO CE (V. Q)

17.

Geat! This is Rachel from Vant ek

| hate to bother you at this

hour,

but 1'"mcalling regarding sone
del i nquent paynents on your student

| oan account.

TWD HUSKY PUPPI ES start BARKI NG from near by.

BENNETT
Yeah. . .

Bennett gets up, clutches his back..
into a roomand cl oses the door.

RACHEL (V. Q)

He shuffles the dogs

Your nonthly paynment anmounts to
575.49... W |ast got a paynent

fromyou on... March 13. Doe
mat ch your records?

BENNETT
Sur e.

RACHEL (V. Q)

s that

(laughs a little too hard)

Perfect, great. So what we'l
fromyou -- do you have a cre

| need
dit

card handy? -- we'll need a m ni mum

paynent of 1,726.47 to keep y
good st andi ng.

(a beat)
O herwise we'll be forced to
your account to a collections
agency.

A beat. Bennett's been stewing this wh
BENNETT

Oh Rachel... Didit ever cro
your mnd that naybe | don't

ouin

refer

ole tine...

SS
have

sevent een hundred doll ars?

RACHEL (V.Q)
Actually... to remain in good
standi ng --

BENNETT
| just put nmy grandma in a fu
hone. ..
(for fuck's sake)
You know what | do for a livi
|"ma closed captioner.
( MORE)

cki ng

ng?
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BENNETT ( CONT' D)
People, uh -- mllions of people
depend on ne. And | don't nake
shit. And it's 'cause of you
assholes | haven't been to a
dentist in seven fucking years. So
you -- and Vantek -- can eat ny
fucking dick. How s that sound?
Sound good??

A | ong beat.

RACHEL (V.Q)
We al so accept noney orders..

CLICK -- Bennett HANGS UP. Puts his phone down. Steans for
a beat. ..

Muf f | ed bar ki ng makes hi mrenmenber the dogs.

BENNETT
fucking hate this shit...

He goes over to the door he closed, opens it...
It's a mdsize STORAGE CLOSET. Inside we find ALL FOUR
HUSKI ES, plus a Pl SS- AND- SHI T- COVERED PEE PAD. Bennett
wi nces at the snell.
BENNETT ( CONT' D)

Okay. Okay. Shhhh, shhh, I'm

changing it... shut up...
He reaches into the BOX of disposabl e pee pads..
That was the | ast one.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)

Goddanmit... Just... you'll get a
new one tonorrow, okay? Jesus --
hey -- shhhh!

As he shuts the door on the barking huskies (and us):

FADE TO BLACK
OVER BLACK: BRAKES CREAKI NG as a car sl ows...
FADE UP ON:

INT. CAR - NIGHT - (DAY 3)
THROUGH A W NDSHI ELD
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W're pulling up in front of a quiet apartnment conplex.
HEADLI GHTS rake across PACLA, gray sweats, waiting for us.

W stop. She waves -- one sec -- then reaches into a nearby
BUSH... Re-energes into the beans hol ding an ENORMOUS
REPLI CA SWORD

LIZ (O S.)
The fuck...?

Paol a opens the rear door of Liz's 90's CAMRY, awkwardly
gui des the huge, heavy sword to the floor of the backseat.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Paol a. . .

She gets in next to Liz.

LI Z (CONT' D)
| nmeant |ike, pepper spray.

PACLA
Let's go. Were's he live?

LI Z
We're not gonna tal k about the huge
ass sword?

PACLA
It's fromLord of the Rings.
Anduri | .
(off her stare)
You gave ne |like four mnutes to
get ready, Liz. It's what | had.

LI Z
Is it even sharp?

PACLA
Shar p enough.

A beat . Li z seens sati sfi ed.

LI Z
It is pretty intimdating... Plus
it'"s not like we're killing the
guy. Just taking the huskies.

PACLA
So gi mme the | owdown.

LI Z
Ohhhh man. . .



Liz shifts into drive, pulls out onto the street:

LI Z (CONT' D)
(pi ssed)
They were holed up in this tiny
closet. Al four of them.
Dirty, barking... fucking
m serable. He's not even fucking
wal ki ng t hem

20.

Paol a shakes her head in disapproval -- piece of shit.
LI Z (CONT' D)
And... | don't even wanna... There
was a pee pad... | alnost fucking

puked. They'd been using the sane
one for days.

PACLA
(di sgust ed)
Damm... Honestly doesn't surprise
me. Seened like a creep.
LI Z
Yeah. | can now confirmthat.
PACLA
Well, just so we're clear... You
know there're ways to do what we're
doing that are nore... uh..
LI Z
Legal ?
PACLA

Legal. And ethical. And safe.
A beat. Liz nods, gets a little nore serious..

LI Z
W have to do this Paola. The pups
need us. We'Ill call it owner
surrender.
(resol ute)
We have to get themoutta there.

Toni ght .

Paol a understands this is very inmportant to her.
back.

PACLA
Qookay. Just saying, he cones at
ne. ..

( MORE)

She sits



PACLA ( CONT' D)
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| am straight up stabbing himin
t he not herfucking chest with the

Bl ade of the King of Men.

Liz sm rks.

EXT. STREET - N GHT - SHORT TI ME LATER

BENNETT' s house. SHI FT to see Liz's Canry pulling into a

spot half a bl ock away.

INT. LIZ'S CAMRY

Liz turns off the car, unbuckles her seatbelt.

LI Z
So should we have |ike..
strategy?

PACLA
If he won't give 'em up?

LI Z

a

VWll that's what the sword is for.
| mean nore |ike, should we have a

speech ready?..
Paol a snorts.

PACLA

Yeah sure. How about "give us the

fucki ng dogs, asshole.”

LI Z
VWhoawhoawhoa - -

Sonet hing's caught Liz's attention:

THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD: In front of Bennett's house:

GORDON.  Struggling awkwardly with
roughly the size of a mni fridge,

a LARGE CARDBOARD BOX,
"WAKESTREAM' printed on

the side. HUSKY SNOUTS AND PAWS poke out of the top,
harassing his face. Their shifting weight forces himto

constantly readjust his grip.

PACLA
Who the hell's that guy?

LI Z
| don't know. ..
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Gordon's waddling back to his Saab as fast as he can, given
the circunstances. He trips on sone grass, barely catches

his footing.

PACLA
(squi nting)
Does he. .. In that box...?

LI Z
That's a box o' huskies alright.

PACLA
Those are thenf

LI Z
(nods)
Uh- huh. ..
(a beat)
What the fuck's going on?

PACLA
You don't recognize hinf

Li z shakes her head, still staring at Gordon.

A beat as

they watch himwestle the puppy box into the back of his

Saab. . .

LIZ (OS.)
" mnot exactly getting the vibe
he's here to rescue them

PACLA
(shrugs)
Guess we can skip Bennett.
LI Z
So then -- wait -- what do we do?

He didn't say anythi ng about
sonmeone com ng to pick themup..

Gordon's lights FLICK ON. He starts maneuvering out of his

spot. ..
PACLA
You got about three seconds to
deci de.
LI Z

Where's he taking then? Fuck.

Gordon's Saab starts down the street.

Liz starts the car. Paola grins, rubs her hands together.
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As the Camry pulls out onto the street after Gordon..

EXT. GORDON' S SAAB - DRIVING - N GHT - SHORT TI ME LATER

Gordon, behind the wheel. Calmfor all of three seconds
bef ore SCREEEEECH

Liz's Canry SWERVES TO CUT HHM OFF, forcing himto PANIC
STOP - -

GORDON
SHI T!

-- Gordon's arm SHOOTS BACK reflexively to stabilize the
puppy box. He HONKS several tines (now stopped on the side
of the road).

THROUGH HI' S W NDSHI ELD

Paol a gets out of the Canry's passenger side, stares down
Gordon. Not breaking eye contact, she strides to the
Canry's rear door.

Gordon's pulled away fromthis by Liz POUNDI NG ON H S HOOD

LI Z
Hey! Sir!

She conmes around to his wi ndow, which he rolls down a couple
i nches.

GORDON
Can | help you?

LI Z
(poi nti ng)

Are those your dogs? Sir? No.
Not your dogs. W saw you taking

them W're from uh -- we're
acting on behalf of the West Tenple
Ani mal Shelter, and we uh... we

DEMAND you surrender themto us!
Thi s instant!

A beat. Gordon processes all this... decides he doesn't
give a shit.
GORDON
Sorry mss, | need them
(then, maybe recogni zi ng)
Wait... were you--7?

KRRKKKKK- KRK- KRRKK. .
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GORDON ( CONT' D)
(craning his neck)
Hey! Wat are you doi ng?

Paola is trying to PRY OPEN the Saab's rear door with her
EGREG OQUSLY LARGE SWORD. And it's kind of working.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Stop that. Hey.

Gordon puts it in park, gets out. Liz takes a step back.
Paol a turns the sword on Gordon.

PACLA
Stay back

Gordon wearily PULLS QUT HHS GUN, ains it at Paol a.

LI Z PACOLA
(st unned) (di sappoi nt ed)
Holy fuck bro... wait up, Amwwy. . . asshol e. .

wait up...

Gordon swi ngs the gun between them He kicks his door shut
behind him quickly |ocks the car. (By now the puppies are
out of their box, barking, squirmng around the backseat.)

GORDON
(to Paol a)
You. Gve nme the sword. Now.

Paol a reluctantly hands it over. GCordon takes it -- it's
heavy. CGordon glares at her, very, very fucking done with
all of this:

GORDON ( CONT' D)
VWho even has this??

Gordon puts his gun in his jacket, then goes over to Liz's
Canry --

LI Z
No -- dude! -- don't --

-- and PLUNGES the sword into Liz's BACK Tl RE
LI Z (CONT' D)
You fucking -- ah, fuuuuuck you
dude. Goddammit.

GORDON
Stop follow ng ne.
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He i npassively drops the sword on the pavenent. Liz and
Paol a are speechless... (Though Paola does seema little
relieved she's getting her sword back.)

Wt hout anot her word, Gordon unlocks his door, gets back in
his car. W STAY with Liz and Paola as he awkwardly steers
around the Canry and PEELS OFF. ..
Puppies in tow, unfortunately.
A beat as Liz gazes helplessly after the Saab.
LI Z

He said he "needed" them .. What

in the fuck...?
Paol a pi cks up her sword.

PACLA

rim

(gri
Looked li ke a perv to ne.

EXT. I NDUSTRI AL PARK - NI GHT - LATER

Gordon's Saab pulls slowy into a dark, deserted lot. He
angl es the car so his headlights splash against a graffiti-
ri dden CEMENT WALL. The engi ne silences but the |lights stay
on.

Gordon steps out, noving quickly, professionally. He snaps
on LATEX GLOVES, then opens the back door.

GORDON' S POV:  Scanni ng the dogs. ..
ON GORDON:  Frowning. Eventually he sighs, picks up the
husky cl osest to himand shuts the car door.
EXT. I NDUSTRI AL PARK - NI GHT - MOMENTS LATER
GORDON' S JACKET

being laid flat one-handed on the cracked asphalt.
W DER and we see Gordon's crouched in the yell ow beans,
using the reflection on the wall for nore visibility. He
kneel s on his jacket, then places the puppy in front of him

GORDON' S POV: A beat as the puppy stares up at us

GORDON
Sorry, pal
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And he neans it... He places one hand on the dog's NECK and
the other on top of its SKULL.
ON GORDON:  we PUSH IN slowy...
ON THE HUSKY: Lightly squirmng to get free..

ON GORDON:  Still PUSHING IN... just take a deep breath...
He's about to TW ST when:

ON THE HUSKY: 1t starts licking his hand.

CGordon stares slackly at the puppy.

He can't fucking do it. At least like this. He releases
his grip.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Yeah... kay...

He cl oses his eyes. Breathes.

He starts to reach in his pocket -- then PAUSES, sonething
occurring to him

He scoots off of his jacket, patting it gently. The puppy
crawl s onto it.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
(weak)
Better?...

He goes back into his pocket and pulls out a FOLDI NG KNI FE
He flicks it open -- it's a horrifying, S-curved TACTI CAL
BLADE neant for one purpose and one purpose only... and it's
definitely not puppy evisceration.

Wth his free hand, Gordon PINS the husky on its back
agai nst the jacket. The dog's squirmng gets nore intense.

Gordon awkwardly tries to HOLD THE DOG STILL so its belly is
exposed. . .

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Stop, will ya?... Don't nake this
Wor se. . .

But it won't stop struggling. Gordon noves the knife over
t he puppy, trying to find a good enough angl e.

The dog YI PS.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Hey... it's okay...
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CLCSE ON THE DOG  Gordon begins LI GHTLY SCRATCHI NG i t
behi nd the ear.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
It's okay...

And miraculously... the squirm ng STOPS. The puppy lies
still under Gordon's spell

ON GORDON:  Smiling now... but the smle quickly fades as he
remenbers the unpl easant task at hand.

ON THE HUSKY: Calm.. belly up as Gordon scratches it....

ON GORDON:  Lifting the knife, face tightening into a
shaneful wince... Preparing to do sonething unforgivable..

ON THE HUSKY: BLADE TIP tickling FUR .
A tense beat... Gordon inhal es DEEP. ..
and PULLS AWAY.

He exhales. Slow.  Shakes his head -- nope. He closes the
knife.
GORDON ( CONT' D)
Uh- uh.
A beat.

He goes into a jacket pocket... pulls out his Cl GARETTES.
He takes one, breaks off the filter.

He PAUSES before lighting it. A short beat as he grinaces
at the filter-less tube of tobacco..

Fuck this. He tosses it. He's having a real one. He pulls
a new cigarette out of the pack. He lights it, exhales --

Ahhhh yeah. There it is... He takes another puff.

He renmenbers the dog, |ooks down at it... solemn
expression. ..

He hangs his cigarette in his nmouth, peels off a |atex
gl ove.

O f Gordon, scratching the dog with his bare fingers..
Wbnderi ng what the fuck he's gonna do..
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EXT. BEACH - SUNSET

Cheap, slowbuilding library nusic (pul sating synths,
strings) plays over DRONE FOOTAGE of a pristine tropical
beach. W land on -- perched i ncongruously on the al abaster
sand - -

THE WAKESTREAM HEDONE

The crazy blinking chiropractic device we saw at Bennett's
house. A bespoke | eather U shaped harness covered in LEDs
and ROLLI NG SHI ATSU BALLS.

(We're currently watching a PROMOTI ONAL VI DEO -- upscal e,
artsy. Heavy on imagery, light on information).

Superi nposed over the WakeStream which is nowreclining in
a LUSH BAMBOO GROVE:

hedone (greek nyth) - the personification and goddess of
pl easure, enjoynent, and delight.

CH LD S WHI SPER (V. Q)
... Hedone. ..

We CUT TO the WakeStream triunphant atop a SNOAW PEAK as if
it clinbed there itself, then --

ANl MATED GRAPHI CS: A uni sex diagram of a person's back/
torso, wearing the device. @ owi ng ORANCGE pressure points
turn COOL BLUE as the Shiatsu balls work their mracles.

ei ght notorized shiatsu spheres
hand-t ool ed pl ati num al | oy
i ndi vi dual Iy adj ustabl e
radi ant |ight therapy

The WakeStreamis now respl endent on the TEAK DECK of a
STEAM NG | CELANDI C HOT SPRI NG, basking in the hypnoti zing
purpl es and greens of the NORTHERN LI GHTS.

al | -new TENS system
hi gh-resol uti on nerve stinulation
speci al Rejuvena™node on LX nodel s

As the nusic crescendos, REVERSE on:

| NT. SMALL CAPTI ON STUDI O - EVENI NG (DAY 2)

BENNETT, watching the video on his work conputer.
Entranced. It's beautiful... Could this be the answer to
hi s back problens?... To... everything?
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ON H' S SCREEN: The WakeStreamin a JAPANESE GARDEN
| oungi ng on a carpet of cherry bl ossom petal s.
Bennett watches intently.

We eventually beconme aware of soft, tinny NO SE comi ng from
OFF SCREEN. . .

Bennett hears it, too -- the fuck is that? Are those
voi ces? He PAUSES the video -- | ooks around..

It's his HEADPHONES. Lying on the edge of his desk.

He | ooks over to the BUSI NESS LANDLI NE (CALL I N PROGRESS - -
both parties neglected to hang up/di sconnect follow ng

t oday's broadcast).

Bennett reaches out to hang it up, but --

A LOUD MOAN stops himin his tracks. Comng fromthe
headphones.

BENNETT
. huh...?

He puts them on.

MALE VO CE (V.0Q)
Yeah... oh yeah... ugh...

(grunting)

FEMALE VO CE (V. Q)
(not enjoying this, but

pl ayi ng al ong)
That feels so good..

We all know what's happening. Bennett's leering grin
confirns he does, too.

BENNETT
No way.

Wth the quickness of a horny sparrow, he rushes and LOCKS
THE DOOR to the caption studio.

He sits back down, eagerly slips the headphones back on.

MALE VO CE (V.0Q)
Tell me... one nore tinme, baby...

FEMALE VO CE (V.Q.)
Yeah?. . .
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MALE VO CE (V.0Q)
Who' s ny fucking guava goddess..

A look in Bennett's eyes -- why is that famliar?... then:
BENNETT
Shit.
FEMALE P. A. (V.O)
| am
GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Say it...

FEMALE P. A. (V.QO)
|"m .. your guava goddess, G ant.

It's pretty much ruined for Bennett now.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
You fucking call nme M. Richnond.

We hear a SPANK followed by a YELP

Bennett frowns, now |istening nostly out of norbid curiosity
as Grant Richnond, respected news anchor, rails a PA who'd
probably get fired if she wasn't going along with this.

But Bennett's expressi on CHANGES. .
H s eyes slowy WDEN..

In a burst of novenent he LURCHES to his keyboard/ nouse,
opens AUDI O RECORDI NG SOFTWARE (| i ke Audacity).

Hi s knees bounce up and down as the software | oads -- cone
on, cone on...

It finishes. He RECORD ENABLES a track, hits the space bar,
then swi ngs over to the BUSI NESS LANDLI NE, cranks the vol une
all the way up --

FEMALE P.A. (V. Q)

(tinny)
Should I get on the desk?..
(awkwar d novenent)

He presses one of the headphone cups over his CONDENSER
M CROPHONE, | ooks at the screen for a signal... the METERS
bounce with life. Now BLARI NG from his conputer speakers:

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
-- ny asshole -- put another finger
in ny asshole --
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Bennett quickly turns off the speakers, enbarrassed. W
still hear themgoing at it through the | oud headphones.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Ohhhhh-ho-ho... That's it -- keep
doing THAT. Oh fuck... You're
dirty, Sandra...

FEMALE P. A. (V.QO)
Sandra?. ..

Of Bennett, mnd racing with possibilities..

| NT. CONVENI ENCE STORE - NI GHT - LATER
A BURNER PHONE

Sliding across a scanner. REVERSE on BENNETT, the custoner
buying it.

The CLERK gives himsone side-eye as he rings it up.

BENNETT
|"m .. going overseas.

He nervously grabs a CANDY BAR, places it on the counter.
The Cerk stares at him-- uh huh. Rings up the candy.

EXT. OFFI CE COWPLEX - N GHT - LATER

A dented, lipstick-red 2001 FORD ESCORT (BENNETT' s pride and
joy) sits across fromthe entrance/exit of the building s
PARKI NG GARAGE

Bennett sits bored in the driver's seat, staking out his own
pl ace of work. His LAPTOP rests on the passenger seat.

He chews on the candy bar... seens to be regretting his
choi ce.

H s | PHONE RINGS. Bennett struggles it out of his pocket...
SCOALS at the nunber. Silences the ringer. Mist be
Vant ek. . .

THROUGH HHS WNDSHI ELD: The exit gate lifts for a BLACK
TESLA.

Bennett sits up. Here we go... He sets aside his candy
bar, starts his car.
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EXT. STREET - N GHT - SHORT TI ME LATER

The Tesla pulls into the driveway of a SMALL BUSINESS in a
ritzy shopping district, disappearing into a rear parking
| ot.

BENNETT' s Escort isn't far behind. It pulls into a space
al ong the main drag.

I NT. BENNETT' S ESCORT

Bennett turns off the car. C ocks the nane of the business:
SOLSTI CE VWELLNESS STUDI O

He takes a deep breath. Powers on his | aptop.

IN H' S HAND

CLICK -- the FLASH DRI VE'S USB CONNECTOR slides forward |i ke
a swi t chbl ade.

I NT. SOLSTI CE WELLNESS STUDI O - MASSAGE ROOM

A FACE CRADLE horseshoes around a MAN s ruggedly handsone,
| ate-50"s face.

This is, of course, GRANT RICHVOND. Eyes serenely cl osed.

GRANT RI CHMOND
Iris, do nme a favor and really
blast my right hanmstring -- think
di d sonmet hing, and Saturday | got
that fuckin' fun run for fuckin
retarded kids...

IRI'S
Certainly, M. R chnond.

Soft MJZAK wafts calmy through the room which is

simul taneously spiritual and chic in design -- half Buddhi st
nonastery, half Apple store. Around the room various new
agey itens including a CRYSTAL BUDDHA in the corner, a shelf
lined with BONSAI TREES, and against the wall, a | arge GONG
hangi ng froma wood frane.

In the middle of it, like a centerpiece, is Gant R chnond' s
EXPOSED ASS. He's entirely nude, lying prone on the nmassage
table. Iris mlls around the room preparing.
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GRANT RI CHMOND
Hey can you use that fruity
| avender shit or whatever's
strongest?... Goin' hone to the
wfe...

RIS
M ght | suggest Ylang-ylang? It's
our bol dest essential oil.

GRANT RI CHMOND
Fire away, sweetheart.

A QU ET KNOCK as Iris squirts the oil into her palns...

RIS
Excuse ne one nonent.

W HOLD on Grant's ass as Iris goes to the door.

ONIRI'S: In the doorframe, whispering with a MANAGER/
SUPERVI SOR. The manager hands her a CORDLESS PHONE. Iris
turns to look at Grant, mld concern show ng. .

BACK ON GRANT: We hear the door shut.

IRI'S
M. Richnmond... There's an urgent
call for you. A man... He says

he's your doctor...?

GRANT RI CHMOND
... Huh? Fuck are you talking
about? Lenny's in St. Bart's...

IRI'S
He said he's been trying to reach
you...?

GRANT RI CHMOND
G ve ne the phone. Gve ne the
phone.

ris awkwardly places the phone in his hand. Gant tries to
ring it to his ear -- not happening with the FACE CRADLE in
he way. Gant indignantly turns over, SITS UP. Pissed.
nto the phone:

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Who are you? Pretending to be ny
fucki ng doctor??

BENNETT (V. Q)
Is this Gant Rich--
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GRANT RI CHMOND
Who the fuck are you?
(then)
How do you know where | anf?

Iris tiptoes back to the wall, all too famliar with Gant's
t enper. ..

| NT. BENNETT' S ESCORT - SAME

BENNETT
(on the burner phone)

I"mcalling because I... | want to
hel p you.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Uh- huh. |I'm hangi ng up. Goodbye,
f uckf ace.

BENNETT
Wait, wait -- | have sone... uh...

materials. Mterials that concern
you. Materials you m ght not want
to... um..

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
VWhat? Spit it out, asshole. Wy
the fuck aml| talking to you?

Bennett hesitates, then hits the SPACE BAR on his | aptop.
He hol ds his phone over the speakers.

RECORDED GRANT (V. Q)
Ughh... You're ny little slut
aren't ya...

| NT. MASSAGE ROOM

Grant sits naked on the nmassage table with the phone to his
ear.

FEMALE P. A. (V.Q)
Sure. ..

Gant's brow furrows as he REALI ZES WHAT HE' S HEARI NG. . .

RECORDED GRANT (V.Q)
Oh God, I'"mgonna -- FUCK! --
(commoti on)
My leg!'... God-fucking --



GRANT RI CHMOND
(whi sper)
You fucking ratfuck..

FEMALE P. A. (V.QO)
Grant are you okay?..

RECORDED GRANT (V.Q.)
Yeah... yeah... Lenme just uh,
| erme finish on your --

The recordi ng STOPS.

| NT. BENNETT' S ESCORT

Bennett's finger hovers over the space bar, phone back to
his ear.

BENNETT
There's uh... there's twelve nore
m nut es.

GRANT RI CHVOND (V. Q)
You fucking ratfuck.

BENNETT
So here's ny --

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
How FUCKI NG DARE you - -

BENNETT
Just cal mdown -- M. Richnond,
please -- |... | wouldn't want
your wife, or your son to --

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Stop right there, you fucking, you
fucking --

| NT. MASSAGE ROOM

Grant is now STANDING dick swinging freely as he hisses
into the phone:

GRANT RI CHMOND
-- you fucking sniveling SH TWORM - -

Iris timdly tries to hand Grant a bat hrobe which he
aggressi vel y SWATS AVAY.

35.
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GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
You' re fucking blacknmailing ne?!
(scream nQ)
| WLL FUCKI NG EAT YOUR FUCKI NG

BONES - -
BENNETT (V. Q) GRANT RI CHVOND
Hang on, just -- what? -- -- AND SH T THEM BACK DOWN

YOUR MOTHERFUCKI NG THROAT - -
Iris, horrified, starts edging towards the door.

BENNETT (V.Q.)
kay, okay --

| NT. BENNETT' S ESCORT

BENNETT
-- you seemagitated... Look --
um-- call nme back in the norning.

The manager has ny nunber. ..
GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
DON' T YOU EVEN THI NK OF FUCKI NG
HANG NG - -
Click. Bennett hangs up. Exhal es.

Didn't really go as planned... but probably coul d ve gone
Wor se.

A beat, then, THROUGH H S W NDSHI ELD:
| RIS RUNS out of Sol stice, SHRI EKING hands in the air...
ON BENNETT: What the fuck?...

| NT. MASSAGE ROOM

The CRYSTAL BUDDHA SMASHES into a thousand pieces as Naked
Grant flings it into a STONE FOUNTAI N.

GRANT RI CHVIOND
AGHHHHHH! ! !

He | ooks around for nore stuff to break -- seizes on a
POTTED BONSAI TREE whi ch he SHOT- PUTS CLEAN THROUGH THE
DRYWALL i nto anot her massage room W hear SCREAMS fromthe
ot her roons.

He | ocks eyes on the GONG sweaty, forehead vei ns THROBBI NG
with rage... You' re fucking next...
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He starts to LIFT the heavy MASSAGE TABLE:

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Fuuuckkkking... raaaat.... fuck..

Wth Hul k-like strength he grips the table Iike a BATTERI NG
RAM HURLS it at the GONG --

I NT. BENNETT' S ESCORT

The APOCALYPTIC NO SE it nmakes is audi bl e even out here on
the street. Bennett junps, staring out, nouth agape --

THROUGH HI' S W NDSHI ELD
Several NAKED CUSTOVERS (frantic, sone clutching clothes)

FLEEING into the cold night, tailed by equally al armed STAFF
MEMBERS.

Bennett | ooks on... awestruck..
BENNETT
(sotto)
Fuckin' A. ..
He renmenbers that he's partly responsible for this --
qui ckly |l ooks around... then, with a shrug, keys the
ignition.

As the ESCORT putters away fromthe fucking Guernica
unfolding in front of Sol stice..

EXT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - NI GHT (DAY 3)

LI Z and PACLA -- griny fromchanging Liz's tire -- get out
of the Canry, which is parked close to Bennett's house.

LI Z
|"mgetting his fucking insurance
"1l tell ya that nmuch. No way in
hell I'm paying for a new fucking
tire.

She sl ans her door. Paola gets her SWORD fromthe backseat.
We PULL on themas they wal k up to Bennett's house.

LI Z (CONT' D)
(worri ed)
Does it matter that he did it with
li ke, a sword we threatened him
with?. ..



38.

PACLA
| dunno. He m ght be able to cal
it self defense.

LI Z
Self defense?? He's -- but -- he's
the one who had a gun. He's the
one who's an evil fucking dog
t hi ef .

PACLA
Courts are fucked up, Liz.

They reach Bennett's front door. Liz hits the DOORBELL

A silent beat as they wait... Nothing. Liz hits the
doorbel |l again, getting inpatient.

LI Z
C nmon, open up you piece of shit.

Not hi ng. She KNOCKS on the door. Paola peers into a dark
wi ndow, shrugs.

PACLA
Maybe he's not here.

A beat .

LI Z
Fuck t hat.

I NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Dark, no lights on. W' re |ooking at the BACK PORCH out
Bennett's back door (where Gordon entered).

LI Z and PACLA (illum nated by cell phone Iight) poke
tentatively into view as they tiptoe up to the house. Paola
| eads the way.

EXT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - BACK PORCH

Paol a gets to the door, SLIDES it open a foot. She turns
back to Liz, w ggles her eyebrows -- lucky us. She finishes
sliding open the door, readies her sword, takes one step

i nside and --
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I NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM

CRASH -- Paola TRIPS OVER SOVETHI NG just inside the door,
sword flying out of her hand as she falls face first into
the living room

Li z gasps, rushes in to help her up:

LI Z
Paol a! Damm, you okay?

The dark room becones weakly illum nated with GLON NG
RAI NBOW COLORS. Paol a tripped over the WAKESTREAM HEDONE,
and accidentally flipped it ONin the process.

PACLA
Fuck. ..
(then)
What the shit is that thing?

A gentle chime, then a Siri-esque voice proclai ns:

WAKESTREAM HEDONE
Pl ease connect unit to charging
station.

LI Z
No fucking clue...
(1 ooki ng around)
Bennett?... Bennettttt??..

Paol a's brushing off her knees when -- out of the corner of
her eye -- BENNETT' S DEAD FACE cones into relief as a purple
Wakestream | i ght passes over. She JUMPS:

PACLA
HOLY fuck --

Hi s body is slunped on its side at the edge of the room

LI Z

What ?
PACLA

Shit -- turn on the light --
LI Z

What ? \Where is it --
(1 ooking around for a
sSwi t ch)

PACLA
| dunno just find one!
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FLICK -- the overhead |ight comes on. Liz sees Bennett:
LI Z
Oh ny god -- Bennett?? OCh ny
god --

She runs over to Paol a.

WAKESTREAM HEDONE
Pl ease connect unit to charging
station.

PACLA
(ashen)
My... my sword... Did 1l kill hinf
Did I kill hinP?

Li z sees what she's tal king about... Bennett's | ooking a
little worse than the last tine we saw himon Day 3...

In addition to the gunshot wounds in his chest, he now has a
Lord of the Rings replica sword JUTTI NG THREE FEET OUT OF

H S ASSHOLE

LI Z
(i ncreasi ng panic)
What the fuck??? He's... is he...?

Wiy is that there?? Wat fucking--

PACLA
It must've... Wen | tripped on
the way in...
(then, re: bullet wounds)
Did he get shot...?

LI Z
Jesus Christ...

PACLA
This is fucking baaaaad..

LI Z
The guy who t ook the huskies..
And stabbed ny fucking tire. He

did this.

PACLA
W need to |l eave. Right the fuck
now.

LI Z

What about the cops? W have to
call the cops right?
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A beat as Paola turns, |ooks at Bennett... the whole
si tuation...
PAOLA
No cops.

WAKESTREAM HEDONE
Pl ease connect unit to charging

station.

LI Z
kay... Okay... Agreed. But what
about the sword?... W can't just
leave it. It's |like, evidence or
sonet hi ng. . .

PACLA
It's in his fucking ass, Liz.
Deep.

LI Z
So we have to pull it out.

(of f Paol a)

We pull it out or we go to jail.

A tense beat as Paola cones to terns with this. She nods
solemly, then

PACLA
So... how should... How do you
wanna. . .

They position thensel ves cl oser around the body, sour
expressi ons.

LI Z
| guess... if I like, hold him
down... and you, uh, grab the
handl e --

PACLA

Uh-uh. Hell no. How cone | gotta
be the puller?

WAKESTREAM HEDONE
Pl ease connect unit to charging

station.

LI Z
Paol a, we don't have tine. Look --
you pull it, I'll cleanit...

Pretty good deal right?
( MORE)



42.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Sooner we do it, sooner we can
forget this whole fucked up night
ever happened.

A beat .

PACLA
Ugh. .. notherfucker. Mt her FUCKER
Let's get it over with.

LI Z
Alright, so... count of three..

Li z PUSHES DOMN on Bennett's torso..

LI Z (CONT' D)
One. ..

Paol a makes a face as she GRIPS the sword handl e, | ooking
awnay. . .

LI Z (CONT' D)
Two. ..

Li z swal | ows, cl oses her eyes...

LI Z ( CONT' D)
THREE - -

Wth a sickening, wet SSCHHHK t he sword SLI DES FREE - -

LI Z/ PACLA
(grossed-out noani ng)

Li z junps back as Paola holds the sword out awkwardly, not
want i ng the bl ood-and- god- knows- what - el se-covered bl ade to
t ouch anyt hi ng.

A beat.
PACOLA
| do not feel good.
LI Z
It had to be done... You did
great... Now let's get the

f uuuuuck outta here.
Paol a nods, pale fromthis nightmare.

PACLA
Let's.
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We HOLD on Bennett's DEFI LED CORPSE as Liz and Paol a hustl e
out the back door. The overhead light FLICKS OFF, letting
the_rainbow colors of the Wakestream take over the room
agai n.

WAKESTREAM HEDONE
Pl ease connect unit to charging
station.

| NT. CONVENI ENCE STORE - NI GHT
SCANNI NG across the counter in quick succession:

- FROZEN LASAGNA (a | a Lean Cui sine)
A BOTTLE OF WATER

A SHARPI E

MASKI NG TAPE

- PACKI NG TW NE

A BOTTLE OF LI QUI D LAXATI VES

Reverse on GORDON, the customer buying these itens. The
SAME CLERK from before (different clothes) gives hima | ook
as he scans the | axatives.

GORDON
And uh... pack of Wnstons?...

The C erk grabs the cigarettes.

EXT. GATY PARK - NIGHT - SHORT Tl ME LATER

CLOSE ON t he nunber 4 being witten on a strip of masking
tape... which is STUCK to a husky's furry side.

W DER and Gordon's sitting on a PARK BENCH, one hand hol di ng
a makeshi ft FOUR-WAY TW NE LEASH attached crudely around
each dog's torso, other hand finishing off the | ast

"nanet ag" (dogs 1-3 are al ready | abel ed).

Gordon' s shopping bag lies next to himon the bench. He
puts the sharpie back in the bag.

He | ooks around. A few late night strollers, but the park's
pretty enpty. He CHECKS H S WATCH  11:22. Better get
nmovi n' .

He TIES his end of the | eash around a bench post, anchoring
t he puppi es and freeing up his hands.

He pulls the LASAGNA out of the bag, takes it out of the
box, rips off the plastic seal..
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He | eans over the side of the bench, turns the |asagna
upsi de down, and with his thunbs, PUSHES the frozen food
bl ock out of the black mcrowavable TUB. It thuds softly
into the grass.

He uses his jacket sleeve to wi pe away sonme of the residue
still inside the tub.

He sets it down next to him then grabs the WATER BOTTLE
He cracks it, pours sone into the tub.

Then, LAXATIVE tine. He unscrews the bottle and pours a
generous anount in with the water. He lifts the tub,
swishing it around a little.

GORDON
Ckay guys... showtine..

He lowers the tub to the ground. The thirsty huskies fal
upon it excitedly.

He lights a cigarette. Sits back, closes his eyes..

A cal m beat... then:

BARK- BARK- BARK! ! -- Gordon's eyes JOLT open, he | ooks down:
A FANCY SHI HTZU on a leash is trying to nudge its way into

the water circle, but the HUSKIES aren't having it. They
snap at the shihtzu, barking uncontroll ably.

Gordon remenbers the | axatives -- gently shoos the dog away.
FEMALE VO CE
Aiver!
(whi stling)

Attached to the other end of the shihtzu is a WASPY,
ATTRACTI VE COUPLE (30's), girl and guy. The guy is quite
| ar ge.

WASPY CGUY
| think he wants sone water.
WASPY G RL
(to Gordon)
Hi! Excuse nme, hi -- would you

mnd letting Aiver have sone of
your water?

(to Aiver)
Sonmeone's a bit thirsty from al
t he hi ki ng today, yes he is..

A beat. Gordon shakes hi s head.
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GORDON
Sorry, | ady.
A |l onger beat. The couple |ooks at him confused..

WASPY QUY
You serious nman?

Gor don shrugs.

WASPY G RL
Brady, it's okay --
BRADY
No, hold on --
(to Gordon)

What's your problem guy?? You got
pl enty of water there. Qur dog
can't take one sip?...

Gordon doesn't answer. A tense beat... Brady steps closer.

WASPY d RL
Brady it's not worth it --

BRADY
G me a mnute Darcy --
(to Gordon, angry)
Why' re you bei ng such a fucking
di ck?? Huh? Well?? Answer ne.

A beat... Gordon stands. He's had enough of these people.
Enough of this whole fucking night. He gets in his face:
GORDON
Cause, Brady, it's fun saying no to
people like you. It's really

goddamm fun

DARCY
You are an awful nan.

GORDON
You seemto be a connoi sseur.
(stanmping out his
cigarette, |ooking down)
Where' dja find this one? He can
talk and everything. Mist've been
| ove at first sight.

GORDON' S POV: as we | ook up -- BAM -- Brady's FIST hits us
i ke a fucking FREIGHT TRAIN as Darcy SHRI EKS - -
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CUT TO BLACK.
A beat. ..
FADE UP SLOALY ON:
A BEDSI DE ALARM CLOCK
5:21 AM HUGE, GREEN digits designed for elderly eyes...

I NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM - MORNI NG

BENNETT lies in bed, staring w de-eyed at the ceiling.
Hasn't slept a wink. He rolls over, picks up the BURNER
PHONE of f the bedside table..

No missed calls. Goddammit. He puts the phone back, |ays
back down.... sighs...

MUSIC CUE: "I Got a Feeling"” by Ricky Nelson -- a sunny,
bouncy rockabilly tune your parents probably drank
m | kshakes to.

Bennett rubs his eyes, grabs the phone and crawl s out of
bed, stiff from back pain.

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.)
Well 1've got a feeling / That |I'm
gonna get you.. .

I NT. KITCHEN - SHORT TI ME LATER
THE BURNER PHONE

... resting on the kitchen countertop. SH FT FOCUS to
BENNETT in b.g., staring at it while he distractedly fills
an 80's M. Coffee. Come on... RinNng..

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q)
Say I've got a little feeling /
That it won't be |ong..

I NT. KITCHEN - SHORT TI ME LATER

LOOSE DOG FOCD aval anches over FOUR PLASTI C BOALS, spilling
all over the place. Bennett doesn't care -- as soon as the
bowl s are filled he hurries back over to the BURNER PHONE. .
Checks it... Frowns.
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RI CKY NELSON (V. Q)
"Til I hold you in ny arns and,
baby / That's where you bel ong. ..

| NT. BATHROOM - SHORT TI ME LATER

Bennett takes a shit -- one hand clutching the BURNER PHONE
other raising a COFFEE MUG with a baby picture of himon it.

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.)
Well 1've got a feeling / That you
t hi nk about ne. ..

He takes a sip, stares icily at the CLOSED DOCR, which
jostles as the BARKI NG HUSKI ES | aunch their bodi es agai nst
t he ot her side.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - SHORT TI ME LATER
THE BURNER PHONE

... lying on the carpet. Behind it: Bennett SLIDES
SI DEWAYS | NTO VI EWon a FOAM ROLLER, rocking in and out of
frame, puppies in b.g.

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.

Well I've got a little feel
And | hope it's true..

)
ng /

Hi s eyes never |eave the phone.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - SHORT TI ME LATER

Bennett, shirtless on the couch, sticks small ELECTRODES on
his shoul ders. Their wires connect to a cheap, Chinese TENS
MASSAGER -- a white plastic renote with a couple buttons and
di al s.

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q)
' Cause nobody el se could want you
so / And love you like I do..

Bennett punches a button that reads "UPER BODY" (typo
included). Turns the voltage dial all the way up. His arns
start to involuntarily TWTCH IN UNI SON every two seconds.
He cranes his head down to the BURNER PHONE in his |lap, arns
still jerking up and down robotically...

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
Well | got a feeling / That our
| ove was neant to be..
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| NT. BATHROOM - SHORT TI ME LATER
I N THE SHONER

CLOSE ON A SOAP TRAY where stean ng hot water pounds agai nst
t he BURNER PHONE, which is sealed in a plastic sandw ch bag.

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q)
And there's a whole wild world of
happi ness / Just waitin' for you
and ne. ..

Bennett scrubs hinself down, staring at the phone,
concer ned. . .

| NT. BEDROOM - SHORT TI ME LATER

Bennett, FULLY DRESSED, appraises hinmself sheepishly in the
mrror. He bends over for one | ast BACK STRETCH... PCP --
a BUTTON flies off his shirt. He notices -- fuck -- gets
down on the carpet to retrieve it...

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q)
So why don't you tell me / That you
| ove ne only. ..

| NT. BEDROOM CLOSET

The cl oset door opens, revealing Bennett. He rumrmages
t hrough sone high shelves... finds a SEWNG KIT. He starts
to open it -- PAUSES --

Sonet hi ng deeper in the closet's caught his eye...
A SHOE BOX on the floor, peeking out between bl ankets
and scarves. ..

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q)
"Cause | got a feeling / That you
really do...

Bennett picks up the shoe box -- "WAYNE" is scrawed on it
in sharpie. He puts it on the bed and renoves the |id.

I NSI DE THE SHOE BOX: Bennett eagerly shoves aside |ayers of
war nedal s and ol d photographs to get to the REVOLVER
underneath... It hasn't worked in 30 years, but Bennett's
wi de-eyed expression suggests he doesn't know that.

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
And | never had this feeling / "Til
| fell in lo--
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RING RING! -- Ricky Nelson is cut off by Bennett's PHONE
He SHOOTS UP, surprised by the noise -- RRNGRING! He
frantically digs his I PHONE out of his pocket --

f uckwr ongphone -- flings it aside, digs deeper, pulls out
t he BURNER PHONE

He | ooks at the nunber... It's him Holy shit. Holy shit.
RI NG RI - -
Bennett answers... attenpts to sound cal m

BENNETT

Good. .. good norning.
GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Good norni ng??
| NT. SMALL DARK ROOM - SAME

GRANT, suit and tie, |leans over a wall-nmunted BUSI NESS
PHONE.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Real | y?? Fuck you.

Hard to tell where we are. Behind Grant: a rack of
BLI NKI NG ELECTRONICS... Are we in sonme kind of control
roonf. ..

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
This is a bad norning, so let's not
fucking dry hunp and just tell ne
the price, assfuck.

BENNETT (V. Q)
Where uh, where are you? Am|l on
speaker ?

GRANT RI CHMOND
Yeah, you're on speaker. But don't
worry. I'malone. |I'm-- I'"min
my suite at the Roosevelt.

| NT. PARKI NG GARAGE - LOWER LEVEL

A KCBB NEW5 VAN sits in the shadowy corner by the dunpsters
and HVAC unit. Not exactly a penthouse.

BENNETT (V. Q)
You' re al one?. ..
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GRANT RICHMOND (O S.)
YES, I'"'malone -- | just fucking --
how much do you want ?!

The van wobbles with Grant's anger

| NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM

Bennett is holding his Gandpa's REVOLVER. .. Feeling its
heft... As he strokes the barrel with his index finger:
BENNETT
(hesi tant)
Niiiinety thousand?..

A long beat. No response.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)

Hel | 0?
| NT. NEWS VAN
Grant stares into space, placid, probably counting to 5.
Perfectly still except for the twtching of a single jaw
muscle... Eventually he swall ows:

GRANT RI CHMOND
Mam Mim  You can have the
noney. . .
(sotto)
... fucking ninety thousand fucking
dol l ars. ..

REVEAL, sitting in the news van DRI VER S SEAT: GORDON. He
roll's an unlit cigarette between his fingers, |istening
in...

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
... you goddamm fucki ng TAI NT-
SUCKI NG LEECH - -
Gordon | ooks incredulously in the rear view, shakes his
head, tired -- can we keep this on track?
| NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM

Bennett bl anches --



GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
-- fucking shit-covered AIDS
CHOAD -- that's right, you're a
choad MADE OF AI DS, fucking your
own ass, giving yourself MORE
Al DS --

BENNETT
kay -- okay, M. Richnond --

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Way the fuck are you doing this to

me?? |1'ma fucking contributing
menber of society. You're a
fucking parasite... Fucking
subhuman FILTH. ..
Bennett | ooks at the floor... Quietly:
BENNETT

St udent, uh, | oans..

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Sorry? What was that?

Bennett clears his throat.

BENNETT
Student loans. It's... why I'm
doi ng this.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Student fucking | oans?! Wat in
the Jesus-shitting Christ... You
are the biggest pussy in the
history of Anerican crine.

BENNETT
It's a predatory industry...

| NT. NEWS VAN

GRANT RI CHMOND
So what am | getting? For ninety-
goddamm- k??

BENNETT (V. Q)
| have the audio file. It's on a
thumb drive, which is like alittle
uh, USB - -
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GRANT RI CHMOND
| know what a fucking thunb drive
is. That's the only copy?

BENNETT (V.QO.)
Only copy.

GRANT RI CHMOND
Uh- huh, and why the fuck shoul d I
bel i eve you?? How do | know you're
not gonna release it as soon as you
get your nmoney? O cone back and
squeeze ne agai n whenever you need
a new fucking fleshlight?

| NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM
Bennett puts the gun down on the bed.

BENNETT
You're just gonna have to take ny
word for it...
(then, sincere)
| want this to be over as nuch as
you do.

A beat. He really nmeans that last part. Gant sighs on the
ot her end...

GRANT RI CHVOND (V. Q)
| want this done tonight. Nanme the
pl ace.

Bennett's caught a little off guard. He thinks for a
noment .

BENNETT
Adans Gall eri a?

Grant scoffs.

| NT. NEWS VAN

GRANT RI CHMOND
| refuse to get blacknmailed in a
fucking Panera Bread. No.

IN THE DRI VER S SEAT: Gordon sits back, rubs his tenples.
BENNETT (V.Q)

Ckay. .. Wat about |ike, a bar or
sonet hi ng?. ..
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Grant grimaces for a beat, thinking... Ugh..

GRANT RI CHMOND
Sure. Watever. Anything specific
in mnd? Favorite gay bar naybe?

BENNETT (V. Q)

Uh --

GRANT RI CHMOND
You know what -- fuck this -- I'm
choosing. Let's do Saddl e Ranch.
10pm At least I'lIl be staring up

at some drunk chick on a mechanica
bull while you' re bl eeding ne
fucking dry.

| NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - BEDROOM

The burner phone is trenbling against Bennett's ear... This
is really gonna happen. N nety fucking thousand doll ars..

BENNETT
(holy fucking shit)
Yeah. kay. Saddle Ranch, yeah.
10pm at night. Cbviously at night.
| mean -- that works.

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. O.)

How wi Il | recognize you?
BENNETT
"1l uh, I"Il recognize you, M.
Ri chnond.
A beat... Bennett waits with bated breath... 1Is this shit

on?. ..

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
It's a date. See you tonight,
fucksti ck.

CLICK. Grant hangs up. Bennett sits down slowy on the
edge of the bed..

Lets the phone slip out of his fingers. Takes a deep
breath. Looks around.

He puts his hands behind his head and FALLS BACK into the
covers. Shuts his eyes... a beat...

He BOLTS UP out of bed --
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RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.)
Well 1've got a feeling / That |I'm
gonna get you.. .

I NT. BENNETT' S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Bennett, now wearing the shirt he dies in, clicks
frantically at his LAPTOP perched on the arnoire --

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q)
Say I've got a little feeling /
That it won't be |ong..

ON H'S SCREEN: An Amazon-style shopping cart... One
item..

THE WAKESTREAM HEDONE. Hi s nbuse pointer strokes its
picture. It's fucking $3,265.99, but Bennett's a man of
means now. And nen of neans proceed to checkout.

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
"Til I hold you in ny arns and,
baby / That's where you bel ong. ..

MACRO CLOSE ON THE SCREEN:. MASSI VE pi xel ated letters read
SAME- DAY DELI VERY BY 8 PM -- $132.07.

As the G ANT nouse pointer strikes..

RI CKY NELSON (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
Well 1've got a fe--

I NT. WEST TEMPLE ANI MAL SHELTER - DOG CORRI DOR - DAY - LATER

SLAM!! A STEEL CAGE DOCR shuts thunderously into its
concrete frane. A nmale shelter enployee -- |SAAC, m d-30s,
unathletic -- westles an OLDER PIT BULL away from her cage.

| SAAC
Right now I'm 117th in East Valley
ranki ngs -- which is super good --
but | gotta break a hundred before
they let nme advance. MR ..

He's talking (loudly so he can be heard over 40 barking
dogs) to a LATE-60s MAN, here to adopt the pit bull.

| SAAC ( CONT' D)
Master Lineman's Rodeo. Huge deal .
They only hold it every couple
years. Transformer replacenents..
Hurt - Wr ker Rescue Chal | enge. .
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The man nods absentm ndedly, feigning interest as they wal k
down the cage-lined corridor. He's nuch nore concerned
about the pit bull.

| SAAC ( CONT' D)

(to the dog)
That's it Shania, good girl...

(then)
Keep ny spurs and belt in the
trunk at all tinmes. Lotta good
practice pol es around town.
Soneti mes people see ne up there
and wanna know if I'ma rea
I i neman, enployed by the state.
Legally I have to tell them no.
But | guess ny form s that good,

huh?
The man gives a weak smile -- sure -- bends down to pet
Shania. Ilsaac tightens his grip.

I NT. ANl MAL SHELTER - RECEPTI ON AREA

LI Z and PACLA are manni ng the FRONT DESK. A few other
EMPLOYEES/ PROSPECTI VE ADOPTERS ci rcul ate around the | arge,
open reception area with various pets-to-be.

| SAAC, the MAN, and SHANI A enter through DOUBLE DOORS, nake
their way to the front desk. Liz brightens:

LI Z
Shania!! Are you getting adopted??

She cones around the desk, takes the | eash from | saac and
bends down to pet her.

MAN
(1 aughi ng)
Yes ma' am she is...

PACLA
'Bout tine.

| saac | eaves themwi th Liz and Paol a, heads back the way he
came in.

LI Z
(to the man)
So we'll need you to fill out

t heeese. ..

Paol a passes a stack of paperwork over to Liz, who hands it
to the man along with a pen.
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M crochip form-- so she's
regi stered in your nanme -- and then
sone | egal stuff, just your
initials, then signature down
there... Basically you' re just
prom sing to take good care of her.
Wal ks, feeding, regular vet visits.

The man nods al ong (" Uh-huh, uh-huh") as he scans the
paper wor k.

PACLA
(1 ooki ng at her conputer)
Medi cal history's good, nothing

abnormal. Spayed before she cane
in... up to date on all her
vacci nes. . .

LI Z

(petting Shani a)
l"m SO gl ad you two found each
ot her, she is the SWEETEST.
Shani a's been here two years ya

know... Unfortunately, ol der
dogs. ..

PACLA
And being a pit bull..

LI Z

Not everyone's favorite conbo.

The man sm | es.

MAN
| grew up around pitties. Think I
can handl e her.
(smle fading)
Though I will say I'ma little

nervous about her age... | just...
| wanna get as nuch tinme with her
as | can.
LI Z
That's only natural..
(a beat)
Actually, 1 lost one of ny dogs
recently... An older dog. Little
over a nonth ago...
PACLA
(wistful)

doria.

56.
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LI Z
She came in two weeks pregnant. |
t ook her home 'cause we didn't have

any vacancies at the tine... O
course, | imediately fell in |ove
with her.

Paol a nods, sonber.

PACLA
A great, great dog. GORGEQUS
husky.

LI Z
She... She had a difficult birth.

Didn't make it...
(a beat, then)
Every day was special. | only had
a couple nmonths with her, but she
was worth it. Worth everyt hing.
(bends down to pet Shani a)
And you' re gonna have SO much nore
time with Shania.

A beat .

MAN
|"mvery sorry for your |oss.
Sounds |ike she was lucky to have
you.

OVER BY THE ENTRANCE: The nmi n doors nudge open, awkwardly
parting to reveal BENNETT carrying a CARDBOARD BANKERS BOX.
Nobody notices himas he makes his way inside.

LI Z
That's for sure. | spoiled the
shit outta that dog.

The man chuckl es, then, gesturing to the paperwork:

MAN
Well | should get going on al
this, uh... |Is there anywhere --
PACLA
Oh -- you two can take a seat
anywhere agai nst the wall. Just

conme back up when you're done.

MAN
Ah, thanks, okay...
(trying it out)
Cone on, Shani a. .
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They saunter away fromthe front desk. BENNETT, with his
box, takes their place...

An unconfortable beat as he smles at Liz.

LI Z
H there. Can | help you?

Bennett sets the box on the desk, leans forward with his
hand ext ended.

BENNETT
|'"m Bennett. | was curious if...
... 1've seen you around. | work
across the street. Used to,
actually. Just quit...

Li z and Paol a share a concerned | ook.

BENNETT ( CONT' D)
But | deci ded, ya know, why not

just walk in and... and uh... Do
you think -- whenever you're free,
maybe - -

PACLA
|"msorry -- can she help you with

anyt hi ng pet-rel ated?
Bennett | ooks sourly at Paola before turning back to Liz:

BENNETT
Yeah... she can, actually. [|'ve
got sonme puppies at hone --
adorable little huskies. Adopted

here, fromthis shelter. | ' ve been
| ooki ng after them since ny
G andn -
LI Z
WAl T!

She GRABS BENNETT'S ARM -- his eyes flash --

LI Z (CONT' D)
Huski es?? How many?
BENNETT
Four...? M Gandma -- a few weeks
ago --
LI Z
Ch ny god!'! | renenber your
G andna!

( MORE)
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LI Z (CONT' D)
She LIT UP when she saw t hose
huski es, couldn't bear to separate
"em  How is she??

BENNETT
Yeah... She uh..
(grave)
She had a pretty serious car crash
a few weeks ago. ..

LI Z
(hand to her nouth)
Ch ny god.
BENNETT
Don't worry, she's okay. Um
well... not really. Last week she

started feeling weird, getting
di zzy and stuff. She just noved
into a hone, actually...

LI Z
Ww... I'msorry, that's so sad..

BENNETT
Mm It's for the best.

LI Z
Guess it coul d' ve been worse
t hough, yeah?...
(then)
But -- so you're taking care of the
huski es now?

BENNETT
| am yeah

Liz | ooks himin the eyes:
LI Z

You' re not gonna believe this --
those are ny dog's puppi es.

A beat. This is news to Bennett.

BENNETT
VWhat? No way. ..

LI Z
Your Grandna snatched them up as
soon as they becane avail abl e!

He can't believe his |uck.
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You have GOT to |l et nme come over
and see them Pl ease!

BENNETT

Yeah um ..

| nean,

right?

| know !

Yeah! Sure, of course.

what a crazy coinci dence

LI Z

Are you free tonight?

Paol a, who's been hovering off to the side in silent

j udgnment, peers over
themtal k --
Absol utely,
hi to them
see you.

-- INSI DE BENNETT' S BOX:

Bennett's BANKERS BOX as the two of

BENNETT

yeah, come over and say
| bet they'd love to

a particularly vibrator-y | ooking MASSAGE WAND.
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not hi ng but the 3D PIN ART BOX and

Paol a | ooks back at Bennett, weirded out. He's now jotting
down on sone paper:

Per f ect!

BENNETT ( CONT' D)

This is where I'mstaying -- it's
actually my Grandma' s house..
When do you, uh, wrap up here?

LI Z

| get off at 9, 9:30, so | could
probably get there around 10...7
If that's not too late?...

BENNETT
(handi ng her the address)

Of Liz... beam ng:

Not too late at all.

EXT. STREET - SIDEWALK - MOMVENTS LATER

FUCK

BENNETT

Bennett stops in his tracks, realizing what he's done.

| di ot

BENNETT ( CONT' D)

i di ot

MORON. . .

idiot... fucking



61.

He sets down t he bankers box, |ooks around... goes searching
for the BURNER PHONE i n his pocket, cursing the whole
time. ..

I NT. KCBB - GRANT RICHVOND S OFFI CE - DAY - SAME

GRANT is scribbling on a POST-IT with his phone wedged
bet ween his ear and shoul der.

GRANT RI CHMOND
No shit... perfect... You're a
goddamm sai nt, Fl anagan. .

CLOSE ON THE POST-1T: DAD (JAVIER) -- ARBYS

"ARBYS" is underlined three tinmes. As he puts his phone
away -- a KNOCK on the door --

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
(covering the post-it)
Yes! Cone in!

A UNI FORMED POLI CE OFFI CER enters followed by GNA Gant's
j aded, 20sonet hi ng assi stant.

G NA
Grant, this, uh...

OFFI CER PALACI OGS

Sorry -- hope |I'm not
interrupting -- I'mOficer
Pal acios. | believe you were told

sonmeone woul d be stopping by to
follow up on last night's incident.

GRANT RI CHMOND
(all smles)
Yes, yes -- | spoke with Sgt.
Roman, he warned me. |'m happy to
continue the conversation. Pl ease,
have a seat.

(ahem

G na?. .

She gets the nessage, |eaves and cl oses the door. Gant and
the officer take seats on opposite sides of his Pottery Barn
desk.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Pal acios... Palacios... Were
have | heard that nane?..

( MORE)
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GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
(before he can answer)
Hold on -- you're not related to
Javi er Pal aci os are you?

The officer smles, nods:

OFFI CER PALACI OS
He's ny dad.

GRANT RI CHMOND
Get outta town! So you went and
followed in his footsteps..
Fam |y business... amazing. You
know, when your father stopped that
Arby's robbery in "96, | was on the
scene.

OFFI CER PALACI OS
No ki ddi ng.

GRANT RI CHMOND
| covered the story.

OFFI CER PALACI OGS

He's still telling that story,
believe it or not. Every chance he
gets.

GRANT RI CHMOND
Truly an incredi bl e exhibition of
bravery and grace under pressure.
You and your famly nust be so
pr oud.

Gant's really buttering himup. Oficer Palacios smles.

OFFI CER PALACI OS
Thank you, we are, we are. | can't
bel i eve you renenber that, wow. ..
(shifting gears, reaching
for a notepad)

So... Solstice isn't pressing

charges -- they said you'd cone to
sone type of agreement. The county
m ght still hit you for disturbing

t he peace. Probably just a fine,
maybe some counsel i ng.

Grant's newsanchor facade strains to contain his rage:

GRANT RI CHVOND
Mm O course. O course.
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OFFI CER PALACI OS

| did have one foll owp question --
based on sone information gathered
after your statenent was taken.
Your nasseuse... a Mss..

(checki ng not epad)
Iris Bozajian. She nentioned that
you -- during your, uh, tirade --
you screaned the word "bl ackmai | ?"
Is that correct?...

A beat. Gant plays it cool.

GRANT RI CHVOND
Bl ackmai | 2. . .

(1 aughs)
Absolutely not. No. [I'mafraid
that's wong... Absurd. She
m sheard ne. You should have it
there in the report -- the call was
just sone kid nmessing around..
You see, as a public figure, I'm
subject to a little harassnment from
time to tine. It's the cross |
bear... Unfortunately, sonetines
just, uh...

(trailing off)

| ose ny, uh...

GRANT'S POV: G NA is gesturing through the w ndow | ooki ng
into his office, holding a PHONE, pointing to it
energetically.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
|"msorry, officer, could I --
coul d you excuse nme a mnute?..

OFFI CER PALACI OS
Ch uh -- sure. No problem

GRANT RI CHMOND
"1l be qui ck.

Grant gets up, strides casually out of his office..

| NT. KCBB - RECEPTI ON ROOM

cl oses the door and approaches G na -- what the fuck??
G NA
(worri ed)
Sorry, it's just -- your doctor's

on the line. |It's urgent.
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A beat as Grant clenches his whole body to stop from
screamn ng.

GRANT RI CHMOND
Wiy is everyone so fucking stupid??

He | ooks toward the main office door, starts gunning for
it --

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
(over his shoul der)

Say I'Il call himright back -- DO
NOT say anything to the cop about
the call --

G NA
Wait -- you're | eaving??

| NT. KCBB - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

Grant passes a smattering of KCBB enpl oyees as he FULL-ON
SPRI NTS down the hall..

| NT. CONCRETE STAI RWELL - MOMENTS LATER

Grant runs down the steps so fast it alnost qualifies as
PARKOUR. . .

| NT. PARKI NG GARAGE - LOWER LEVEL - MOMENTS LATER

Grant BURSTS t hrough steel double doors (painted YELLOW,
runs past a row of parked cars until he arrives at:

THE DUMPSTERS AND HVAC. Next to them.
Enpty space. No news van

GRANT RI CHVIOND
Fucking SHI T!  SHI T!

M ght as well be a sign that says "Gone Newsin'." G ant
| ooks around frantically, trying to catch his breath,
furious...

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Jesus. .. CUNT-FUCKI NG Chri st. ..
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| NT. PARKI NG GARAGE - GROUND LEVEL - MOMENTS LATER

Grant BURSTS t hrough steel double doors (painted PURPLE)
maki ng a break for his TESLA. ..

He gets his PHONE and a WADDED UP PI ECE OF PAPER out of his
pocket, opens his car door and gets in.

I NT. GRANT' S TESLA

Grant squints as he dials the nunber off the piece of paper
trying to nove fast. He puts the phone to his ear..

GRANT RI CHMOND
Pi ck up you fucking ASSHOLE - -

He SLAMS the steering wheel.

BENNETT (V. Q.)
Hel | 0?

GRANT RI CHMOND
What the FUCK do you want ??!

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY - SAME
Bennett's noved to an alley off the main street.

BENNETT
kay so -- don't get mad -- but is
t here any chance we can
reschedul e?... Maybe tonorrow
ni ght 2. ..

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
Was there a fucking gas |eak at the
circle jerk?? Fuck no.

I NT. GRANT' S TESLA
GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)

| want you, and this whol e goddamm
mess OQUT of ny life TONIGHT. W

had a deal. If you're not at
Saddl e Ranch, the deal's fucking
of f.

A tense beat.

BENNETT (V. Q)
Ckay, okay. ..
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EXT. ALLEYWAY

Bennett bites his lip... winces... |It's the only option.
BENNETT
| can do it tonight, | just... |
have to change | ocations. There's
a house... |If you uh, need a

second to find a pen or --

GRANT RI CHVOND (V. O.)
G ve ne the fucking address.

Bennett takes a deep breath, then, already sonmewhat
regretting this:

BENNETT
1819 Avenue 30... GCot it?..

GRANT RI CHMOND (V. Q)
1819 Avenue 30. 10 o'clock. Are
we fucking done here??

BENNETT
| mght be, uh... with soneone..
But just ring the doorbell and I'|
come neet you out si de.

I NT. GRANT' S TESLA

Grant rolls his eyes -- none of this matters considering
what he has in store for him

GRANT RI CHMOND
Qoookay.

BENNETT (V.QO)
"1l see you tonight then?..

Grant HANGS UP. Cuess that's a yes. He SPRINGS out of the
car, SLAMM NG t he door behind him
EXT. ALLEYWAY

Bennett, alone in the alley, lowers his phone... Al quiet
except for some cars hunm ng along the main street...

He | ooks nervous. This whole thing's starting to spiral
away fromhim..
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He bends down to pick up his BANKERS BOX... STOPS. He
| ooks inside. Ginaces at the itens... Wat a bl eak
fucki ng exi st ence.

Wt hout much fanfare, he picks up the box and HEAVES IT I NTO
A DUMPSTER. He wi pes his hands, turns to go.

O f Bennett, wal king out of the alley, having just thrown
his life away...

FADE TO BLACK
OVER BLACK: BRAKES CREAKI NG as a car sl ows...
FADE UP ON:

EXT. PAOLA' S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - NI GHT - LATER
LIZ'S CAMRY pulls to a stop out front.

PACLA (V. Q)
Wait why are we...?

INT. LIZ'S CAMRY

The sword -- blade now wapped in Liz's Wst Adans apron --
sits on the backseat fl oorboard.

PACLA ( CONT' D)
Want nme to run up and grab
somet hi ng?

A beat. Liz stirs unconfortably. CHUNK -- unlocks the
doors.

LI Z
| " m droppi ng you of f.

Paola tries to interject, but --

LI Z (CONT' D)
| shouldn't have dragged you into
this... I'mso sorry. Everything
got so fucked up... | nean

Bennett's fucking dead. And we
just pulled a fucking SWORD out of
hi s BUTT.

Paol a nods, trying not to think about it.
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You're an amazing friend for
helping ne... really... I'"'msorry
for all this. [I'll take your sword

back and clean it with |iKke,
per oxi de or sonething. You' ve done
enough toni ght.

A beat... CHUNK -- Paola re-|locks her door.

PACLA

Not a | ot of people would take hone
a sick, pregnant dog, Liz. That's
a lot of responsibility to take on,
even for straight up professional
animal -l overs |i ke you and ne.
Those little huskies are alive
' cause of you, and what you did for
t hei r mana.

(then, steely)
: | don't know what t hat
mur derous ol d asshole's gane is,
but I amnot throwing in the towel
yet. W owe it to Goria.

LI Z
Thanks. .. but Paola, we're out of
nmoves. That nurderous ol d asshol e
and the pups are gone... W |ost.

Paol a pl ops Bennett's BURNER PHONE bet ween them on the
dashboard. Liz's eyes widen, realizing what it is.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Holy shit, Paol a.
PACLA
| stole a dead guy's phone. It's

dead, too, unfortunately.
Liz picks it up.

LI Z
You are ny fucking hero.

A beat. Paola sighs...
PACLA

We couldn't save doria, but maybe
we can still save her Kkids.

68.
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EXT. GATY PARK - N GHT

The HUSKY PUPPI ES take turns pawi ng at GORDON s darkl y-
brui sed, unconsci ous face.

He's laid out on the ground, dogs still tethered to the park
bench.

Gordon's eyes CRACK OPEN... He tries to touch his face --
brushes aside sone dogs first -- FUCK that hurts..

He el bows hinself hal fway up... groans... |eans his back
agai nst the bench seat. Exhales deeply and cradles his
f or ehead.

He notices the LASAGNA TUB i s OVERTURNED, whi ch makes him
remenber --

On his knees, he crawls around in front of the bench, hoping
for sone DOG SHI T --

GORDON
Come on, cone on... None of you??

He stands up... CHECKS H S WATCH: 11: 39.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Shit... Goddanmit. Shit.

He | ooks down at the eager, innocent puppies... A beat...
Hi s voice breaks slightly:

GORDON ( CONT' D)
" msorry, guys.

I NT. GORDON S SAAB - SHORT TI ME LATER

Gordon sinks into the driver's seat hol ding the FROZEN
LASAGNA BLOCK to his forehead. He tosses the | asagna
out si de, shuts the door. The dogs are in the backseat,
returned to the WAKESTREAM BOX (one or two are trying to
clinb free).

Gordon turns on the battery, jabs the stereo. AMALIA
RCDRI GUES cones to life through the speakers. Soul ful
Mel ancholy. You could cut the saudade with a knife.

He cracks the wi ndow an inch, fishes out a Cl GARETTE. .. is
about to light it --

AROCOOOOO ! -- Gordon turns -- what the fuck?
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One of the huskies -- #3 -- is HOMING along with Amélia
Singing, even... Gordon can't believe what he's seeing..

ARCO- ROO- 000000 ! TWO MORE DOGS join in. The essential
sadness of the Portuguese condition's really gotten 'em
goi ng. (Huskies and sone other breeds are known to "sing"
around nusic.)

ON GORDON:  Laughing for once.

He puts down his cigarette, reaches in the backseat to pet a
coupl e of the crooni ng huskies..

After a beat, he pulls back, faces the road... Laughter
replaced with cold resol ve..

He retrieves his SILENCED GUN fromthe gl ove conpartnent,
stuffs it in his jacket. A beat...

GORDON
kay.
He fully keys the ignition, causing a MOVENTARY PAUSE in the
fado... When it RESUMES, you better believe the puppies do,
t 0o.

Of CGordon's Saab, pulling out onto the street as the DOG
CHORUS SWELLS. .

| NT. CONVENI ENCE STORE - N GHT

Qur favorite CLERK, glaring at us... Reverse to find LIZ
and PAOLA on the other side of the counter.

In front of them a NEWBURNER PHONE (exact nodel as
Bennett's), a STACK OF GARI SH BEACH TOWELS, and TWO LARGE
TUBS OF VASELI NE.

Paol a adds TWD MORE Vaseline tubs... stares the derk down
for a beat.

LI Z
(hol di ng up the phone)
We just want the charger -- do we

really gotta buy the whol e phone??

| NT. WEST TEMPLE ANI MAL SHELTER - N GHT - SHORT Tl ME LATER

THE NEW BURNER PHONE, still in its plastic clanshell

packagi ng... oh well. PAOLA, alone at the front desk
(everyone gone, nost of the lights off), struggles to get it
open.
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PACLA
(calling to a room behind
her)
Hey | emme know when you' re gonna
lube it up! | wanna supervi se.

I NT. ANI MAL SHELTER - UTILITY ROOM - SAME

LI Z -- snock, safety goggles, N95 mask, |atex gloves, and
rubber boots -- stands hesitantly before a LARGE | NDUSTRI AL
SINK normal |y used for aninmal baths.

LI Z
(preoccupi ed)
Sure Paol a. ..

THE SWORD is lying at the bottomof the sink, taking up its
entire length. This is our first real glinpse since
Bennett's steel col onoscopy...

And it is fucked. A foot of the blade is covered in PURE

HORROR... A seven layer dip nmade entirely out of things
t hat woul d make you throw up. Viscera and feces hardened
into a crusty base... Blood and bile mxed into a

ni ght mari sh, chunky nol e sauce..

Because of the mask, all we see are Liz's FEAR- STRI CKEN
EYES. She's used to cleaning up shit, but this is a WHOLE
NEW LEVEL of fucked up and gross.

She turns on the faucet, starts running hot water over the
bl ade. She picks up a BEACH TOVNEL, then uncaps a huge jug
of HYDROGEN PEROXI DE. .

| NT. RECEPTI ON AREA - FRONT DESK

Paol a plugs BENNETT' S BURNER PHONE i nto the new charger --
t he phone's CHARG NG LI GHTS il | um nat e.

I NT. UTILITY ROOM

Liz is sloughing off the larger surface clunps with a
peroxi de towel, averting her eyes, desperately trying to
di stract herself.

LI Z
... Baton Rouge, Loui siana..
Bi smarck, North Dakota... Boi se,
| daho. ..
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| NT. RECEPTI ON AREA - FRONT DESK
Bennett's burner phone PONERS ON - -

PACLA
Heeeeel | yes.

Paola picks it up, waits for it to finish, then..

CLOSE ON THE SCREEN:. She navigates to "CALL H STORY."
Three phone calls, three different nunbers.

PACLA ( CONT' D)
(calling back to Liz)
Thi nk we're in business!

She noves to the DESK PHONE, dials a nunber reading off
Bennett's phone. RING .. RING..

PACOLA ( CONT' D)
(sotto)
Who are you you bag of shit..

RING .. RING.. CLICK -- then:

VO CEMAI L GRANT (V. Q)
You' ve reached G ant Ri chnond!
Pl ease | eave a nessage and |'|
respond as soon as | can. And
remenber, folks -- don't text and
drive!
(beep)

She hangs up.

PACLA
(sounds fam i ar)
Grant Ri chnond. ..

She grabs her CELL PHONE to | ook himup..

PACOLA ( CONT' D)
(typi ng/ sear chi ng)
Grant Richnond. ..

A beat... then she slowy | ooks up from her phone... Looks
out the WNDOW at the OFFI CE COMPLEX across the street (KCBB
signinview...

PACLA ( CONT' D)
(dawni ng on her)
Liz...
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THROUGH THE WNDOW CQut on the street, GORDON S SAAB rolls
by, turns into the conplex's PARKI NG LOT ENTRANCE

PACLA ( CONT' D)
LI Z. ..

LI Z
(fromthe utility room
"1l tell you when it's |ube tine!

O f Paol a, gaping out the w ndow

| NT. PARKI NG GARAGE - LOWER LEVEL - N GHT
SAAB HEADLI GHTS

... flooding the concrete ranp as the car slowy descends.
We follow the Saab around the | ower level (only a couple
scattered cars, pretty nuch deserted) until it arrives at
t he KCBB NEW5S VAN, now back in its spot.

Gordon pulls in next to the news van... He turns off the
Saab, gets out. Locks the doors. He |eans against the car,
| ooks around... No sign of Gant...

until the van door SLIDES OPEN, startling Gordon --

GRANT RI CHMOND
(st eppi ng out of the van)
Did you call ne??

GORDON
VWhat ?

GRANT RI CHVOND
From sonme random 323 nunber -- did
you just call nme??

Gordon shakes his head -- nope. Gant closes the van door
| ooks around... Huh..

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
The fuck happened to your face?..
Neverm nd -- just tell nme you have
it. Please tell nme you have it.

Gordon stares at hima beat. .. Before he can soften the
bl ow - -

BARK- BARK! -- muffled fromthe backseat. Gordon w nces.
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GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
('hi ssi nQ)
Oh FUCK YQU, Gordon.

Grant LUNGES for the Saab door but Gordon's a BRI CK WALL --
he gets control of G ant, BACKS H M UP agai nst the news van

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)

(struggling)
Fuck you!!

GORDON
Grant -- just stop --

Gordon produces his SILENCED GUN -- puts it to GRANT' S HEAD.
Grant stops squirm ng:

GRANT RI CHMOND
Yeah fucking right. You wouldn't.

GORDON
Listen to me one goddamm second,
Il ya?
GRANT RI CHMOND
What's there to fucking say?? Gve
ne the fucking dogs.

GORDON
They drank sonme | axatives. About
40 m nut es ago.

Grant scoffs.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Just wait with ne...

A coupl e huski es bark EXTRA LOUD.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
shoul dn't be | ong.

A beat... Gant considers... nods. Fi ne.

GRANT RI CHMOND
At | east drop the fucking gun?

Gordon swal | ows. ..
tucks the gun back in his jacket. A beat as G ant

straightens hinself out. Gordon sighs, |eans against the
Saab.
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GORDON
What's gonna happen with the girl?

GRANT RI CHVOND
Fired her this afternoon.

Gordon shakes his head in disgust.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
VWhat ?

GORDON
D dn't say anything.

GRANT RI CHMOND
| did her a fucking favor, getting
her away fromall this bullshit.

GORDON
How nobl e.

GRANT RI CHMOND
And you're the Dalai Lama all of a
sudden? M. fucking di scount
hi t man?? Taki ng my noney and
fucking up the whol e fucking job??

Gordon's gaze intensifies.

GORDON
You made the ness, Gant. You
asked for ny help. 1'mnot the one
cheating on his wife with a goddam
i nfant.

Grant CHARGES AT GORDON, PULLI NG THEM BOTH down to the
ground. TWD SCRAPPI NG OLDER MEN, grunting and rolling
around in all their awkward gl ory.

GORDON GRANT RI CHMOND
Christ -- ...fuck... AGHH -- ny leg --
(gaspi ng)
They ook |ike they're finishing up a | ong, angry gane of
Twister... Gant, painfully contorted on the cenent,

wheezes out:

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Fuck the deal... Keep the noney...
But if you EVER talk to M key. ..
|'mtelling himwhat you do.

ON GORDON:  Shaken by those words -- how could you?
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GORDON
The kid... deserves... to know his
uncl e. ..

Mrmhmm .
GRANT RI CHMOND
(in a headl ock)
| could not... disagree... nore..

Gordon and Grant are BROTHERS.

VO CE (O S.)
(shouti ng)
Hey!

They STOP FIGHTING -- still entangled on the ground, they
CRANE THEI R HEADS in the direction of the voice, REVEALI NG
over by the yellow painted stairwell doors..

LIZ. (Sans sword-cleaning gear.) They stare at her, nouths
open, frozen --

LI Z
| know what you did to Bennett!
You're a fucki ng MJRDERER

A long, silent beat.

LI Z (CONT' D)
What's up?? Got nothin' to say?

ON GORDON AND GRANT: A split second as their eyes neet --

then Gant PLUNGES HS HAND i nto Gordon's JACKET, going for
his GUN. Gordon grabs Gant's arm-- PFT! -- the gun GOES
OFF inside his jacket as Grant YANKS | T QUT.

Liz JUMPS -- oh ny god -- RUNS BACK through the yell ow
doors.

Grant, holding the gun, staggers to his feet as Gordon
RAGDCLLS back to the concrete...

GRANT RI CHMOND
(st unned)
Gordon... Wat've you..
He sees CGordon's BLOODY JACKET. .

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
The fuck. ..

Grant turns to the YELLOWDOORS -- shit -- turns back to
Gordon... Gordon's sweaty now, clammy, breathing heavy...
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An angui shed beat. ..
GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)

... 1I'm..
(beckoning to the doors)
You know | have to... Sorry.

He makes a break after Liz.

We STAY with Gordon as the yell ow doors close with a
resonant THUNK

A beat... Gordon groans as he rolls over on his side,
turning to FACE THE SAAB.

GORDON' S POV: Low angl e, |ooking up at the BACK W NDSHI ELD.
| nsi de we see the YELPING HUSKIES. Their barking is MJFFLED
and WARPED. . .

Still Gordon's POV -- fromthe dogs, we turn slowy to see
PAOLA, tiptoeing towards us and the Saab. .

ON GORDON:  Weak. Bleeding. Jesus fucking Christ...

Paol a gi ves Gordon a synpathetic grimce as she goes for the
car door. She tries it...

... Locked. Shit. She scans around the parking |ot --
SPOTS SOVETHI NG i n the di stance. ON GORDON as Paola jogs to
retrieve it...

After a beat she cones back with a FIRE EXTI NGUI SHER. She
positions herself at the front passenger w ndow, RAISES THE
EXTI NGUI SHER OVER HER SHOULDER, trying not to | ook at

Gor don. . .

She takes a deep breath, RUSHES FORWARD - -

CHUNK -- the | ock shoots up -- Paola FREEZES, fire
extingui sher I NCHES fromthe glass --

She | ooks at GORDON: he's holding up his KEY FOB, which
slips through his trenbling fingers, hitting the pavenent.

Of Paola, staring at Gordon... hesitantly lowering the fire
exti ngui sher. ..
| NT. PARKI NG GARAGE - GROUND LEVEL - SAME

Liz is RUNNI NG FOR HER LI FE t hrough the enpty garage, scared
shitl ess.
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In b.g., the PURPLE DOORS FLI NG OPEN to reveal GRANT --
sweaty, crazed, arned.
Liz turns to | ook, keeps on running..
Grant snarls, takes off after her as she di sappears out the
MAI N GARAGE ENTRANCE/ EXI T.
EXT. WEST TEMPLE ANI MAL SHELTER - NI GHT - MOMENTS LATER
Liz races up to the ANl MAL SHELTER S FRONT ENTRANCE, unl ocks
t he door and rushes inside --
| NT. ANI MAL SHELTER - RECEPTI ON AREA - CONTI NUOUS
She BLOWS PAST the dark reception area, going through double
doors, into --
| NT. DOG CORRI DOR - CONTI NUOUS
-- the DOG SECTI ON of West Tenple, where we net Shania and
her new owner. BARK-BARK!I! -- Liz's panicked footsteps
cause sone SLEEPING DOGS to stir, in turn waking up nore
dogs. ..
(The dogs are NOT hanging out in their cages, by the way --
at night, they're herded into small CUBBYHOLES at the back
of each cage, which are walled off by |arge, SLID NG STEEL
PLATES operated by a LEVER just outside the cage door.)

Liz frantically unlocks a CAGE DOOR, then pulls the OUTSI DE
LEVER - -

I N THE CAGE: THREE SMALL, ODDLY- SHAPED DOGS pour out as the
cubbyhol e wal | RI SES.

Li z opens the cage door, steps in..

| NT. RECEPTI ON AREA

Grant BURSTS t hrough the front door, gun raised. He |ooks
around, getting the lay of the |and..

A SECURI TY CAMERA catches his eye.

GRANT RI CHVOND
Fuckers. ..
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| NT. DOG CAGE
Liz marshals the small dogs back into the cubbyhol e:

LI Z
Sorrysorrysorry -- no -- Skeeter --

She gets them back in, then kneels down, POKES HER HEAD
| NSI DE t he cubbyhol e, |ooking fromside to side..

She pulls her head out, |ooks back at the OPEN CAGE DOOR,
nervous... Hope this works..

CUT TGO

| NT. ADM NI STRATI VE OFFI CE - SAME

The OPEN CACGE DOOR, sticking out like a sore thunb in
grainy, gray-blue SECURI TY FOOTAGE (all the other doors are
cl osed).

Reverse on GRANT, watching on a shitty MONI TOR, | oosening
his tie.

GRANT RI CHMOND
(har sh whi sper)
Goddanmm t, Gordon. .
He ainms the gun at a COWUTER TONER under a small desk...

COMPUTER POV:  PET! PET- PFET!

CUT TO BLACK
OVER BLACK: A cacophony of BARKI NG DOGS. . .

| NT. DOG CORRI DOR - MOMVENTS LATER

... Barking dogs we CAN T SEE even when we FADE UP. W
TRACK SLOW al ong the cages: eerie, all seemngly enpty
despite the DEAFENI NG NO SE. .

Reverse on GRANT, creeping down the hall, not reacting well
to this environnent:

GRANT RI CHMOND
Shut up! Shut the fuck up!

GRANT' S POV: The AJAR CAGE DOOR about 10 yards down the
corridor, getting CLOSER AND CLOSER. .. The SILENCED GUN
rises into frane...
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ON GRANT: SCARED beneath the rage... Scared enough to
MURDER THFS G RL in cold blood if he has to.
We're com ng up on the cage door now... Easy... easy...

Grant TURNS TO POUNCE - -

| NT. DOG CAGE

Totally enpty. Grant drops his shooting stance,
exasperated. He stonps angrily, making the barking dogs
redline. As he's turning around --

GRANT RI CHMOND
... fucking dunb fucking SLUT..

A CHEESY RI NGTONE starts emanating from behind the cubbyhole
panel. "By the Seaside" (stock on nost i Phones).

Grant WHI PS BACK AROUND, gun raised. He smrks. A beat...

He steps inside the cage, followi ng the noise to the STEEL
PANEL at the back.. .

He bends down, gets his fingers under the plate. Painfully
LI FTS:

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Aghh! 1!

It's not supposed to open this way, but it can be done. He
wests the steel plate into its OPEN LOCKED PCSI TI ON, then
KNEELS to peer inside..

Just Skeeter and his pals. Junping around a R NG NG | PHONE
lying in the mddle of the cubbyhole.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
you fucking bitch..

SLAM! The cage door SHUTS behind himas a LIZ- SHAPED BLUR
RUNS BY.

Grant JERKS AROUND, stands up -- no -- he SHAKES the cage
door... Yup. Locked.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
You fucking BI TCH

The Shelter Dog Phil harnonic is still going strong. G ant
| ooks at his feet -- the three weird dogs are paw ng needily
at his |egs.
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GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)

(ki cki ng/ wavi ng the gun)
Get the fuck away from ne!

(then, yelling out)
REAL fucking clever, sweetheart --
| was just gonna shoot you, but now
"' mgonna slice off your tits and
use them as fucking kneepads while
| SKULLFUCK THE EYES OUT OF YOUR
FUCKI NG HEAD! !'!

(shaki ng the cage door)

Skeeter wags his tail, unfazed. G ant STOPS m d- shake,
notici ng/ remenbering his GUN. He grins.

He steps back a few feet, ainms the gun at the LOCK

PET! -- SPARKS fly out of the steel |ocking nechanism
scaring the hell out of the small dogs, who flee back into
t heir cubbyhol e.

Grant tries opening the door --

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Fuck!

He steps back, re-ains --
PET! -- Sparks fly again... but the door still won't open.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Mbt her f ucker COME ON.

He inhal es deep, ains the gun at the DENTED LOCK. A tense
beat . ..

PFET! -- the door FLIES OPEN as a SPARK SHOWAER sprays G ant
in the UPPER LEG -- he falls over:

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
(scream ng in pain)
FUCK!  FUCK!

He | ooks down to inspect... Through the singed holes in his
khakis: a strip of CHARRED, BLI STERED SKI N

GRANT RI CHMOND
(seet hi ng)
YOU RE FUCKI NG DONE YA HEAR ME??!

He PULLS HI MSELF UP, grunting, all traces of fear gone --
now not hi ng but WHI TE-HOT ANGER. As he |inps out of the
cage:
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CGCRANT RI CHMOND
You' re fucki ng done..

INT. LIZ'S APARTMENT - N GHT - SAME

PACOLA, anxious, sits at the kitchen counter in Liz's |kea
gift certificate of an apartnment, watching her CELL PHONE
with growing concern. A smattering of HUSKY PUPPIES frolic
on the carpet in b.g.

PACLA
...0kay Liz... \Weeeere are ya...

She picks the phone up, checks the tine.

PACLA ( CONT' D)
Shit...

She | ooks at a WALL CLOCK just to be sure. Breathes deep.
Tries to shake off sone nervousness. She grabs Liz's keys,
st ands up.
CLOSE ON HER PHONE SCREEN as she di al s:

9-1-1
Paol a rai ses the phone, worry in her eyes... Hope she's
okay. ..
| NT. ANI MAL SHELTER - CAT ROOM - SAME
A CUTE CAT
Moon-eyed, peering out its cage.

GRANT RICHMOND (O S.)
Fucki ng twat...

W DEN to reveal GRANT bent over a steel sink/counter in the
corner of the CAT ROOM a mdsize facility with tall rows of
CAT CACES lining the walls.

CLOSE ON GRANT'S THHGH: He finishes tying his TIE around a
mass of DAMP PAPER TOWELS pressed agai nst his | eqg.

CLANG- CLANG -- out in the DOG CORRI DOR, a NO SE makes G ant
twist to the door. He snorts.

Got cha now. . .
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I NT. PARKI NG GARAGE - LOWER LEVEL - SAME

GORDON |i es supine, panting on the ground a few yards from
his Saab. Back door flung open, EMPTY. No dogs, no box.

Gordon's JACKET is off -- wadded-up now, pressed to his
ABDOM NAL WOUND. Looks like it's already sponged up a | ot
of bl ood.

Gordon groans as he SW TCHES HANDS appl yi ng pressure, then
slowy gets his free hand in his FRONT POCKET... Every inch
hurts, but he eventually gets out his CELL PHONE

CLOSE ON THE SCREEN as a bl ood-caked finger types:
9...1...1...
His thunb drifts to the CALL BUTTON...
hovers over it...

ON GORDON:  Pale. He closes his eyes for a beat. Opens
t hem agai n.

He DROPS the phone -- CLACK. Feels around for it on the
ground. ..

Hi s hand cones up again... holding the KEY FOB i nst ead.

Keepi ng the jacket pressed to his torso, he very painfully
rolls to one side, manages to prop hinself up on his
ELBOW . .

GORDON
(groaning in pain)
Goddammi t, Grant...

Using all the strength he has | eft and then sone, Gordon
LABORS AGONI ZI NGLY to his feet. Once "standing," he TRIPS
forward -- catches hinself on the back of the Saab.

A beat as he | eans head-down agai nst the trunk, catching his
breath, holding his wound... He drags hinself to the

DRI VER S SIDE DOOR using the Saab roof for support. He gets
t he door open --

LOW ANGLE ON THE DRI VER S DOOR: Gordon's wadded-up j acket/
tourni quet FLUTTERS to the ground as the door SHUTS.

PUSH I N on the jacket as a RED POOL grows around it...
CLOSE ON THE JACKET (for the rest of the scene): CHK-

CHK- VROOOM -- we hear the SAAB ENGA NE cone to life, then
t he sound of the door RE-OPEN NG ..
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Gordon' s weak, BLOODY HAND quivers into frame, fishing out
his sneared, crunpled Cl GARETTES.

THUNK -- we hear the door shut again. Gordon turns up THE
FADO... Filtered and boony from our POV outside the car...

Of the jacket, wet and oozing on the pavenent...
Apparently no | onger needed..

I NT. ANl MAL SHELTER - DOG CORRI DOR - SAME

SKEETER AND HI S CAGE- MATES stand at the far end of the dog
corridor, gathered over an UPSI DE DOAN ALUM NUM BOWL,
pebbl es of DOG FOOD spilled all around.

Reverse on GRANT -- other end of the corridor -- aimng his
gun at this. Brow furrowed in consternation..

He grunts contenptuously as he half-lowers the gun. Starts
limping his way down the hall, scanning the cages.

ANGLE ON DI STANT GRANT fromthe other end of the corridor,
i nching closer to us...

: TRACK SIDEWAYS to reveal LIZ in f.g., crouched behind
the last cage -- still as a mannequin -- one hand hol di ng an
ENORMOUS HOSE, the other a SNARE POLE (a 5-ft pole with a
noose that tightens via a pull-cable protruding out the
handl e) .

Grant's voice beconmes a little nore newsanchor-y as he calls
out to Liz:

GRANT RI CHMOND
| -- 1 take it you saw sone things

that upset you... | don't want to
hurt you. | mean it, we can work
this out...

No response.

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
| can raise noney for the shelter.
Do a nice little human interest
piece... Hey -- | can even get
you on televi--

FWOOSH!'! -- Grant is BLASTED to the ground by a TORRENT OF
HOSE WATER -- the SILENCED GUN goes FLYING sliding across
the wet cenent as Skeeter & Co. haul ass down the corridor.
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GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)

(gripping his |eg)
God- f ucki ng- -!

Li z steps out from behind the cage, drops the hose and
RUSHES UP to nonentarily-out-of-comm ssion-Gant with the
SNARE POLE, westles the NOOSE around his neck --

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
What the fuck're you -- AGH --

-- and YANKS AS HARD AS SHE CAN on the pull-cable. Gant's
eyes and veins BULGE as the cable DIGS SHARPLY into his
trachea.

He tries to grab the pole but Liz STOWS ON H S CHEST,
pi nni ng hi mdown. She gives the cable a QU CK TUG for good
neasur e:

LI Z
(al'l business)
Li sten up, fucko. Wen | | oosen
the rope, you're gonna get up
slowy, and then you're going back
in the cage until the cops get

here. You try anything... | pull
"til your fucking head pops off.
Got it?

(a beat)

Only gonna | oosen if you got it.
Grant, asphyxiating, does his best to NOD YES.

LI Z (CONT' D)
Good boy.

PSH -- A puff of air as Liz taps the RELEASE BUTTON - -
Grant GASPS, gul ping for oxygen as the rope sl ackens a
centineter.

Li z takes her foot off his chest, backs away with the pole
as Grant, dripping wet, SLOAY RI SES.

He holds up his hands, turns to start wal king down the
corridor. ..

GRANT RI CHMOND
| didn't even know his nane unti
you said anything... Wat was
it... Bennett?...

Liz trails behind him slow, gripping the pole, watching for
any funny busi ness.
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GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
He was trying to blackmail ne.
He woul d' ve destroyed ne. M whol e
life. M fucking famly.

LI Z
Well, now I'm doing that.

A beat .

GRANT RI CHMOND
Fucking fishstick was that dear to
you, huh. ..

LI Z
No. But you didn't have to shoot
him You didn't have to shoot that
guy across the street, either.

ON GRANT: That last bit struck a nerve. He spots the GUN
up the corridor a ways, lying in the shadows. ..

GRANT RI CHVOND
You have no fucking idea what
you' re tal ki ng about.

LI Z
Uh... | sawit. You saw ne see it.
You shot him You di--

Grant GRABS the pol e behind his head and LEAPS FORWARD - -
Liz reacts in time to YANK THE CABLE --

GRANT RI CHMOND
(pai ned gasp)

-- but the POE RIPS QUT OF HER GRASP as Grant's bodywei ght
pulls it to the ground, causing her to LURCH FORWARD and

| ose her footing. She tries to pick herself up but G ant
SMACKS HER IN THE FACE W TH THE PCLE - -

She FALLS BACK as Grant -- WET AND CHOKI NG -- desperately
tries to PUSH THE RELEASE BUTTON, but it's too far down the
pol e, just out of arm s reach.

A charged beat as Liz wi pes the BLOOD from her tenple...
She clanbers to her feet, wastes no tinme -- she CHARCGES PAST
STRUGGLI NG GRANT right as (PSH') he FREES H MSELF (sort
of -- the pole's still attached but he can breat he now).

Grant TAKES OFF AFTER HER, pol e dangling behind him Liz
bolts through the RECEPTI ON DOCRS -- Grant, not far behind,
SCOOPS UP THE GUN before following suit --
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| NT. RECEPTI ON AREA

ON LI Z as she makes a dash for the FRONT DOORS -- PET! --
SPARKS fly off the doorframe as Gant fires off a round --

Liz JUWS, freezes --

LI Z
Jesus fuck!

Reverse on Grant, gun trained, pole draggi ng behind him
GRANT RI CHMOND

DON' T YOU FUCKI NG MOVE! Stay RIGHT
the fuck there!l!

Liz rears back, hands in the air... Turns to face him
Grant, foamng at the nmouth, linps a few feet closer.

He HOLDS OUT the POLE
GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)

Press it.
A beat... Liz doesn't want to.
GRANT RI CHVIOND ( CONT' D)
PRESS | T!
Liz carefully approaches... PSHHH -- she hits the RELEASE

BUTTON, qui ckly STEPS BACK - -

Grant works the noose off his head, gun never |eaving Liz.
He furiously THRONS DOMNN t he snare pole, catches his breath.
Then, strangely cal m

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Get behi nd the desk.

He beckons with the gun. Liz takes a beat... reluctantly
obliges. G ant positions hinmself across from her

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Keys to the dog cages.

LI Z
VWhat ?. . .

He shoves the gun in her face:

GRANT RI CHVOND
Get _them
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Li z rummages t hrough a drawer behind the desk, takes out a
SI NGLE KEY attached to a FADED ORANGE DOGBONE KEYCHAI N.

LI Z
Opens all of them..
(then)
Can | ask why?

Grant snatches the key, pockets it:

GRANT RI CHMOND
Sl ai n enpl oyee? Bunch'a fuckin'’
dogs runni ng | oose?. ..
(gesturing around)
Looks to ne |i ke sone PETA shit that
just got a little too Manson-y.

Liz stares at himhatefully.

LI Z
You're a fucking idiot.

Grant shrugs, READI ES THE GUN - -
GRANT RI CHMOND
Says the girl who got herself
killed.
ON LI Z: defiant but shaking...
Grant sighs, then:

GRANT RI CHMOND ( CONT' D)

Such a tragedy... | |ook forward
to interview ng your grieving
famly.

Liz SH FTS HER GAZE as her jaw goes sl ack, eyes slowy
W DENI NG .. She sees sonething behind G ant.

Grant notices her men as LIGHT pierces through the FRONT
W NDOW behind him-- he PIVOIS to the w ndow - -

CRRRAAASSSHHHH! !'I - - GORDON S SAAB SAI LS THROUGH THE FRONT
W NDOW VALL of West Tenple Aninmal Shelter in an expl osi on of
debris and broken glass -- the car H TS GRANT, CRUNCH NG H M
brutally into the RECEPTI ON DESK, sandwi ching his | ower body
as it cones to a halt.

DRYWALL and DOCUVENTS snow around the room as AMALI A
RCODRI GUES fills the air, blasting fromthe car speakers.

G ant is folded over the Saab hood, face-down. Dead. @un
on the fl oor.
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As the dust settles, Liz uncoils froma defensive crouch at
the end of the room Rises to take in the weckage...

A beat as she | ooks around, speechless at the destruction.
Eventual | y:

LI Z
... fuuuuuccckkkkk. . .

She pushes through piles of rubble to get to the SAAB. Once
there, she | ooks at Grant dubiously... pushes his head
lightly...

Not hi ng. A SPUTTERI NG COUGH turns her attention to the
DRI VER S SEAT:

GORDON, covered in small cuts and brui ses, pushes out his
| ast breaths as a barel y-snoked cigarette tunbles fromhis
lips.

Li z bends down through the shattered car wi ndow... Under
t he fado:

GORDON
Are they... okay...

It takes her a second to realize what he's tal king about. ..

She nods. Gordon closes his eyes. She reaches through the
wi ndow, puts her hand on his.

GORDON ( CONT' D)
Sorry about... ny brother..

And with that, he's gone.

ON LI Z: Looking at himsadly. Mercifully. Like he's an
ani mal bei ng put down...

This evil fucking dog thief just saved ny life...

After a beat she leans in further -- puts the Saab in PARK
switches off the headlights, then twists the key until the
car and fado go silent.

SI RENS can be heard blaring faintly in the distance.
Qutside, a couple LATE NI GHT | VERS sl ow down to gawk at
t he scene.

LI Z
(renmenberi ng)
Paol a. . .
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Li z negoti ates back through a pile of splintered furniture,
eventual |y reaches the DOG CORRI DOR DOCRS. . .

I NT. DOG CAGE - MOMENTS LATER

LIZ'S PHONE i n the CUBBYHOLE, right where we left it. (The
shel ter dogs are barking |ike a cat just got elected
presi dent.)

LI Z snaps up the phone, stands -- Skeeter and his friends
are JUMPING AT HER HEELS. She gets behind them ushers them
in:

LI Z
Fun's over guys...

She quickly exits the cage and slides the OUTSI DE LEVER
shutting the cubbyhol e panel. She turns, wal ks briskly down
the corridor as she DI ALS HER PHONE, picking debris out of
her hair while it rings. As she pushes through the doors to
t he RECEPTI ON AREA - -

LI Z (CONT' D)
Pi ck uuuuupppp... Paola pick --
| NT. RECEPTI ON AREA

PET! -- A BULLET bites into the steel | NCHES FROM HER
HEAD -- Liz SCREAMS, drops her phone --

Reverse on GRANT... STILL ALIVE AND GUN I N HAND. Pi nned by
t he Saab but now SLUMPED TO ONE SI DE, angl ed facing her

CLOSE ON H'S FACE... Through the filth and sweat: a
GROTESQUE LUNATIC GRIN. .

SSCHHHK! I'l -- GRANT'S GRIN IS BI SECTED BY SI X | NCHES OF
BLOOD AND SHI T- ENCRUSTED STEEL, STICKING QUT OF HI S MOUTH
i ke the tongue of a sexually adventurous Robot GCene

Si nmons.

A GURGLE OF BLOOD. .. then he falls out of frane to reveal
PAOLA behind him She DROPS THE SWORD HANDLE -- eww.
Backs away.

LI Z
Paola!! GCh ny fucking god!!

The SIRENS AND LI GHTS are getting close. Liz rushes over:

LI Z (CONT' D)
VWhat the FUCK. ..



PACLA
(to Grant's corpse)
| do not love the bright sword for
its sharpness... Only that which
it defends.
(1 ooks at Liz, shrugs)
Al ready i npal ed one guy today...

Li z HUGS her.
LI Z
Reggi e' s gonna fucking kill us.
PACLA

Safe to say...
(1 ooki ng around)

Man... what fucking happened here,
Li z??
LI Z
Fam |y problens | think?..
| don't know. | don't care.
She pulls away, | ooks at Paol a, genui ne:
LI Z (CONT' D)
All 1 knowis we're alive... Thank
you. For everyt hing.
Paola smles, shrugs -- think nothing of it.

Li z renmenbers, concer ned:

O f Paol a,

As the SONI C ANARCHY of arriving emergency personnel

LI Z ( CONT' D)

The huskies -- were you able to...?

sm | ing under FLASH NG RED LI GHTS. ..

crescendos. ..

| NT. / EXT.

ANI MVAL SHELTER - SHORT TI ME LATER

A DI ALOGUE- LESS MONTAGE:

- The warzone of a reception area bustling with police,

firefighters, paranedics, etc.

- LI Z and PAOLA being tended to by EMIs in the back of an

AMBULANCE out on the street.
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- FLASH FLASH -- A FORENSI C TEAM t akes phot os of Gordon and
Grant's corpses, the sword, and the Saab
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- Paola talks animatedly to the police, mmng the sword
thrust. Liz |ooks on, nodding her head, exhausted..

EXT. LIZ'S APARTMENT - DAWN
Hours later. The bruise-blue Ilight of a new norning.

A SQUAD CAR slows to a stop outside Liz's building. LIZ
steps out of the passenger door, bone-fucking-tired. Gauze
bandage stuck to the side of her head, clothes stained and
frayed, m scell aneous nicks and scrapes all over.

She wearily shuts the door, half-waves as the cop drives
of f...

I NT. LIZ'S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

The front door opens revealing Liz, ORANGE DOGBONE KEYCHAI N
dangling fromthe | ock.

She's warmy greeted by SIX -- count 'em-- SI X HUSKY
PUPPIES. doria s WHOLE LI TTER, together again. Two of

t hem (puppies Liz kept) have COLLARS. The other four bear
Gordon's SHARPI E NAMETAGS

Li z bends down to adm nister pets, smling, tired, aching.

She pauses, sonething across the room CATCH NG HER EYE. And
her nose... She stands, walks to the RUGin front of her
couch:

A masterpiece of dog diarrhea. Streaking over an inpressive
anount of the rug.

ON LI Z: Not happy about this... She |ooks at the dogs:
one of them hides shanefully in the WAKESTREAM BOX.  She
turns back to the soiled rug... smrks. Sighs.

I NT. LIZ'S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

LOWANGLE ON THE RUG In f.g., a GLINTING SILVER PI ECE OF
PLASTIC, nostly submerged in the sl udge.

Yup... Bennett's FLASH DRI VE.

Li z doesn't notice it as she ROLLS UP THE TAI NTED RUG from
t he ot her end.

She stands, wincing in disgust/pain as she HO STS the rug
t ube over her shoul der. ..
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EXT. LIZ'"S APARTMENT - ALLEYWAY - DAWN - MOMENTS LATER

A smal | back alley behind her building. A DOOR kicks open
as Liz hustles the rug outside...

She THROWS the rolled-up rug into a DUWSTER. It juts out
awkwar dly over the edge.

Liz wi pes her hands, lets out a |ong, exhausted sigh.
She turns to go back in. W STAY ON THE RUG, poking out of
t he dunpster. ..

A beat, then it's SWALLOAED UP as sone garbage settles
beneath it.

CUT TO BLACK.



