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FADE | N:

EXT. HOUSE - LATE NI GHT

CHARLOTTE, 26, with curly dark brown hair raggedly hangi ng
across her tense shoul ders, crouches behind a thick rosebush
al ong the side of an old, deserted road. She takes deep,

f ocused breat hs.

II'lum nated only by beans of MOONLI GHT, Charlotte’s w de,
pi erci ng EYES dart back and forth, scrutinizing her
surroundi ngs, eying the tattered woods across the road in
front of her.

As her eyes settle facing forward, she scrunches her face in
and itches her right ear, sighing exasperatedly. She is
lightly touching a spot on her ear that is red with a thick,

slimy |iquid.

CHARLOTTE
(shaki ng head)
Perfect. Just perfect.

Taki ng one a | ook behind herself, she grits her teeth and
hurries across the street. She appears rushed but
nevert hel ess noves w th purpose.

She reaches the woods and ducks i nsi de.

Pulling | eaves and twi gs out of her way and out of her hair,
she pushes her way through the thick underbrush. Up ahead
are bits of split LIGHT peeking through the branches.

Charlotte finally stunbles out of the woods and onto an
open, green field. In the distance is a large, tw nkling
mansi on, standing tall behind a fence of hedges, beckoni ng
to her.

She takes nore | ooks behind herself and to the side, this
time nore restless, but there is nothing there except the
light rustling of harm ess | eaves. Sighing, she eyes the

| arge house and races across the open field w thout pause.

A coy grin appears on Charlotte’'s face as her hands reach
out for the glass DOOR at the center of the house’s ground
fl oor. However, she instead BASHES agai nst the door.

It is |ocked.

A thick-toothed frown appears on Charlotte’s face as she

sl aps her hand agai nst the gl ass several tinmes. Exhausted,
she rests her head agai nst the | ocked door, eyes |isting.
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But then her eyes open w de.

To the side of the house is a darkened shed, its wood
peeling off its exterior walls. Its door, open, hangs off
creakily to the side.

Charlotte’s hand slinks slowy into her right pants pocket
as she creeps toward the dark shed.

CHARLOTTE
(approachi ng the shed
cauti ously)
Mar cus?
(beat)
If you're in there, nows the tine
| could use sone hel p.

When she reaches the shed, Charlotte plops against its front
wal | , hugging it as she eases toward the open door.

Her head rai ses as she gul ps down whatever air is |eft
around her. Her hand raises to reveal a small, black GUN
She swings it around and ainms it into the open shed, but the
roomis conpletely enpty.

Head shaking, Charlotte | owers her guard, the gun hanging
[inmply in her hand.

CHARLOTTE
(softly)
No one there.
(beat)
Real | y cute.

She extends her armand pulls the door closed.

CHARLOTTE
Real | y cute.

She turns away fromthe light comng fromthe house to stick
t he gun back into her pocket, funmbling with it for a few
seconds.

The soft, al nost indiscernible sounds of shoes begin to
devour the those of Charlotte’s breathing.

Charlotte spins around |ike a deer in the headlights.
CHARLOTTE

(stunned)
You?
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MAN'S VOCE (O S.)
H Charlotte.

Charlotte’s thin, gulping breath echoes through the air as
the screen goes black. They are then replaced by three
pi erci ng POPS.

FADE TO

| NT. BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

MARCUS, 27, sits on his bed in a darkened room lit only by
bits of SUNLI GHT breathing through the w ndow. Fully
clothed, he sits in an upright position, his wavy black hair
gripping his tan skin.

Marcus types away at a conputer lying in front of him his
tired eyes blinking repeatedly.

On his SCREEN is his open e-mail account, along with a
series of chat boxes. One of the boxes, Charlotte’s box,
hangs open w thout any response. The box reads:

"CHARLOTTE"
(1:29 AM
Mar cus? You there?

n '\EII
(1:35 AM
|”m here

" CHARLOTTE"
(1:36 AM
Can you nmeet nme at Jack’s house?

n REII
(1: 36 AM
Is it safe?

" CHARLOTTE"
(1:37 AM
| don’t know. But they al nost got
me out side ny buil ding.

n '\EII
(1:39 AM
2:00. | prom se.

" CHARLOTTE"

(1:39 AM
Thank you
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" VE"
(2:25 AM

| ve been here for a half hour.

Where are you?

n WII
(3:41 AV
Are you there?

As Marcus’ s eyes scroll through these nessages, he brings
his hand up to his |ips and wipes his fluttering eyes.

The adj acent chat box pops open, naned JACK EMERALD. H s
pi cture shows a brown-haired, well-kept, business-Iike man.
He has a very serious face.

IIJACKII
(3:53 PM
Mar cus.

n REII
(3:54 PM
Jack? \What happened?

n JACKII
(3:54 PV
Charl otte' s dead.

Marcus’ s eyes close as his face pinches in.

" JACK"
(3:55 PM
Soneone | ocked the doors, got her
out si de the house. Just before 2
 ast night.

n hEII
(3:56 PV
Was it Ray?

n J ACKII
(3:57 PM
You know | can’t tell you, Marcus.

mn '\EII
(3:58 PM
Am | next?

" JACK"

(4:00 PM
Look after yourself, kiddo.
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And Jack signs off, l|eaving Marcus alone and sitting in his
room H's head listing to one side, Marcus cups his hands
t oget her agai nst his face.

Marcus’ s eyes pop open, w de, focused, and piercing - just
like Charlotte’s.

He lowers hinself fromhis bed onto the floor and slowy
paces across the roomtoward a desk on the other side. Above
the desk is a giant, pictured diagramon the wall.

The diagramis made up of nunerous pictures of people’s
faces, with arrows pointing fromone person to another. It
strangely resenbles a giant flow chart. Al nost all of the
pi ctures have red slash marks across the faces.

To the far right of the diagramis a piece of paper |abeled
JACK'S RULES, with three bullet-points: "(1) Only who Jack

wants you to; (2) Never in Jack’s house; (3) Report only to
Jack. "

In the mddle of the diagramis a picture of Marcus hinself,
with an arrow connecting it to the top of the diagram where
there is a picture of the man "Ray". This man has short,

cl ose-cropped hair, a thick-cheekboned face, and an
athletic, nuscul ar physi que.

Connected by double arrows to Ray’'s picture is a picture of
anot her man, "Lee". This man’s hair is long and tattered,
his body thin and lanky. He is not threatening at all.

Situated to below the pictures of Ray and Lee, to the right
of Marcus’s own picture, is Charlotte’s. In her picture, she
appears the sane, but |ess ragged, as she did earlier.

FLASH TO

| NT. BEDROOM - EVEN NG

In flashback, Marcus opens the door to his apartnent to see
Charlotte, standing in the hallway, fiddling with her
fingers.

MARCUS
(pl easantly surprised)
Charlotte?
(beat)
What are you - doing here?

CHARLOTTE

(interrupting)
| need your hel p, Marcus.
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Charlotte strides past Marcus into his apartnent. Marcus
turns around, his eyes follow ng her.

FLASH TO

| NT. BEDROOM - EVEN NG

Charlotte is lying gently on Marcus’s couch, w th Marcus
sitting across fromher on a chair. Charlotte’ s eyes are
directed past Marcus to his giant diagram

MARCUS
(hard tone)
Charlotte, you have to tell ne
who' s foll ow ng you.

CHARLOTTE
(exhaust ed)
| don’t know, MNarcus.

(fidgety)
| nmean - it’s probably Ray, | don’t
know, | mean... does it matter?
MARCUS

(taki ng her hand)
|1l protect you.

Their eyes neet and they both smle.

FLASH TO

| NT. BEDROOM - EVEN NG

Marcus is now lying in his bed, laptop on his stomach, with
Charl otte standing over him

CHARLOTTE
(softly)
| have an idea, Marcus.

MARCUS
Hm??

CHARLOTTE
(beat)
About how we can get rid of Ray.

MARCUS
M hmm
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CHARLOTTE
(sl owy)
Ray’ s good because people fear him
What if we put a stop to that, hm?

Marcus | ooks away fromhis |aptop and back at Charlotte, a
soft, relaxed smle appearing on his face.

FLASH TO

| NT. BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

Back in the present, Marcus continues to stare forward into
Charlotte’s picture.

MARCUS (V. Q)
(teasi ng)
Go on.

CHARLOTTE (V. Q)
| f you show ne howto - well - be
i ke you, we m ght be able to pul
this off together.

Marcus is fully standing. His right armglides across the
desk, picking up a red sharpie. Hs armnoves to Charlotte’s
picture and gently lines red across her face. H's eyebrows
lower a bit, his face still tightened.

He lets his armdangle, placing the sharpie back onto the
desk. He lightly brushes a handful of folders slunping on
the desk, all |labeled with different nanes of people from
the diagram - one of themis |abel ed RAY

H s hand travels fromthe folders to the top drawer in the
desk, where, tucked in between a handful of books, is a
bl ack GUN - just like Charlotte’s.

Marcus brings the gun up to eye |level, but continues | ooking
past it toward the diagram determ ned and resol ute.

Hi s novenents quick and purposeful, Marcus pulls a bl ack BAG
from underneath his bed.

He unzips it the bag and stuffs the gun inside.

He stands and grabs a gray jacket draped over his bedpost.
He zips the bag, pulls the jacket over his shoul ders, and
strides out of his apartnent in one notion, the door

sl anmi ng beside him

DI SSCLVE TO



EXT. HOUSE - LATE AFTERNCON

The mansion - Jack’s house - stands tall in the wind as the
day progresses.

| NT. HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

| nside Jack’ s house, the place is bubbling with people
mlling about. In the center of the roomare tables spread
out so people can m ngle between each other and eat if they
choose to.

Sitting at a table at the corner of the roomis the
friendly-1ooking man fromthe picture, LEE, 25.

He is | eaning back against his seat, relaxed and at peace.
H s eyes are closed, listening to the background nusic.

A deep voice interrupts Lee’'s zen. The nman, RAY, speaks
softly but in a way that puts enphasis on every word. In his
m nd, everything he says is of utnost inportance.

RAY (O S.)
(confidently, sure of hinself)
You know
(beat)

When all of this is done wth,
wonder if people will appreciate
any of it.

(beat)
Jack won’t, for sure. Even though
he’s now the guy in charge, he's
not going to look at ne with
respect or admration. A
i npossi bl e.

(beat)
But fear - that’s what none of them
have, Lee. Lee?

Lee, relaxed and smling, has seem ngly zoned out.

RAY (O S.)
Lee? Are you listening, this is
i mportant.
Lee only nods as he re-positions hinself to a slightly
upright position, eyes still closed.
RAY (O S.)

Fear, as | was saying. For people
like us, a powerful thing. It’'s
what separates us fromthem you

( MORE)
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RAY (O. S.) (cont’d)
know. If they fear you, you can
make them do anyt hi ng, anything at
all. Whatever it is you want.

(beat)
They stand there, their eyes w de
once they realize their time is up
That’'s when you can nmake them
dance.

(beat)
You listening, Lee?

Lee crinkles his lip in a lightly-sarcastic nod as he
reaches into his pocket for a cigarette.

Ray’ s armreaches across Lee and takes the cigarette from
his hand. Lee’'s eyes finally open as he stops short in his
not i on.

RAY (O S.)

No snoking, friend. Lightens your
senses. Whenever Marcus does show
up, you' re going to have to be
r eady.

(beat)
W pe that pathetic frown off your
face, Lee.

(authoritatively)
You're only here because of ne, you
know that, right? | coul d ve ended
you that day, when you were on your
knees like a little bitch, |
coul d’ ve ended you.

Lee is still staring at Ray, conpletely notionless and
rigid.

RAY (O S.)
What kind of person lets hinself
get taken like that? Seriously?
(beat)
But | let you go on, Lee. | let you
conti nue. Having a buffer between
nysel f and the eneny has been very

hel pful .
(beat)
But then why is Marcus still alive?

He’s very easy, Lee, because he

| ooks at nme with such rigor. Very
easy to track. You could ve used
that. Wiy haven’'t you?

Lee is still staring forward, rolling his fingers across the
table, his lip still curling.
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RAY (O S.)
What ever. Maybe | shoul d’ ve ended
you before. Maybe you' re the sane
i npotent man | had at ny nercy.
(beat)

| s that what you want to be, Lee?
Hm? Someone who can’t perforn? O
do you want to be, well, me?

Pull back to reveal RAY, sitting across Lee, snoking a
cigarette hinmself. He wears tight, mnuscle-exhibiting
cl ot hi ng.

RAY

(chuckling at his own joke)
Actual Iy, just kidding. | shouldn’t
get your hopes up. | understand the
nature of the universe, and you're
still learning. You' re still the
st udent.

(sternly)
Just, for once, don't disappoint
your teacher.

Ray is interrupted when, in the background, Marcus enters
t hrough a side door to a bar adjacent to the dining area.

Both Lee and Ray pause as Marcus strides to the bar, his bag
huggi ng his shoul der. Ray stands up fromhis table.

RAY
(to Lee)
One nore drink, friend. Then ||
| eave you to it.

Patting Lee on the shoul der, Ray steps past himand noseys
up to the bar, situating hinmself so he is standi ng between
t he door and Marcus, who is now speaking to the BARTENDER

MARCUS (O S.)
Yeah, 1’ve been busy. You seen
Jack?

BARTENDER
| think he’s down at the shop
taki ng care of sone business. Wy?

MARCUS
Don’t worry about it, man. |||
find him
Marcus qui ckly downs his drink in one swift gulp and then
turns for the door. Ray is standing in the way.

( CONTI NUED)
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Marcus inmediately tightens up, his eyes dilating.

MARCUS
(brushing it off)
Excuse ne.
RAY

(i nterrupting)
Don’t worry about it, he says.
Never was able to nmake a nove
wi t hout Jack making it first.

MARCUS
(to the point)
You got a problem Ray?

RAY
(i nnocently)
O course not. Just meking
conversati on.

MARCUS

(trying to get by)
Well... in that case.

Marcus tries to push past Ray, but the nan noves to bl ock
Mar cus.

RAY
(rmocki ngl y)
How | ong before you get out of the
gane |ike Jack did? You are getting
a bit old for it.

MARCUS
(beat)
No, Ray, | don’t wal k away because
when | do, | want to know | did

everything | coul d.
A condescending sm | e appears on Ray’'s face.

RAY
Well said, old chap. Well said.

Wt hout responding, Marcus finally pushes past Ray and exits
the building through the sane side door he cane in.

Ray turns away from Marcus to face Lee, still sitting at the
tabl e, and gives hima know ng, stern | ook.

Ray pushes past a group of bystanders towards the bat hroons,
| eaving Lee sitting alone at the table.
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Lee, smacking his lips, reaches into his pocket and pulls
out his cigarette. He lights it defiantly yet calmy.

Taking a big puff and with glaring eyes, he neanders out of
the front door.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. TOMN - LATE AFTERNOON

Peopl e are buzzing about down the streets of the snal
town. Shoes CLICK along the ground as the indistinct voices
of the disparate people fuse together.

Mar cus, wal king am dst the crowd, has his eyes front and
center as he strides briskly.

After taking jerking glances behind himseveral tines,
Marcus stops at the outside of a local "small town" shop,
hi s outreached hand gri ppi ng the door knob.

Mar cus cranes his neck high above the crowd, eying those
behind himin the distance.

Noddi ng to hinself reassuringly, Marcus pushes into the
shop.

| NT. SHOP - LATE AFTERNOON

The door DI NGS open as Marcus steps forward onto the

| andi ng, his right armstretched across his body, clutching
hi s bl ack bag.

The shop is nostly enpty, with one or two people
sporadically placed at tables by thensel ves.

At a far table in the back, another man is bent over,
pal mng the table with a washcloth, his eyes fixed.

The door DI NGS cl osed. The nman’s head pivots upward and his
eyes lock with Marcus. This is JACK EMERALD, and he is

f r owni ng

Marcus delicately steps further into the shop as Jack
continues to wash tables, deliberately noving away from

Mar cus.

Marcus eases up to Jack, who averts his eyes.
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MARCUS
Jack.

JACK
(interrupting)
| told you to | ook after yourself.
(beat)
That doesn’t nmean cone to ny pl ace
of busi ness.

MARCUS
Jack, it's Charlotte.

Jack briefly glances at Marcus before returning to the
tables, nowwth nore force.

JACK
| thought | nade nyself very clear
earlier. There’s nothing | can do.

MARCUS
(interrupting)
She was going to help nme get rid of
Ray.

One of the remaining people in the shop gets up to | eave as
Jack lightly pounds his washcloth on the table.

MARCUS
| can’t do it on ny own, Jack

JACK
(interrupting, softly)
No.

MARCUS
(conti nui ng)
That’s why | need you by ny side.

JACK
(interrupting, getting
irritated)

Mar cus. .

MARCUS
(conti nui ng)
Look at you, you want Ray out just
as much as | do.

JACK

(interrupting, |oudly)
Mar cus!
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The | ast remai ni ng custoner begins to nmeander out of the
shop.

JACK

Enough, pl ease.

(leaning in)
| was with you before because
you're ny friend and because Ray’s
an arrogant douche, okay?

(conposi ng hinsel f)
|’mnot letting that stuff get to
me anynore.

The | ast custonmer exits the shop with a soft DI NG

MARCUS
Jack, Charlotte and I had a plan.
Because Ray is just going to keep
killing and killing unless I - no
we - put a stop toit.

I nterrupting, Jack reaches across Marcus and into his jacket
pocket .

Marcus jerks away, grabbing at Jack’s arm but Jack w dens
his eyes at his old friend and Marcus rel eases his grip.

Jack slides Marcus’s gun out of his pocket and holds it up
between the two of them

JACK
St andar d-i ssue?
MARCUS
(puzzl ed)

Yes?
Jack rolls the gun around his hand, massaging it slowy.
And he takes aimright at Marcus’s chest and fires.

Wth a loud POP, a cloud of red dust eases into the air in
t he wake of the shot.

A large, red blotch appears on Marcus’s chest.
It is paint.

Jack | owers the "gun" and sets it on the table in between
hi m and Marcus, his fingers lightly running over it.
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JACK
Tell nme, what is it we' re doing
her e?
MARCUS
(def eat ed)

Pl ayi ng Assassi ns.

JACK
And what is ny job?

MARCUS
(def eat ed)
You' re the adm ni strator.

JACK
Mmhmm |s the adm ni strator
al l owed to choose sides?

MARCUS
(def eat ed)
No.

Jack’ s hand noves fromthe gun to the washcloth and rai ses
it, preparing to finish his work.

JACK
(to the point)
Ray’ s beaten you at this gane
tw ce. So what? He beats everybody.
(beat)
You really do take things too
seriously.

MARCUS
It’s nore than the gane, Jack. You
once believed that too.

JACK
(turning away)
Mm .. maybe.
(hol di ng washcl ot h up)
But | have work to do now.

Jack wal ks away from Marcus and exits into the back of the
shop, | eaving Marcus standing alone in the flickering
dar kness.

Mar cus’ s wandering eyes nmeander fromhis gun to the shop
door. They wi den.

Lee is standing across the street, snoking a cigarette,
| eaning against a wall. He foll owed Marcus.
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Marcus grits his teeth and places his black bag onto the
table, unzipping it swiftly.

Inside is a nultitude of clothing - pants, shirts, jacket -
distinctly different fromthat which Marcus is currently
wear i ng.

EXT. TOMWN - LATE AFTERNOCON

Lee stands, |eaning against the wall, eying Jack’s shop
across the street.

H s eyes are centered and focused, yet his head is swaying,
as if he’s listening to zen nusic that isn't there.

Lee brings the cigarette up to his |ips and scrunches his
face, taking a deep, solemm breath.

A BUZZ jerks Lee fromhis state of peace.

G unbling, Lee rummges into his pants pocket and pulls his
PHONE out .

RAY (V. Q)
(over phone, filtered)
You got hin?

Taking a breath, Lee finally speaks. Hi s words are chosen
softly and carefully, but not in an "in your face" way.

LEE
(i nto phone)
| " m out si de Jack’s shop, boss. |
assumed that’ s where he’ d go.

RAY (V.Q.)
(over phone, filtered)
You assumed?

LEE
(into phone)
| nmean... he had a pretty big head
start on ne after he left the base.
| doubted he’d go back hone, so..

| NT. BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

A shadow rolls across the all-too-famliar diagramthat
Marcus has on the wall of his bedroom

Ray steps over sone of Marcus’s things as he paces around
Marcus’ s room
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RAY
(into phone)
No. He's not in his room

| NTERCUT with the town, outside Jack’ s shop.

LEE
(into phone, exasperated)
Ray, what are you doi ng?

RAY
(i nto phone)
|"mgetting... information.

Ray slides his fingers across the folder in Marcus’s room
| abel ed "RAY."

RAY
(into phone)
You di sappoint ne, Lee. This is
very di sappoi nti ng.

LEE
(into phone)
Boss, he might be in the shop right
now. You said yourself he depends
on Jack.

As Lee speaks, an odd-yet-normal figure exits Jack’ s shop,
weari ng sungl asses, a thick-brinmed hat, and a heavy jacket.

RAY
(interrupting, into phone)
Speaki ng back to ne, Lee. Brave

wor ds, i ndeed.

Ray unseal s and opens the folder with his nane on it.

RAY
(to hinmsel f, softly)
What are you hiding, Mrcus?

LEE
(i nto phone)
Sorry? | didn’t catch that.

RAY
(into phone)
O course you didn't.



18.

EXT. TOMWN - LATE AFTERNOCON

Lee is now wal king in place by the side of the road, swaying
inacircle, his eyes glaring.

RAY (V.Q)
(into phone, filtered)
Wait ten mnutes. Then neet ne
out si de base. W have work to do.

LEE
(deli berately feigned
civility, into phone)
Yes boss.

Swayi ng, Lee turns around.

H s eyes widen and a soft, respectful snmle appears on his
face.

Marcus is standing right in front of him his "gun" held
close to his chest, ainmed at Lee.

RAY (V.Q)
(into phone, filtered)
You hear ne this tine, Lee?

LEE
(into phone, distracted)
Il see you later.

Lee hangs up, letting his phone dangle to his side as he
adm res Marcus’s new facade.

Marcus continues to glare at Lee.

LEE
(respectfully)
Good job with the outfit swap,
Marcus. Didn’'t see that com ng.

MARCUS
(interrupting)
wal k... now.
Mar cus grabs Lee’s hands, turning him around.

Marcus takes Lee’s own "gun" from his pocket, stuffing it
into his jacket, all the while keeping his "gun" trained on
Lee’ s back.

Lee begins to walk up the road, Marcus behi nd him
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LEE
(upbeat)
Where are we goi ng?
MARCUS
The house.
LEE
Ah... can’t kill nme there though.
MARCUS
Qutsi de... where she died.
(beat)
It was you.
(beat)

You killed Charlotte.
Lee pauses, turning around to face Marcus.

LEE
Because?

MARCUS
Because Ray isn’'t smart enough to
| ock the doors of the house.

He then deliberately sways and noves into an all eyway
adj acent to them The alleyway is thin, barely enough room
for each of themto fit.

Lee wal ks inside, Marcus bl ocking out the sea of people
behi nd t hem

LEE
(facing Marcus)
She was gonna kill you, bro.
MARCUS

Eventual |y, sure, after Ray was...

LEE
No no, Marcus. Had you gone to the
base | ast night, you d be dead.

MARCUS
Not possible, Lee.

LEE
Listen... Ray is your target, | can
see it in your eyes. Charlotte was
my target. |I'’m Ray’s, even though
he keeps ne alive. That nmakes you

her’s.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 20.

MARCUS
(brushing it off)
She wasn’'t...

FLASH TO

| NT. BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Marcus sits on his bed, wearing pajanmas, watching Charlotte
as she | eans over his desk, perusing through his folders and
papers, her hair trickling against them

FLASH TO
EXT. TOMN - LATE AFTERNOON
Marcus stands in front of Lee, eyes still blinking in
bew | der ment .
MARCUS
She wasn’t concerned about w nning
t he gane.
LEE
O course she was, Marcus.
(beat)
In this gane, it’s every Assassin
for hinself.
FLASH TO

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Mar cus paces around his room Charlotte is busy taking
notes, scribbling away on a piece of paper, standing in
front of the diagram again

FLASH TO

EXT. BEDROOM - LATE NI GHT

Charlotte steps out froma building, texting Marcus "Can you
nmeet me at Jack’s house?" Brow | owered, eyes focused, she
begins to grin ear to ear.

As she continues to wal k forward, her hand gripping her

"gun" inside her pocket, Lee steps out from behind a bush
behi nd her.
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Lee, gaze centered, matter-of-factly raises his own "gun"
and ains at Charlotte.

Wth a loud POP, a red splotch clips Charlotte’s right ear.

CHARLOITE (V. Q)
(st unned)
You?

FLASH TO

EXT. TOMWN - LATE AFTERNOON

Marcus and Lee are now staring at each other in silence,
Marcus’s "gun" still trained on Lee.

MARCUS
Wiy save ne?

LEE
(grinning ear-to-ear)
Now we’ re getting somewhere.

MARCUS
What is it you want, Lee?

LEE
You really want to tear hi m down?

Marcus gulps twice and slowy lets his "gun" begin to list.
He finally lowers his "gun" conpletely and scrunches his
face in agreenment with Lee.

LEE
That’ s what | thought.
(beat)
Fol | ow re.

Lee pushes past Marcus, out of the alleyway, to the
si dewal k. Marcus, still flumobxed, stands still.

He then stuffs his "gun" into his jacket and follows Lee
into the crowd.

DI SSCLVE TO



22.

EXT. HOUSE - SUNSET

The mansion - Jack’s house - stands tall in the wind as the
| at e afternoon progresses towards night.

By the side of the road, a red car pulls up next to the
house, headlights flickering.

Ray sits inside the car, the folder with his name on it
still open and spread out on the dashboard.

EXT. HOUSE - SUNSET

Across the grassy field in front of the house, Mrcus steps
out of frominside the shed, crouching and ducking
underneath a pair of bushes.

Mar cus cl oses the door to the shed and bolt-locks it,
keepi ng one hand gripping his "gun" through his jacket
pocket .

Marcus’s eyes are trained on Ray’'s car across the field.

As Marcus nods, he chews the air, w ggling around his tongue
t owards the back of his nouth.

EXT. HOUSE - SUNSET

Ray, inside his car, finally closes the folder and reaches
into the glove conpartnent, taking his own "gun" and
stuffing it into the back of his pants.

Ray pal ms the steering wheel as his PHONE, sitting on the
dashboard, BUZZES. It’s a text message from Lee:

n LEEII
(6:58 PM
Marcus is in sight, boss.

Ray gives a soft, breathy "hmmi.

n '\EII
(6:58 PM
Wher e?

" LEE"
(6:59 PV
Meet nme by the side door. I'Il |ead
you to him

Ray hesitates with his fingers and brings his hand up to his
mout h. Hi s eyebrows raise.
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" LEE"
(6:59 PM
| thought you wanted to be there,
boss. Although it is dangerous.

Ray’ s eyes |ower and his face contorts.

n WII
(7: 00 PM
You're right. | do this.

Ray tosses the phone to the top of the dashboard, grabs a
second gun sitting on the passenger’s seat, and swiftly
exits the car, noving purposefully towards the side door.

EXT. HOUSE - SUNSET

Mar cus, wat ching Ray from behind sone nearby bushes, lightly
rubs/scratches the right side of his stonach.

He then stands up, shoes PLOPPI NG agai nst the grass.

EXT. HOUSE - SUNSET
Ray bounds toward the side door of the house, "gun" in hand.

RAY
(vocally, to be heard)
You better not be putting ne
behi nd, Lee.

Ray BASHES agai nst the edge of side door. In disbelief, he

begins jiggling the door with an echoi ng RUMBLE, but to no
avail .

The door is | ocked.

MARCUS (O S.)
Drop it, and behind you.

Wth a loud POP, the wall behind Ray is shattered with red
pai nt. Ray crouches to the ground as the cloud of red dust
trickles into the air above him

Marcus stands across the | anding, holding up Lee’ s cel
phone with one hand, the "gun" trained on Ray with the

ot her.

Ray shakes his head, feigning defeat, and tosses the one
"gun” in his hand to the side.

He turns to face Marcus.
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RAY
Mar cus Root .

MARCUS
(stepping toward Ray)
Ray Janeson.

RAY
(beat)
What’ d you do with hinf
MARCUS
Lee? The little guy’'s locked up in
the shed. | wouldn’t worry about
hi m
RAY

(feigning smle)
Never did, Ray.

(beat)
Al ways was usel ess. Even before |
had hi mon his knees.

MARCUS
(feigning agreenent)
That’s true... that is true. |
mean, how many people did he
actually kill for you?

RAY
(feigning smle)
Not many, old chap, not many.

(beat)
| don’t even know why he’s in the
gane.
MARCUS

(feigning agreenent)
Can't be a killer and an idiot at
the sane tine.

RAY
(feigning smle)
Exactly. Did you know he dropped
his gun when he tried to defend
hi nsel f? Jesus!

Marcus interrupts Ray with exaggerated, chortling | aughter.

Ray joins

MARCUS
(1 aughi ng)
Dropped his gun, really?

in wwth his own exaggerated chortles.
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RAY
(1 aughi ng)
Fredo Corl eone was better than this
guy, nan.
MARCUS
(1 aughi ng)

Pretty dunb, huh?

The | aughter fuses together as Marcus’s eyes dart back
across the field to the shed.

The shed door has now mnysteriously swung open.

As the laughter begins to die down, Ray’s fingers begin to
w ggle toward his second "gun"” in the back of his pants.

RAY
(conposi ng hinsel )
Yeah... for a noment there, |

thought you t ook hi m out for ne..
consi dering those detailed files
you have on us.

MARCUS
Real | 'y?

Ray’s fingers reach the tip of his "gun", stretching
t hensel ves out.

RAY
But then | thought about it and...
(beat)
Even after all this tinme...

H's fingers begin to wap around the "gun".

RAY
(serious)
You still don’t have it in you to

t ake --
Wth a loud POP, Ray is blasted back into the wall next to
the side door, a large red paint splotch appearing on his
chest.

Ray grunts as his arm contorted behind his body, is
scrunched against the wall as well.

Ray stares at Marcus, fl abbergasted.
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MARCUS
(matter-of-factly)
You were about to tell ne |
couldn’t take the kill shot, right?
(beat)
Even t hough you. .

Marcus shoots Ray again, this tinme up by his neck.
Ray’s |lip begins to curl, his eyes brimmng with fire.

MARCUS
You had to hide behind Lee all this
tine...
(beat)
Gane over, gutless.

Marcus matter-of-factly turns around and noves to wal k away,
fini shed.

Ray, fum ng, reaches into his pocket and swings his "gun"
around.

RAY
(grow i ng)
Gut | ess?

Ray ains at Marcus, but then there is another POP.

Ray freezes in place as Marcus, back to Ray, jerks his neck
back. Anot her POP.

Mar cus’ s body swi ngs around and he falls face-down into the
grass in front of Ray.

Ray, in shock, |ooks up and sees Lee, striding toward the
commoti on, holding his own "gun."

Lee says nothing, only glares at Ray, who nods and begins to
crack his fingers and back, conposing hinself.

RAY
(deneani ng)
Real |y great job, Lee.

(beat)
Too | ate now, buddy-boy. Too |late
now. | nean, what in God s nane are

you waiting for?

LEE
(i nterrupting)
What ki nd of man shoots someone
with their back turned?
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Ray stops short in his sentence as a silence cones over the
two of them

Marcus is not noving.

RAY
Ch pl ease, Lee, don’'t nmake a scene.

Lee says nothing, but keeps his gun trained on Ray.

RAY
(pointing at Marcus)
He didn't play fair. He had it
com ng.
(beat)
Marcus, get up

More silence. Ray stops in his tracks and creaks his head,
eyi ng Lee in concern.

LEE
(calmy)
Haven't seen Charl otte since | ast
night. | wonder it...

Ray, on his guard and stepping back fromLee, now eyes
Marcus, still immbile.

A red, thicker liquid begins oozing fromunderneath Marcus.
It trickles down, past his outstretched arnms, and creeps
toward Ray.

Ray’ s eyes now wi den conpletely and his nouth opens with a
si ckening GURAE. As his body tenses, he pushes into the
| ocked door, hands swi ggli ng.

RAY
(actually fearful)
Lee, what is this?

LEE
(calmy)
You always did treat this "gane" as
if it were real.
(beat)
This real enough?

Lee steps forward, his shoes PLOPPING into the red, oozing
[iquid comng from Marcus.

RAY
(pl eadi ng)
No, Lee, this isn’t you. You al ways
kept to yourself, but this?
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LEE
(quoti ng Ray)
"I could ve ended you - that day
you were on your knees like a
l[ittle bitch, | could ve ended
you. "

Lee CLICKS sonething, his armraising the gun.
LEE

(smling)
Ch, Ray - you shoul d have.

RAY
(pl eadi ng)
| was kidding, Lee... Lee?

Ray falls to his knees and grabs onto Lee’'s jacket.

LEE
You gonna stop spitting on people,
Ray?
RAY
Yes, | promse... | promse, Lee..
LEE
Real | y?
RAY
Yes, Lee, | do... forgive ne..
forgive ne..
LEE
Real | y?
RAY
Yes, yes... yes, | do... | do..
LEE
(beat)

Ray’' s eyes widen in utter fear and panic.
RAY
(pani cked)
No!
A | oud, echoing POP boons out across the | anding.
A cloud of red dust trickles into the air.

A red paint splotch appears on Ray’ s face.
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As Ray stays there, on his knees, nouth open in fear, red
pai nt clouding on his face, |aughter begins to take over the
at nosphere.

At first, it’s only Lee |aughing.
Ray’ s eyes open, revealing Marcus, |lying on his back,
perfectly fine. He begins w ping fake-squi b-blood fromhis

shirt and fromhis face, joining Lee as they both begin to
real ly guffaw.

Ray’ s eyes peel to the side.

Charlotte is there, along with a slew of other random
peopl e, | aughing and sniggering as well.

In Charlotte’s hands is a digital VIDEO CAMERA, the red
recordi ng dot blaring red.

Ray | ooks back at Lee.

RAY
(def eat ed)
Not funny.

The | aughter continues
RAY
(def eat ed, angered)
Not funny.

The | aughter drowns out any sound of Ray’s voice as Lee
begi ns cl appi ng hi s hands toget her

RAY
(def eated, grow ing)
Not... funny...
(interrupting hinself)
Just... get away from ne

Ray pushes hinself past Lee and across to the front door of
t he house.

He pushes open the door and stunbles inside, out of view
fromthe rest of the view ng public.

Frominside the house, a |oud, piercing SCREAM echoes
t hrough the trees.

Qutside, the laughter finally begins to die down.

Marcus gives a reserved snmle as Lee’s armextends in front
of Marcus, hel ping himup.
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LEE

(grinning)
Wl | done, old chap.

Lee suddenly realizes that a | arge anount of people are
still staring toward him waiting inpatiently for something.

LEE
(loudly, to everyone)
Ckay, guys, show s over. Show s
over.

As a collective sigh emanates fromthe crowd, Lee and Marcus
stand upright together, |ooking out past the horizon and
toward t he house.

Charlotte, letting the canera dangle to the side, smles
toward Marcus and, still chuckling, gives hima thunbs up.
Then, she too, begins to neander away.

MARCUS
(to Lee)
Well... you won.

LEE
(pl easantly surprised)
Yeah, how about that?

Marcus and Lee share another, partnerly grin, and give each
ot her one last smle.

MARCUS
Yeah... | should probably go tel
Jack the ganme’s over

The two nen begin to nmeander away from each other.

LEE
Yeah, you do that.
(beat)
| m gonna go hone and... have a
cigarette.

Marcus and Lee are stopped in freeze frane as energetic,
happy MJSI C bl ares on.

Roll credits



