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I NT. CAR - N GHT

Phil Collins' "In the Air Tonight" plays softly on the
radi o. The steady drunbeat mrrors the quiet tension in the
car.

DETECTI VES BRETT ROURKE (28) and NORMAN CLAY (42) sit in
their vehicle, watching a run-down suburban house. They're
bundl ed up, as if the stakeout has gone on far too | ong.

POV THROUGH BI NOCULARS: VI CTOR SLOAN, late 60s, sits in his
recliner wearing pajamas, eating crackers, and watching
reruns of Famly Feud with dead-eyed focus.

BRETT
You think he's our guy?

CLAY
(yawni ng)
|'"mstarting to think the
departnent's pranking us. Wtching
himis |ike watching paint dry.

Suddenly, raised voices pierce through the air - nuffled
yelling fromthe house next door.

CLAY
And just when | thought I'd die of
boredom .. they're at it again.

BRETT
(sm rking)
Honestly, that guy's got a better
shot at being the serial killer
t han Paj ama Man here.

CLAY
Except he'd have been a toddl er
when the killings started.

BRETT
Still acting |ike one. Wiy don't
t he nei ghbors ever conpl ai n?

CLAY
Fights are part of the marriage
package. Cones with the vows.

Brett freezes - his eyes |lock on sonething in the w ndow of
t he argui ng house.

Brett'S POV: The HUSBAND stands in the living room pointing
a GUN at his WFE.

Brett bolts out of the car.

CLAY
(al ar ned)
Brett! Get back here! You'll blow
our cover - Brett!



I NT. HOUSE - NI GHT

The door EXPLODES open as Brett kicks it in. The husband
spins around - surprised. Brett tackles himto the ground.
The gun clatters to the fl oor.

Brett pins the husband in a chokehold, his breathing heavy.
The W FE stands frozen, her hand covering her nmouth in
shock.

BRETT
(gruff, but calm
It's okay. You're safe now.

Cl ay appears at the doorway, furious. Brett glances toward
t he wi ndow.

Brett'S POV: Through the curtains, Victor in pajams watches
everything unfold with eerie stillness.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

Brett sits in a worn chair opposite the CAPTAIN (50s), a
har d- nosed figure who | ooks like he's seen it all.

CAPTAI N
(fum ng)
You're nore trouble than a foster
t eenager. Do you know how nuch heat
| took fromthe FBI for that stunt?

BRETT
| saved that woman's life.

CAPTAI N
(snaps)
You wrecked a federal operation for
NOTHI NG She vouched for her
husband. Witten statenent: "It was
just a fight."

BRETT
| saw him point the gun at her.

CAPTAI N
It's not about what you saw - it's
about what you can prove! And |'m
tired of your damm hunches and
enoti onal cowboy crap

Brett slouches back in his chair, biting his tongue.
CAPTAI N

That house wasn't your assignnent.
You went off course.



BRETT
(grunbling)
The old man's the nost boring guy
|"ve ever watched. This whole
operation is a joke.

CAPTAI N

(roaring)
W' re dealing with a psycho who
wites letters to us in his
victinms' bl ood--braggi ng about what
he's done. 1've given you too nuch
sl ack already. You're grounded.
Ef fective i medi ately.

BRETT
For doing nmy job? | didn't do
anyt hi ng wrong!

CAPTAI N
You shoul d be thanking your |ucky
stars | didn't fire your ass. One

nore m stake - hell, you so nuch as
fart in this building - and you're
done.

The Captain points to the door.

CAPTAI' N
Qut .

Brett holds his glare, but he stands and exits the room
sl anm ng the door behind him

CUT TO
I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - NEXT DAY

Brett sits slunped in his chair, flicking a rubber band
agai nst his thunmb. A shadow | oons over him

JASON
Still perfecting your finger
strength, | see.

Brett glances up at JASON (33) - a stocky officer with a
cocky grin, his shirt straining against his biceps.

JASON
Heard you're on the captain's good
side now. That's rare. Mist've been
a hell of a bribe.

BRETT
Jeal ousy doesn't suit you, Jason
Nei t her does that shirt.

Jason chuckl es, leaning in close.



JASON
Let nme guess, they've got you on
coffee duty? O did the captain
finally give you sonething real ?

BRETT
Don't you have sone evidence to
m shandl e? O maybe a mrror to
admre yourself in?

Jason smrks and saunters off, whistling a tune.

BRETT
(muttering)
Hi gh school called. They want their
bul I y back.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON - AFTERNOON

Captain stornms into the bullpen, a manila folder in hand. He
spots Brett |eaning back in his chair and slans the fol der
on the desk.

CAPTAI N
Conf ort abl e?

Brett jolts upright, rubbing his eyes.

BRETT
Not anynore. Thanks for that.

CAPTAI N
Good. You've been coasting |ong
enough. Tinme to earn your paycheck.

Brett straightens, intrigued.

BRETT
Finally. What's the gig?

CAPTAI N
Vegas.

BRETT

You' re j oki ng.

CAPTAI N
Do | look Iike I'"mjoking? HTCI A
conference. Toni ght.

Brett groans, |eaning back again.
BRETT

The nerd expo? Cone on, Cap. You
know I'mall ergic to Power Points.



CAPTAI N
Which is exactly why you need to
go. Upgrade your skills. Learn
sonet hi ng.

BRETT
How about sendi ng Jason? He | oves
show ng of f.

CAPTAI N
Jason's busy. Unlike you, he's
sol ving cases. Now pack your bags.
Flight's at eight.

BRETT
(grunbling)
| hope they have free drinks.

The captain glares, then wal ks away. Brett shakes his head,
grabbi ng the folder.

I NT. BRETT'S APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Brett unlocks the door to his small, cluttered apartnent.
LEOQ his loyal dog, bounds up, tail wagging. Brett crouches
to pet him his face softening for the first time all day.

BRETT
At | east you're happy to see ne,
buddy.

He tosses his keys onto the counter and grabs a beer from
the fridge. He hits play on his answering nmachi ne. BEEP

CLAUDE (V.Q)
Brett. It's Claude. Been a whil e,
kid. Listen, | knowit's hard, but
it's your nom s anniversary this
weekend. Would nean a lot if you
cane by. Call ne.

Brett sighs, staring at the machine for a nonent before
heading to his bedroom The roomis a ness - clothes strewn
about, dunbbells on the floor, and enpty beer cans on the

ni ght stand. A single photo of a woman hangs on the wall: his
not her.

He pulls out a battered suitcase and starts throw ng cl ot hes
i n haphazardly. Leo sits by his feet, watching him

ON TV:

A young REPORTER interviews an ol der man, VICTOR (65), who
| ooks di shevel ed but defiant.

REPORTER
Many believe you' re the San
Franci sco Reaper. Care to comment ?



VI CTOR
Bel i eve what you want. Doesn't make
it true. I"'msixty five years ol d.

VWhat do | care?

REPORTER
Then why do they suspect you?

VI CTOR
Ask them If they had any evidence,
|'d al ready be | ocked up. Instead,
they're wasting their tine
har assi ng ne.

REPORTER
What's your nessage to the
authorities?

VI CTOR
Do your job. Find the real killer.
And | eave nme the hell al one.

Brett stares at the screen, his grip tightening on the
renote. He shuts the TV off, his reflection staring back at
himin the black screen - tired, haunted, and restless.

CUT TO
I NT. PARK - EVEN NG

A chessboard sits on a park table, its few pieces remaining.
An ol d, weat hered hand noves the black rook with deliberate
preci si on.

CLAUDE
Checknmat e.

The hand bel ongs to CLAUDE (55), a man with a French beard,
side-parted hair, and clubmaster gl asses - he exudes style,
i ke an aging father who's seen it all. A young man offers
hi m noney, but C aude dism sses it with a wave.

A distant bark catches his attention. He glances toward the
sound - BRETT, standing by a tree, his dog at his side.
Cl aude' s expression softens, and he smles.

CLAUDE
Hey, buddy! Cone here.

The dog dashes toward him and C aude bends down to pet it.
Brett wal ks over, his deneanor unreadabl e.

BRETT
Another win for the brilliant
Cl aude Del acroi x. What's the
secret?



CLAUDE
Sinplicity, Brett. People
overthink. They'll | ook everywhere,

but mss what's right in front of
them That's how you beat an equal .

BRETT
You sure | ove dom nating, don't
you?

CLAUDE

Survival of the fittest, kid. How d
you know |'d be here?

BRETT
Unl i ke your noves, your routine's
predi ct abl e.

CLAUDE
ad habits die hard.

They begin to wal k side by side, the dog trotting ahead.
Cl aude's sharp eyes flicker toward Brett.

CLAUDE
So, what's the probl en?

Brett hesitates, caught between words.

CLAUDE
Don't look at ne like that. You
woul dn't conme here without a
reason. Spill it.

BRETT
Thought 1'd just stop by. W
haven't talked in a while.

CLAUDE
| appreciate that. That's why |
invited you to dinner.

BRETT
About that... | can't make it. |I'm
headi ng to Vegas.

Claude's face falters for a nonent, then he sighs deeply.

CLAUDE
You don't have to lie. If you
didn't want to cone, you could' ve
just said so.

BRETT
No, it's not that. Captain's
sendi ng ne. Sone tech conference.
It's... his way of punishing ne.



Cl aude rai ses an eyebrow, the |lines around his eyes
deepeni ng as he absorbs this.

CLAUDE
Puni shi ng you? For what ?

BRETT
| nmessed up. Let ny enpotions get
the better of ne.

Cl aude gl ances away, eyes narrow ng as though he's neasuring
sonet hi ng unspoken.

CLAUDE
You al ways | et your enotions |ead.
That's your problem

Brett clenches his jaw but says not hi ng.

BRETT
| know what you're thinking. "I
told you so."

CLAUDE
' mnot gonna say that.

BRETT
Yeah, you were never a fan of ne
becom ng a cop. Al ways thought |
was too... unstable.

Cl aude's gaze softens, but there's a weight to his words
when he speaks next.

CLAUDE
| lost your nother, Brett. | didn't
want to | ose you too. | worried

about you.
Brett's pace slows, but he's quick to brush it off.
BRETT
| can take care of nyself. Don't
worry about nme.

Cl aude doesn't respond i medi ately. Instead, he | ooks at the
dog again, a silent nonment passing between them

CLAUDE

You taking Leo with you?
BRETT

No, I'mleaving himwth Lori.
CLAUDE

| can take care of him You go do
what you need to.

Brett eyes Cl aude for a beat, then nods.



BRETT
Are you sure?
CLAUDE
Yeah. | could use the conpany.
BRETT
Thanks.
CLAUDE

Least | can do.

Brett turns toward the exit, but before he | eaves, he
gl ances back at C aude.

BRETT
|'ve got his stuff in the car.

Cl aude nods and starts following him his novenents
del i berate. The park feels quieter now, as if the tension
bet ween father and son lingers in the air.

CUT TO
| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

The door creaks open, spilling light fromthe hallway into
the dimroom Brett enters, flicking the swtch. The harsh
fluorescent lights buzz to life, revealing a bland,

i npersonal space. He drops his bag by the door and col |l apses
face-first onto the bed.

FLASHBACK:
EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY (1985)

From a di stance, a mangl ed car | eans against a nmassive tree.
Snmoke wafts lazily fromthe hood.

I nsi de, the crunpled frane of a woman slunps lifelessly
against the driver's seat. It's the sane woman fromthe
photograph in Brett's apartnment - his nother. Blood stains
her face, shattered glass glitters like cruel confetti.

On the seat beside her lies a sealed Optinus Prinme action
figure, its plastic packaging snmeared with bl ood.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT ( PRESENT)

Brett jolts awake, his breath shallow He stares at the
ceiling, disoriented, his nother's face still lingering in
hi s m nd.

Draggi ng hinsel f out of bed, he steps onto the bal cony. The
cool night breeze brushes against himas he lights a
cigarette with shaky hands. He gazes out at the distant city
lights, his expression hollow A tear slips down his cheek
whi ch he hurriedly w pes away.



10.
| NT. EXPO CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Brett slouches in the |last row of a sparsely attended
conference, his eyes struggling to stay open. H's head
droops, and he accidentally |leans onto the shoul der of the
attendee beside him

AT TENDEE
(clears throat)
Coffee's outside. To the left.

Brett startles awake, nuttering an apol ogy, and stunbl es
toward the exit.

I NT. EXPO HALLWAY - COFFEE STATI ON

Brett rubs his eyes, waiting as coffee drips into a

di sposabl e cup. Standing beside himis a sharply dressed
young man in a tailored three-piece suit, his glasses
catching the light. H s nanetag reads: HAN ARCHER

HAN
Excuse ne, but do | know you?

Brett glances at him taking a sip of coffee.

BRETT
Not if |I can help it.

He turns to | eave, but sonmething in Han's face gives him
pause.

BRETT
Wait... you do |ook famliar.

HAN
Brett Rourke? Jackson Hi gh?

Brett blinks, startl ed.

BRETT
Yeah. How the hell do you know
t hat ?

HAN
| renmenber everyone who mattered.
GQuess | had to--back then, | was
just a face in the crowd. You,
t hough? You were inpossible to
forget.

Brett chuckl es, feigning nodesty.

BRETT
Let nme guess. Hall nonitor? Debate
t ean?



HAN

Han Archer. W used to skip class
toget her, sneak into the bl eachers.
You don't renenber?

BRETT

(searching his nenory)
Han Archer...smartest guy in
school . Guess sone things never

change.

HAN
(grinning)

You' re sharper than you let on.
Still playing the tough guy act,

huh?

BRETT
Gotta look like a

HAN
You | ook the part.
different. Nbre...

life does that.
Brett shifts unconfortably,

HAN

cop.

But you're
guar ded. QGuess

his smle fading.

Especially after what happened with

your not her.

A tense silence falls. Brett
cof f ee.

BRETT

| ooks down, swirling his

So what about you? Let ne guess

--C A?

HAN
(sm rking)
Cl ose. How d you f

BRETT
The suit. Looks |

i gure?

ke it costs nore

than nmy car. And only the
government would hire a brain |ike

yours.
HAN
(laughi ng softly)
Still good at reading people, |
see.
BRETT

Cones with the job. Speaking of...
What brings you to this geek fest?

11.



12.

HAN
To show off, nostly. You want to
see sonet hing incredible?

BRETT
(skeptical)
Depends. |Is this going to involve
Power Poi nt s?

HAN
Not quite. Let me ask you - what's
the nost crucial yet fallible piece
of evidence in any crinme?

BRETT
Eyew t nesses?

HAN
Exactly. nmenory is flawed. People
forget, msinterpret, mss details.

BRETT
Tell me about it. My nmenory's crap.

HAN
VWhat if it didn't have to be? Wat
if you could access your past as
clearly as today?

Brett narrows his eyes, unconvi nced.

BRETT
Sounds |i ke sonething out of a bad
sci-fi novel.

HAN

O the future.
BRETT

Yeah, sure. Maybe in thirty years.
HAN

Thirty years? Try today. Conme with

ne.

Han strides away, his excitenent pal pable. Brett hesitates,
then follows, muttering under his breath

BRETT
|"mgoing to regret this.

| NT. CAR VAN -

A nuffled thud echoes as light floods the cranped interior
of the van. Han steps inside briskly and flips on the
overhead lights, revealing a maze of tangled wires, sleek
gadgets, and nonitors that seem decades ahead of their tinmne.



13.

Brett lingers at the doorway, w de-eyed, his confusion
mngling with curiosity.

BRETT
What is this? A portable |ab?

HAN
This is proof. The future isn't
comng; it's already here.

BRETT
(Sm rks)
| knew you were smart, Han. Didn't
realize you were nmad scienti st
smart.

HAN
(Looki ng seri ous)
No jokes. Step in, close the door.

Brett hesitates, then shuts the door and joins Han, scanning
the setup. His gaze |lands on a |l arge, om nous contai ner
dom nating the space.

BRETT
(Points at it)
VWhat's... that?

HAN
The key.

Han picks up a contraption - a headpi ece that |ooks like a
shower cap nmade of wires - and hands it to Brett.

HAN
Put this on.

BRETT
(Skeptical)
This isn't going to fry ny brain,
isit?

HAN
Trust ne. You'll be fine.

Han wal ks to the contai ner and swi ngs the door open. Inside,
a dark liquid shimers faintly under the |ights.

HAN
Get in.

BRETT
(Cetting cold feet)
Hol d up. You're not gonna drown ne
inthis, right?



14.

HAN
(Smling faintly)
Rel ax. Just think of a good nmenory
- sonething vivid. That's all you
need to do.

Han hands hi m an eye mask, headphones and nudges himgently
toward the tank.

HAN
The headphones will play sone
cal m ng nusic. Now go.

Brett hesitates but clinbs in, lowering hinself into the
| ukewar m wat er

| NT. FLOAT TANK -

Brett floats weightlessly in the darkness, disconnected from
t he worl d.

BRETT
(Whi spering to hinself)
This must be what floating in space
feels |ike.

He slips on the eye mask. Gentle, therapeutic nusic huns in
his ears, soothing him H's breaths slow as he drifts into a
deep, neditative state.

I NT. HOUSE - 1980S - POV

FromBrett's eyes, the world conmes alive: a pristine

subur ban honme bathed in golden light, decorated with
bal | oons. The faint humof "M . Rogers"” plays on the TV in
the Iiving room

The scent of baked goods wafts fromthe kitchen, where a
woman hunms a fam liar tune.

He feels a warm pang of nostal gia.

BRETT (V.Q.)
(Wi speri ng)
Mom . .

The front door creaks open. Brett's POV swings toward the
sound, catching nuddy boots and a raincoat dripping on the
fl oor.

CLAUDE (O S.)
Qops. Made a ness.

Cl aude, younger and cl ean-shaven, steps into view. He |ooks
al nost |i ke someone el se but unm stakably famliar.



15.

CLAUDE
(Whi spering
conspiratorially)
Shh. Don't tell Mm

He tiptoes up the stairs, vanishing briefly, then reappears
wi th a shimering necklace in hand.

CLAUDE
(Ginni ng)
Think she'll like it?
TRUDY (Q. S.)
Brett, who's there?
CLAUDE
It's me, honey.
TRUDY (Q. S.)
Cl aude? Aren't you supposed to be
at work?
CLAUDE

(St eppi ng cl oser)
Can't a man mss his wfe and cone
hone early?

TRUDY (O. S.)
That's not |ike you. You're
acting... strange.

CLAUDE

(Strangely calm
Turn around, sweetheart. C ose your
eyes.

Brett's POV inches toward the kitchen, breaths quickening. A
shadowy figure energes: Trudy. Her golden hair shimrers in
the light, and her warm notherly smle cuts through Brett's
grow ng sense of dread.

TRUDY
Isn't it beautiful, Brett?

Her voice warps as the necklace around her neck glints in
the light. Brett's breathing turns frantic.

I NT. VAN -

The tank door swi ngs open. Brett spills out, gasping for
air, trenbling violently.

HAN
(Al ar ned)
Brett! Are you okay?

Brett's vision blurs. He doubles over, retching onto the
fl oor.



16.

HAN
(Steadying him
| told you to think of a good
menory. What the hell did you see?

Brett stares up at Han, pale and shaken.

BRETT
(Whi speri ng)
My nother... and him

H s body goes sl ack, and he coll apses into unconsci ousness.
CUT TO
| NT. HAN' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

Brett wakes up, head throbbing. He blinks against the
norning light, scanning the unfamliar room The faint sound
of a TV broadcast draws himtoward the |iving room

ON SCREEN

Victor Sloan |lies face down on the pavenent as officers cuff
his wists behind his back. They yank himto his feet and
begin escorting himtowards a waiting police car. Reporters
swarmin close, mcrophones outstretched, shouting

guesti ons.

REPORTER
M. Sloan, are you really the San
Franci sco Reaper?

coP
Move it, |ady.

VI CTOR
l"'mno killer! I"minnocent! This
is a setup! There's a conspiracy--
CoP 2
(gruffly)

That's enough. Qut of the way.

HAN (O S.)
How re you feeling?

Brett turns to see Han watching him

BRETT
(groani ng)
Li ke ny skull's been used for
batting practi ce.

HAN
Imagine if it's a bad nenory.
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BRETT
It wasn't just a nenory. It was
real. | was there.

HAN

Because you were.
Brett processes this. Han hands hima cup of coffee.

HAN
Must be disorienting.

BRETT
(snorting)
That's putting it lightly. My
brain's scranbl ed.

He takes a sip, exhales.

BRETT
Thanks for the coffee.

He sets the cup down and noves toward the door.
HAN
You sure you're good? You can
barely wal k straight.
BRETT
"1l get a cab. N ce neeting you,
Han.

Han sips his coffee, his concern evident as he watches Brett
| eave.

I NT. FLIGHT - N GHT

Brett sits by the wi ndow, popping an aspirin. He exhal es,
staring ahead bl ankly.

A passenger wal ks by, a shiny necklace catching the dim
cabin |ight.

FLASHBACK

-- H's stepfather fastening a sim|lar necklace around his
not her' s neck.

-- *His nother's lifeless body in the car - the neckl ace
gone. *

Brett closes his eyes, rubbing his brow
| NT. CLAUDE' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

The doorbell rings. The dog perks up, tail wagging, and sits
by the door.

Cl aude scratches the dog's ears before opening the door.



The dog junps on brett, licking his face.

A beat .

CLAUDE
(grinning)
He woul dn't be the only one who
m ssed you.

BRETT
(petting the dog)
| hope he didn't give you too nuch
troubl e.

CLAUDE
Nah, he's a good | ad. Wanna cone
in? | have sone pizza?

BRETT
No, |I'mgood. | need to go honme and
rest.

CLAUDE

Agreed. You look fried. Dd you
| earn anyt hi ng new?

BRETT
b (caught off guard)
uh*

CLAUDE
At the conference.

BRETT
(hesi tates)
Yeah, it was.. crazy.

CLAUDE
(grinning)
Technol ogy noves so fast. Hard to
keep up -especially for a dinosaur

like me.
BRETT
Actually, I wanted to ask you
sonet hi ng.
CLAUDE
Go ahead.
BRETT

Do you renenber the necklace you
gave ny not her?

Cl aude' s expression stills.

CLAUDE
Yeah. | renenber.

18.
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BRETT
(carefully)
Do you know where it is?

CLAUDE
(shrugging slightly)
No idea, Kkid.
BRETT
She wasn't wearing it when she
di ed.
CLAUDE
Real | y? Huh. That was a long tine
ago. |I'minpressed you stil
remenber it.
BRETT
(flatly)
Wsh | didn't.
A pause.
CLAUDE
Maybe she just didn't wear it that
day.
BRETT

She al ways wore it.
A charged sil ence. O aude exhal es, |eaning back

CLAUDE
Wsh | could help, kid. But tinme
passes. Menories fade.

BRETT
Ri ght. Thanks agai n.

CLAUDE
Anytime, kiddo.

Brett wal ks out the door. The dog trots past himto the car,
tail wagging. Brett slides into the driver's seat.

Cl aude stands at the door, watching him go.

CLAUDE
Godspeed.

Brett drives off as Ol aude stands there, his smle fading
slightly.

CUT TO BLACK.
| NT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY

Brett steps inside. The squad room huns with scattered
activity, but half the desks sit enpty. He gl ances around



20.
and makes his way to his desk. Drops into his chair.
Dasha (23), a bright-eyed rookie, passes by holding a file.

BRETT
Dasha, where is everybody?

DASHA
At M. Sloan's house. Judge signed
off on a new warrant this norning.
| hope they'll find sonething and
finally close this decades-old
nmess.

BRETT
Funny how we couldn't find anything
solid until now. Makes you wonder
if he's really the killer.

DASHA
We' ve had a dozen tips nam ng him
And soneone spotted hi mnear one of
the crinme scenes.

Jason wal ks in, cutting themoff.

JASON
Brett! Sorry we couldn't organize a
proper honecom ng. Your absence has
been... deeply felt. | nean, |ook
at us - thriving w thout you.

BRETT
| know you | ove being the best at
everything... Even being an

asshol e.
Jason shoots a gl ance at Dasha.
JASON
Careful, rookie. He's a hothead.
Doesn't play well with others.
He wal ks of f, snug.
Dasha wat ches himgo, then turns to Brett and nouths:

DASHA
| hate him

Brett smrks faintly, shaking his head.
CUT TO
| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - DAY.
Victor sits alone beneath a bright overhead |light, the rest

of the room swallowed in shadow. H s eyes are sunken, his
cheekbones sharp. Calm but mles away in thought.
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BUZZ. The door unl ocks. Jason steps in, shuts it behind him

VI CTOR
Had your kicks stal king an i nnocent
old man?

Jason circles himslowy.

JASON
Hard to play innocent when you're
wavi ng a gun and threatening to
shoot soneone in broad daylight.

Jason pauses behind him lights a cigarette.

VI CTOR
| want a | awyer.

JASON
Thought so. Strange, though. You
had no trouble running your nouth
in front of that reporter.

VI CTOR
| said | want a | awer.

JASON
He's on his way.

Jason |l eans in just enough.

JASON
Must be eating you up inside. Fresh
war rant and peopl e searchi ng your
house. Deep down... | think you
know you' re screwed.

Jason noves in front of him sits on the table, eyes | ocked.

JASON
| f you were innocent, you woul dn't
be this quiet. Looks to ne |ike
you're in deep shit.

VI CTOR
Way don't you fuck off?

JASON
|'ve seen a |ot of people in this
chair. You can always tell when
they' re about to break.

VI CTOR
Then you should know |I' m not one of
t hem

JASON

Quilty men ask for |awers.
| nnocent ones have nothing to hide.
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VI CTOR
Who the hell do you think I anf? |
can snell your bullshit from across
the room I'mnot falling for it.

JASON
The nore you talk, the guiltier you
sound. You've been here before. You
know how t hi s works.

Victor shifts, tense. Jaw | ocked. H's eyes cut into Jason

VI CTOR
"' mnot guilty.

JASON
Then start convincing ne.

Victor | eans back, arnms crossed. Breathing heavier now.
JASON

That's what | thought. Not even
your | awyer can help you.

VI CTOR
| defended nyself. Wiat was |
supposed to do? Let themkill nme?
JASON
You had an illegal firearm And you

pointed it at a teenager.
The door bursts open. Victor's LAWER storns in.

LAWYER
VWhat the hell is this?

JASON
Just a friendly chat.

LAWER
Don't play ganes.

JASON
(rmuttering)
You | ucky bast ard.

The | awyer stands beside Victor.

LAWYER
What did you say to hin®

VI CTOR
It's fine. Let ne speak.

LAWER
No, you won't. You keep your nouth
shut .
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VI CTOR
| couldn't get a | egal gun because
of your damm depart nent.

LAWER
Don't say anot her word.

VI CTOR
You plastered nmy face all over the
news. Called ne a deranged seri al
killer. Now |I've got people trying
to kill nme. | had to protect
nmysel f.

The | awyer rubs his forehead, defeated. Jason smrks as he
heads for the door.

VI CTOR
You ruined ny life. You fucking
asshol es.

Jason slips out wthout a word.
| NT. BRI EFI NG ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The roomis packed with detectives and rookies. At the
front, a crime board displays a | arge photo of Victor Sl oan.
Murmurs float through the air as everyone waits.

The Captain strides in, commandi ng attention. He wal ks past
t he desks, glancing at a few case fol ders.

CAPTAI N
Talk to ne, Norman. G ve me
sonet hi ng worth hearing.

NORVAN
|'"'mafraid | can't, sir. Forensics
are still processing the scene.
CAPTAI N

Then | want every inch of that
house searched. No dust bunny |eft
behi nd.

Nor man nods. The Captain steps to the front of the room

CAPTAI N
Jason?
JASON
He admtted to owning the illegal
firearm But, nothing about the
murders. He'll crack. Sooner or
| ater.

The Captain scans the room Hi's eyes |land on Brett, sitting
quietly in the back.
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CAPTAI N
Brett. Good to have you back, son
Especially now, when we need al
hands.

Jason turns to Brett, his voice |oaded with sarcasm

JASON
Yeah. Hopefully that little
vacation of yours gave you sone
w sdom we can actually use.

Jason smrks. Brett shoots hima glare. The Captain shakes
his head and refocuses.

CAPTAI N
Rooki es, wel cone aboard. G ad to
see sone new bl ood. W need every
one of you on this before the warm
case turns cold again.

The Captain wal ks to the board and points at Victor's photo.

CAPTAI N
Here's what we know. Victor Sl|oan
known by the press as the "San
Franci sco Reaper." Vi etnam vet.
Later a cab driver. No alibi.
Spotted near one of the scenes.
Tal ks about killing people in the
past. And mlitary-issue boots size
13. Just like his, were found at a
crime scene.

Brett |eans back in his chair, arns crossed, visibly
uni nt er est ed.

CAPTAI N
Brett, you're in charge of the case
files. I want everyone digging.

We're m ssing sonething and | want
this guy nailed. Get to work!

The room starts to clear. Detectives and rookies file out
W th purpose.

Brett stays behind, surrounded by new faces.

CUT TO
| NT. BRI EFI NG ROOM - AFTERNOON.
Rooki es nove through the room sorting through case files.
Brett sits in the corner, |egs kicked up on the table,
flipping through a folder and sipping coffee.

Dasha approaches with a box of files and drops it in front
of him
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Brett lets out a long sigh and tosses the file in his hand
to the floor. He | eans forward, grabs a new one fromthe
box, and begins flipping through.
Sonet hi ng catches his eye.
He stops.
He pulls a photo fromthe folder. Hs eyes w den
| NSERT - PHOTO A m ddl e-aged woman, VENESSA SUTHERLAND,
smling. A delicate necklace hangs around her neck - one
Brett has seen before.

FLASH CUT: C aude gently places that very sane neckl ace
around Brett's nmother's neck on her birthday.

Brett's fingers trenble as he flips to the case summary. His
eyes land on the date of death.

"DOD: May 11, 1985."
Brett freezes. Hs nother's birthday.

He flips to the crine scene photos.

| NSERT - PHOTO Venessa, dead in the nud.

FLASH CUT: C aude wal king into the house wth nuddy boots on
Trudy's birthday.

The photo slips fromBrett's fingers. H's breath quickens.
He's spiraling.
| NT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUCUS.

Brett stunbles out of the briefing room sweating, nauseous.
H s hand grazes the wall for balance as he heads for the
restroom

| NT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The door swings open. Brett falls to his knees over the
toilet and vomts violently. He pants. Tries to coll ect
hi msel f.

Sl unps against the cold tile floor.

JASON (O. S.)
I"'mglad | got the case. Cearly,
you don't have the stomach for it.

Brett |ooks up furious, exhausted. Jason |eans agai nst the
wal |, arnms crossed.

BRETT
Yeah, yeah. You're the tough guy.
You wi n. Now fuck off.
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JASON
Careful, Brett. You're talking to
t he one in charge.

BRETT
| don't have tinme for this. Just
| eave.

JASON

The departnent doesn't have tine
for your neltdown. W' ve got a case
to solve. Tinme's ticking.

BRETT
(quietly, then stronger)
He's not the guy.

Jason steps forward, puzzled.

JASON
What are you tal ki ng about ?

BRETT
Victor's a scapegoat. If he were
the killer, we'd have sonething by
now. That's the m ssing piece.

JASON
You better have sonething to back
t hat up.

Brett slans the back of his head agai nst the stall.
Def eat ed.

BRETT
| don't have evidence. Not yet. But
| know it's not him

JASON
That's what | thought. Everything
was on track. You screwed it up
before, and you're screwing it up
now. Didn't learn a damm thing, did
you?

Jason | eans over Brett.

JASON
You're only good at one thing -
maki ng excuses for your
i nconpetence. He's innocent because
*you* failed to do your job.

JASON
You're just an inpul sive, washed-up
prick. A sorry excuse for a cop.

SNAP. Brett |unges. Gabs Jason by the collar, eyes
bl oodshot, spit flying.
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BRETT
Listen to nme, you insecure son of a
bitch. The only thing you' re good
at 1s kissing ass.

Jason shoves hi m back

JASON
You' re patheti c.

Jason turns toward the door. Brett |aunches again. A flurry
of fists.

They grapple. Jason |ands a punch to Brett's gut.
EXT. BATHROOM - CONTI NUCUS.

A group of rookies gather outside, listening to the
commotion inside. The Captain storns down the hall and
bursts through the door.

| NT. BATHROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The Captain finds Jason and Brett on the floor - bl oody,
breat hi ng hard. Jason's got Brett in a chokehol d.

CAPTAI N
That's enough! Everyone out!

The rookies scatter. Jason lets go. Brett gasps for air.
CAPTAI N

You two ought to be ashanmed. Jason,
| expected nore from you.

JASON
(panti ng)
Sorry, sir.
CAPTAI N

And you, Brett...

He kneel s, shakes hi s head.

CAPTAI N
| thought the trip to Vegas would
fix you. I was wong. Everyone el se

was right. You' re unstable-- a
liability to this departnent. |
shoul d' ve done this a long tine
ago.

( BEAT)
You're fired.

The Captain wal ks out. Jason foll ows.

Brett stays on the floor, shaking - heartbroken, humli ated.
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CUT TO
I NT. BRETT'S HOUSE - DAY

Brett lies sprawled on the bed. The dog waits by his side,
tail waggi ng. A knock at the door. Then anot her.

He groans, drags hinself up, and sl eepwal ks to the door.

Dasha stands there, holding a cardboard box.

BRETT
Dasha? \Wat the hell are you doing
here?

DASHA

Just checking in.

BRETT
Captain send you?

DASHA
| wsh. Sorry, no.

Brett shrugs, half anused, half bitter.

BRETT
Don't be. Wuldn't be the first
time soneone |eft me hanging.

She sets the box at his feet.

DASHA
Copy of the case files.

BRETT
You didn't hear? |'m suspended.

DASHA
| heard. That's why |I'm here. A nman
wi thout a target usually
self-destructs. |'ve seen it
bef ore.

Brett studi es her

sincerity witten all over her face.

BRETT
I"'mflattered you care. But maybe
"' mwong. Maybe they're right.

DASHA
That woman you saved; she's dead.
Her husband shot her.

(beat)
| believe you, Brett. Victor's not
the guy. | just don't want to watch

anot her innocent |ife get wasted.
Maybe this tinme...you' Il gather
conpel I'i ng evi dence.
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For a nmoment, she al nost hugs him but instead just pats his
shoul der. Then she heads for her car.

Brett watches her |eave, the box heavy in his hands. He
steps inside, shuts the door.

CUT TO
| NT. BRETT'S HOUSE - NI GHT
Brett sits cross-legged on the floor, surrounded by open
files, papers scattered like a storm A drained coffee jar
sits beside his enpty nug. H s eyes burn with fatigue.
He finally pushes hinself to his feet, stretching, restless.
CUT TO
| NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT

Brett stares into the mrror. Hs reflection: tired,
unshaven, | ost.

He lathers up, razor in hand. Bit by bit, he shaves away the
scruff, water washing over him By the end, his face is raw,
but clearer. A man trying to becone whol e again.

CUT TO
EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Brett lays a fresh bouquet at a gravestone. It reads: "TRUDY
ROURKE: May 11 1985. Death - 1985."

He lingers. Across the way, another funeral is in progress -
the woman he failed to save, |lowered into the ground. Her
not her' s angui shed sobs echo across the sil ence.

Brett stares at her photo, guilt hollow ng himout. He bows
hi s head, eyes cl osed.

CUT TO
| NT. CAR - DAY
Brett drives slowy wth the windows rolled down.
The radi o huns a nostal gic tune.
Qutside: famliar streets, old houses, kids on bikes, a
corner store he once ran past barefoot. Flashes of his
chi | dhood bl eed through the present, softening him

For the first tinme in a long while, a faint smle.

CUT TO
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| NT. GRANDMA' S HOUSE - DAY

A cozy, lived-in hone. Cospel preaching hunms softly in the
background. KNOCK! KNOCK

GRANDMA (Q.S.)
Hold on, |'m com n'

The door opens to reveal Brett's CGRANDVA - silver-haired,
sweet, a hint of Ms. Doubtfire warnmth in her face. Her eyes
i ght up.

GRANDVA
Brett!

She pulls himinto a hug. The Dog darts inside, tai
waggi ng.

GRANDIVA
OCh, honey... What happened to you?
BRETT
It's nothing. Just a scrape. Don't
Worry.
GRANDIVA
Sit. Sit.

Brett drops onto the sofa. G andma rushes off, returns with
a first-aid kit, kneels, and tends his wound with practiced
care.

GRANDVA
An untreated wound i s the npst
danger ous ki nd.

BRETT
GQuess it brings back the nurse in
you.

GRANDIVA

Wio says | retired? You don't need
a uniformto hel p people.

She finishes and heads to the kitchen. Brett's eyes wander -
a wall with faded pencil marks: his name, his height, year
by year.

Grandma returns with cooki es.

GRANDIVA
Fresh today.

Brett bites into one. His face softens.

BRETT
Damm. | m ssed these.
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GRANDVA
So what kept you away?
BRETT
Menories. | didn't wanna | ook back.

So | shut it all out.

GRANDIVA
Because of your nother?

Brett nods, gaze dropping.

BRETT
Every time | think of her... | fal
apart.

G andma sits beside him

GRANDIVA
Once | had a patient - knee
swol | en, hurting. Looked fine on
t he outside. But when the doctor
opened it up, there was an old
wound underneath, festering. He
never let it heal. Sonetines the
only way forward... is to face the
hurt.

Brett blinks back tears. His |ips press tight.

Grandma pl aces a gentle hand on his shoul der.

GRANDIVA
She was ny angel too. | bought this
house so | could still feel her

here. Keeps nme goi ng.
A beat. She nudges the plate toward him

GRANDIVA
Now don't be shy. Take anot her.

Brett smles faintly, takes a cookie.

CUT TO
| NT. BRETT'S OLD ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
The roomis a time capsule: westling, novie posters, old
toys, VHS tapes. Brett stands still, nenories flashing
around him- his nother's |laughter, a birthday, a hug
goodni ght. Echoes of a boyhood cut short.

CUT TO
EXT. GRANDMA' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Grandma stands on the porch with the dog as Brett gets into
his car.



32.

BRETT

You sure you can handl e hin?
GRANDIVA

Please. 1'll enjoy the conpany.
BRETT

Thank you, G andnma. Goodni ght.

GRANDVA
Have a safe drive

She waves, smling warmy, as Brett drives off into the
ni ght .

Her silhouette lingers, the porch light glowng like a
beacon.

CUT TO
I NT. HAN' S MANSI ON, SACRAMENTO - NI GHT

The door creaks open. Han stands there in runpled paj anas,
hair sticking up, eyes half-asleep.

HAN
What the hell are you doing here?

BRETT
Thought you could use a full-tine
test subject. (pauses, bitter
smle) So | quit ny job.

Han blinks, caught between confusion and disbelief.
CUT TO
| NT. HAN' S DRAW NG ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Brett slouches on the couch, drained. Han sits upright
across fromhim thoughtful. The shrill whistle of a kettle
cuts through the silence.
Han pours coffee into two cups.
HAN
You believe your stepfather is the
i nfamous serial killer.
Brett takes the cup.

BRETT
Yes.

HAN
And do you have any evidence to
support that clainf

Brett takes a sl ow sip.



BRETT
Not yet. But | will.
(wth resolve)
Wth the help of your machine.

Han exhal es, | eans back.

HAN
And how exactly do you plan to do
t hat ?

Brett |eans forward, energized.

BRETT
| have the dates.

He pulls a folded sheet from his pocket.

BRETT
The dates of the nurders... and the
dates he was in ny life.

Han t akes the paper, scans it.

BRETT
| relive those nenories. | find the
evidence. Can it be done?

Han | ooks up, uneasy.

HAN
| don't know, Brett.

BRETT
Cone on. You're the smart guy.
Figure it out.

HAN
| don't think your brain can handl e
it.

BRETT
You take care of the tech. I'lI
worry about the damage.

Han renoves his gl asses, thinking.

HAN
There is a way. Something simlar
to rem ni scence therapy. | can
simul ate the environnent --
weat her, sound, events -- of those
specific dates. If your nenory
sparks, | can isolate it... enhance

it.
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I NT. TANK - DAY

Brett floats in a pitch-black tank. A specialized hel net,
riddled wwth wires, covers his head. Headphones. Bl i ndfol d.

HAN (V. Q)
To relive a nmenory, you nust spend
the sane anount of tine inside it.
Fifteen hours for each day. It'll

feel like a dream
BRETT (V. Q.)
| could use sone sl eep.
HAN (V. Q)
We al ternate days. Your brain needs
time to recover... to stay
functi onal
BRETT (V. Q.)

Let's get to work.
| NT. LABORATORY - CONTI NUOUS

Han sits at a control station. A specific date fills the
noni t or .

He slides to another console, layering in sound, weather,
anbi ent noi se - reconstructing the day.

HAN
It's all you now, buddy.

He | eans back, eyes on Brett's vitals.
| NT. TANK - CONTI NUOUS
Brett's breathing echoes inside the tank.

A faint sound bleeds in - 1980s TV commercials. Westling
comment ary.

FLASHES:

-- Young Brett stands inches fromthe TV, watching Hul k
Hogan and Andre the G ant in a handi cap match.

-- H's nother kneels, dressing himin a tree costune for a
school pl ay.

| NT. LABORATORY - CONTI NUQUS
Han watches the nonitor light up - neural activity spiking.
A sm | e spreads across his face.

HAN
Bi ngo.
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FADE | N:
| NT. ROURKE RESI DENCE - DAY ( MEMORY S| MULATI ON)
ON THE TV:

HULK HOGAN bursts through the curtain. H s theme ROARS. The
crowd ERUPTS.

TRUDY (O.S.)
Brett? Sweetheart? Eyes over here.

YOUNG BRETT (8), stuffed into a cheap TREE COSTUME, stares
at the TV. TRUDY (31) kneels, fastening the costune.

TRUDY
['I] turn it off.
BRETT
No!
She clicks the TV off.
TRUDY
| don't have a choice. You'll be
| at e.
BRETT

Who cares about stupid Wzard of
Oz? I"'mjust a tree. Nobody cares
about the tree.

TRUDY
| care. You're going to be the
cutest tree on that stage.

BRETT
| don't wanna be a tree. | wanna
wat ch wrestling.

TRUDY
You' re lucky I even |let you watch
t hat vi ol ent nonsense.

BRETT
Mom please-- It's Hul k Hogan and
Andre the Gant. This is history. |
gotta hel p Hul kster w n.

TRUDY
He'll survive w thout you. Go get
your bag.

Trudy adjusts her hair in the mrror. Applies |ipstick.
BRETT

| hate this stupid play. | hate
it... | hate it... | hate it!
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Brett storms out.
| NT. SCHOOL THEATER - LATER
Brett stands off to the side. Nervous. Wtchi ng PROUD

PARENTS fill the seats. Caneras ready.
BRETT
Geat. I'll be renenbered forever

as "tree nunber three.”

He spots TRUDY in the audi ence--beam ng. CLAUDE sits beside
her, bored, checking his watch.

Brett notices CLIVIA (8), red-haired, confident. He smles,
mesneri zed.

Anot her TREE | eans i n.
TREE
This sucks. W m ssed the best
mat ch ever for this.

BRETT
It's not all bad.

He | ooks back to his nother.

Cl aude's seat is enpty.

| NT. SCHOOL THEATER - LATER
CURTAI N CALL. Thunderous appl ause.
Brett scans the audience.

Cl aude PUSHES t hrough people, clapping hard, forcing a smle
as he reaches Trudy's side--just in tine.

| NT. BLACK TOYOTA CAMRY - AFTERNOON

Cl aude drives. Trudy stares out the wi ndow. Brett slouches
in the back

Cl aude gl ances at Brett through the rearview mrror. Turns
on the radio.

CLAUDE
You did good, chanp. Proud of you.
TRUDY
(mutters)
Wul d' ve been nice if you actually

saw it.

Cl aude exhal es.



CLAUDE
Tell you what. You earned a treat.
McDonal d' s?

Brett perks up, nodding furiously.
CLAUDE
Thought so. And your nom deserves a
break too. Russell's dad recorded
the whole thing. W'll watch it
| at er - -t oget her.
Cl aude gently rubs Trudy's hand.

CLAUDE
Undi vi ded attention. A souvenir.

Trudy fights a smle.
A POLI CE SI REN swel | s.

Cl aude gl ances at the mrror.

CLAUDE
Goddamm i t.
He pulls over.
A COP approaches.
CLAUDE

Probl em officer?
The officer scans Trudy. Brett.

OFFI CER
Li cense and registration.

Cl aude hands t hem over.

CFFI CER
Were you com ng fronf

CLAUDE
Jackson High. My kid had a school

pl ay.

OFFI CER
You were there the whole tine?

CLAUDE
Yes, sir.

The officer studies Trudy and Brett.

OFFI CER
You sure?
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CLAUDE
Absol utely.

The officer hands the |icens

CLAUDE
Was | speedi ng?

e back.

OFFI CER

There's been a nur
Trudy stiffens.

TRUDY
Near the school ?

der near by.

OFFI CER

Wtness reported a
Canry.

Cl aude freezes.

CLAUDE
Did they get the p

OFFI CE
No. Way--should th

Beat .

OFFI CE
Rel ax. |'m ki ddi ng

Cl aude forces a | augh.

OFFI CE
Have a good day.

The cop wal ks of f.

bl ack Toyot a

| at es?

R
ey have?

R

R

Cl aude exhales. Smles at Brett and Trudy.

| NT. LABORATORY - DAY
Brett BURSTS fromthe tank

BRETT
| knewit. It's hi

Han jolts awake on the couch

HAN
VWhat ?

FADE | N:

ripping off the hel net.

m

Brett throws on a robe, pacing.
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Han nods.

BRETT
He's quilty.

HAN
Sl ow down. You just cane out.

BRETT
| spent half a day thinking about
it in there.

HAN
You got proof?

BRETT
The school play. He vanished for
twenty mnutes. That was his alibi
W ndow.

HAN
O he was bored. O snoking.

BRETT
Twenty m nutes?

HAN
That' s not evi dence.

BRETT
He lied to a cop. Said he was there
the entire tine.

HAN
Anyone would lie if they panicked.

BRETT
You're taking his side now?

HAN
I"'mtaking logic's side. | don't
want you destroying yourself over
guesses.

BRETT
This isn't the snoking gun. But
it's a piece.

HAN
Then col | ect nore pieces.

Han pats Brett's shoul der.

HAN
By the way... did you see ne in
t here?

BRETT

No.

39.
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HAN
Good. | was home wat chi ng
wrest |l ing.
Brett smrks.
BRETT

Renember Russel |l ? Fat kid. d asses.

HAN
Com ¢ book encycl opedi a.

BRETT
H s dad recorded the play. If | get
that tape--Cl aude | oses his alibi.

HAN o
Once is coi ncidence. Twice is
suspi ci ous.

BRETT
Three tines--he's guilty.

Brett sl unps.

BRETT
Problemis... | don't know where
Russel | is.
Han pulls a letter.
HAN
You don't.
He shows Brett a mil.
BRETT
A reuni on?
HAN
End of the nonth.
BRETT
| cut everyone off.
HAN
He didn't. Lives thirty m nutes

away.
Brett stands, energized.

HAN
Look at you. So excited to neet
your ol d buddi es.

BRETT
Let's go.
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HAN
| need sone sleep. You go ahead.

| NT. RUSSELL'S HOUSE - LATER
The play plays on TV.
RUSSELL (30), chubby, bearded, in a robe, hands Brett juice.

BRETT
"' m surprised you have this.

RUSSEL L
Yeah, | keep everything.

Brett scans the clutter.

BRETT
Yeah. | noti ced.

Russel | watches, smling.

RUSSEL L

You were totally into Aivia.
BRETT

What ?
RUSSEL L

You |it up every tinme she sm|ed.

Brett chuckl es.

BRETT

Feel s |i ke another life.
RUSSEL L

She'll be at the reunion.
BRETT

| "' m busy.

Beat .

BRETT

Can you nmake nme a copy of this?
Russel | nods.

RUSSEL L
O course.

CUT TO
| NT. LABORATORY - NI GHT

Han sl ouches at his desk, bored, eyes drifting between
noni t ors.
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HAN
Anyt hi ng?

Brett's voice echoes through the speakers.

BRETT (V. Q.)

No. It was a school day, right?
HAN

Yeah.
BRETT (V.Q.)

Check the schedule for that date.
Han types, scanning results.

HAN
Whoa. Two periods of Mss Mnica. |
used to be terrified of her.

BRETT (V. Q.)
TR
She used to keep surprise tests. |
al ways ski pped her cl asses.

HAN
Yeah. You sucked at math.
Especi al ly al gebra--
Brett?

MEMORY SI MULATI ON BEG NS:
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY

YOUNG BRETT (9) lies in bed, coughing. Trudy checks his
t enper at ure.

TRUDY
Wiy today? O aude's out of town and
|"ve got a weddi ng.

BRETT
I"'mfine, Mom I'll lock the doors
and sl eep.
TRUDY
| can't |eave you alone |ike this.
BRETT
It's your best friend s wedding. If
you mss it, I'll feel worse.

Trudy brushes his hair. Kisses his forehead.

TRUDY
You sure?

Brett nods, coughi ng.
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TRUDY
Call me if you need anything. I'lI
conme right back

BRETT
Bye, Mom

She | eaves.

Brett waits. Then kicks off the covers, runs to the w ndow.
Wat ches her car di sappear.

He exhal es--relieved.

He pulls ONIONS fromunder his arns. G abs his backpack.
| nsi de: a VHS tape.

THE TEXAS CHAI NSAW MASSACRE (1974)
Brett gulps. Rushes to the living room Inserts the tape.

He sits in pajamas, knees hugged tight as the eerie
narration begins.

| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - LATER

The novi e plays on nute.

Brett peers through his fingers, shaking.
A CAR pulls into the driveway.

Brett freezes.

A DOOR SLAMS.

He shuts off the TV. Bolts to his room Slips under the
bl anket .

FOOTSTEPS descend into the garage.

Met al CLANGS. TOOLS.

Brett creeps out. Leans over the stair rail.

He descends slowy. Tiptoes to the garage.

Cl aude kneel s beside the car, replacing tires.
Four REMOVED TI RES sit nearby--cl ean. Undanaged.
Brett accidentally KICKS a TOOL.

Cl aude whi ps around--eyes w de.

He charges. Slanms the door. Grabs Brett hard by the
shoul ders.



CLAUDE
VWhat are you doi ng here?
BRETT
l--1"m sick.
Cl aude places his hand on brett's forehead, breathin
BRETT
| was sick. | think | got better.
Cl aude | ets go.
CLAUDE
Your nmom went to the weddi ng?
BRETT
Yeah.
Cl aude exhal es, cal ner.
BRETT

She said you were out of town.

CLAUDE
Yeah. Meeting got cancel ed. One of
t hem got sick. Like you. Weather's
changing. Viral stuff.

Cl aude gestures to the tires.

CLAUDE
Then | got a flat.

BRETT
But you're changing all of them

Claude smles thinly.

CLAUDE
Two flats. Decided to replace the
whole set. Od tires--just waiting
to fail.

He grips the back of Brett's neck.
CLAUDE
Go upstairs. I'lIl make you sone
soup.

Brett nods. Retreats.
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g heavy.

FADE | N:

| NT. LABORATORY - DAY

Brett exits the tank, breathless. Heads straight for
files. Han foll ows.

t he



Brett flips through a case file--STOPS.
Crinme scene photos: TIRE TRACKS in wet black soil.
Brett smles.

HAN
That | ook worries ne.

Brett shows the photos.

BRETT
He replaced all four tires.

HAN
Do we have the originals?

BRETT
No. He took them away. Probably
burned them

HAN
Ckay. You've got notive and tim ng.
What el se?

BRETT
"1l track tire purchases in the
area. There'll be receipts.

HAN

Buying tires isn't a crine.

BRETT
Who replaces all four--
sane day as a nurder--
after discovering tire tracks?

Han t hi nks.

HAN
You destroyed his alibi. Nowthis.

Han nods, i npressed.

HAN
Brick by brick.

Han chuckl es.

HAN
Good work, detective.

Brett throws on his jacket.
BRETT
"1l handle the receipts. Get sone
sl eep.

Brett exits.
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CUT TO
| NT. LABORATORY - NI GHT
Han yawns, eyes heavy, nonitoring the screens.

HAN
Any | uck?

BRETT (V. Q.)
No. Mbove to the next date.

Han types, uneasy.

HAN
You know, Brett, you're gonna catch
pneunonia at this rate. W' ve
crossed off six dates already. Only
two paid off.

BRETT (V. Q.)
|'ve got a good feeling about
nunber seven.

Han sighs, adjusts the controls.
HAN

Summer of '85. Heatwave. Guess warm
water won't hurt.

A beat.
BRETT (V. Q.)
Bryan Adans.
HAN
What ?
BRETT (V. Q.)

Summer of '69. It was his favorite
song. It cane out that year. He
pl ayed it nonstop.

Han wat ches the nonitors--A SPIKE surges.

HAN
There it is.
W' re back in business.

MEMORY SI MULATI ON

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Cl aude wears a flannel shirt, half-sleeve jacket, bucket
hat. YOUNG BRETT (12) trails behind himin a Guns N Roses
tee, denimjacket, Wal kman clipped to his belt.

CLAUDE
You li ke the Wal kman?



BRETT
Yeah. Thanks.

A beat .

BRETT
Dad... why do you like canping so
much? It's boring.

Cl aude stops. Turns to him

CLAUDE
Qut here--no noise. No rules.
Nat ure doesn't care who you are. It
tests you. Strips you down to the
bone. Only the strong deserve to
survive.

Brett rolls his eyes.

BRETT
| think our ancestors already
handl ed that. W've got houses now.

Cl aude chuckl es--thin.

CLAUDE
A man still needs to test his
[imts. Know his worth. Nothing
gi ves confidence |ike earning your
place in the world.

BRETT
VWhat ever.

Cl aude smles, changes tactics.

CLAUDE
How about the novies after this?
Ranbo.

BRETT

VWhat about Back to the Future?

CLAUDE
Doubl e feature.

Brett smrks despite hinself.

CLAUDE
Conme on. Let's try fishing.

Brett exhal es, shoul ders slunped, follows.
EXT. WOODS - N GHT
Brett tosses in his sleeping bag.

A CAR appr oaches.
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He jolts awake. Peeks through the tent fl ap.

Cl aude stands by the fire--shirtless--burning his FLANNEL
shirt.

Brett watches, confused. Uneasy.

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Cl aude packs the car. Efficient. Calm
Brett watches himcarefully.

CLAUDE
Al'l set. Have fun canpi ng?

BRETT
Where's your shirt?

Cl aude freezes for half a second.

CLAUDE
don't know. Must've lost it.

BRETT
| thought it was your |ucky shirt.

Cl aude snil es.

CLAUDE
It was. But all good things end.

He shuts the trunk.

CLAUDE
Let's get pancakes.

Brett hesitates. Then clinbs into the car.

| NT. LABORATCORY - DAY

Han sl eeps on a thin mattress, snoring softly.
Brett rifles through case files. Stops.

He pulls out a file--studies it.

A PHOTO A PIECE OF FLANNEL snagged on a tree branch near
the crime scene.

Brett exhal es sharply.

He flips through the killer's LETTERS--nethodically
underlines phrases. The rhetoric. The | anguage.

Cl aude' s voi ce echoes between the |ines.

Brett | eans back, satisfied, as Han snores on.
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| NT. CAR - AFTERNOON

Brett sits in his car, coffee in hand, watching a quiet
house.

The front door opens.

CLAUDE steps out, waves to a WOVMAN at the door, gets into
his car and drives off.

Brett finishes his coffee. Steels hinself.
He steps out.

| NT. CLAUDE' S HOUSE - DAY

The door opens.

MELODY (45), warm and wel com ng. Resenbling his nother.

VELODY
Brett, right?
BRETT
Yes.
She sm | es.
VELODY

Claude's told ne so nuch about you
I"'m Mel ody. Nice to finally neet
you.

They shake hands.

VELODY
Conme in. I'"mhis partner.

| NT. LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUQUS
Brett | ooks around--subtle, observant.

BRETT
VWhen will he be back?

MELCDY
Hard to say. Sonetinmes five
m nutes. Sonetines five in the
norning. | can call himif you
want .

BRETT
No. It's better this way.

Mel ody frowns--confused.
BRETT

| need an old photo of nyself. For
a reunion. Kind of enbarrassing.



She | aughs.

MELODY
Oh pl ease. That's nothing.

BRETT
' mnot sentimental. And | don't
want himseeing nme |like this--
that | care.

MELODY
Men and their pride. But |'m not
sure where the al buns are.

BRETT
| know where he keeps them

MVELQODY

O course he does. C aude's very...

or gani zed.
BRETT
"1l grab it and be out of your
way.
| NT. CLAUDE' S BASEMENT - DAY
Brett scans the room
ad BOOTS in the corner.
He checks the sole--clean. Size 13.

Di sappoi nted, he tosses them asi de.

BRETT
Clean as a fuckin' whistle.

He finds boxes. Pulls one out.
PHOTO ALBUNVS.

He flips--

St ops.
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| NSERT PHOTO. C aude hol ding a massive fish--wearing the

SAME FLANNEL SHI RT.

Brett slips the photo into his pocket.

| NT. BASEMENT STAIRS - MOVENTS LATER

Mel ody bunps into himwith a cup of coffee.

MELCDY
Qops. Cof f ee.



BRETT
|'ve got an appointnent. Can't be
| ate. Thank you for your tine.
He noves past her--gone.
| NT. DI NER - NI GHT
Brett sits in a booth. Coffee untouched.

Dasha slides in across from him

DASHA
Long tine no see.
BRETT
It's been a week.
DASHA
Ten days. Thought you'd be bored
qui ck.
BRETT

| ve been busy.
She smi | es.

DASHA
That's a good sign.

Brett slides a file across the table.

She flips through it--confused, intrigued.

DASHA
Where did you get all this?
BRETT
Let's say |'ve got a very good
nmenory.
She nods slowy.
DASHA

Not a snoking gun. But there's
snoke. He bel ongs on the suspect

list.

BRETT
That many coi nci dences? That's not
random

DASHA

It's progress. But you need nore.

BRETT
'II get it. This case ends within
week.
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She studies him

DASHA
You' ve changed. Mrre confident.
Focused.

BRETT

| f you say so.
He checks his watch

BRETT
| need to get back to Sacranento.

DASHA
VWhat's in Sacranento?

BRETT
"1l tell you later.

She nods.

DASHA
Just keep ne in the | oop.

BRETT
I will.

Brett grabs a donut and heads out.

DASHA
Drive safe.

| NT. CLAUDE' S BASEMENT - NI GHT
Cl aude stands before the photo al bum
An EMPTY SLOT where the photo once was.
H s face hardens.
CUT TO
| NT. LABORATCORY - DAY
Han wal ks in wth a cup of coffee and sits at the conputer

On-screen: NEWS ARTI CLE: SAN FRANCI SCO MAKES HI STORY - FI RST
ASI AN WOVAN ELECTED MAYOR

Han squints at the headline.

FADE | N:
MEMORY S| MULATI ON:
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY ( PAST)

ON TV: The newy el ected MAYOR waves as reporters cheer.
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Cl aude stands in front of the screen, livid.

CLAUDE
You' ve got to be kidding ne.

He paces.
CLAUDE
Unbel i evabl e. That i nconpetent
bitch is the mayor?

Trudy sits on the couch, unconfortable. Young Brett (9)
plays with Hot Wheels on the floor.

TRUDY
Cl aude. Watch your | anguage.

CLAUDE
She can barely string a sentence
t ogether. No experience. No
qgualifications. She was a waitress,
for Christ's sake.

TRUDY
Cal m down.

CLAUDE

What ki nd of system rewards

failure? Is this a lottery now?
He snaps the TV off and storns out.
Brett watches. Silent. Absorbing.

CUT TO

| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - NI GHT
Brett sneaks out of his room
He peeks into Trudy's bedroomlights off. Her soft SNORI NG
Brett tiptoes into the living room switches on the TV.
Escape from New York novie playing in Low vol une.
Cl aude appears in the doorway-black jacket, cap pulled | ow
He notices Brett. Smles. Raises a finger--shhh.
Cl aude slips into the basenent.
Monments | ater, he returns--barefoot, jacket gone.

He heads to the kitchen, grabs ice cream

Sits beside Brett.
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CLAUDE
Qur little secret.

They eat, watching the novie.

During a commercial, Caude pats his pocket-freezes.
He rushes back to the basenent.

CRASHES. CLATTERI NG

Brett foll ows.

BRETT
(whi speri ng)
You' re maki ng noi se.
CLAUDE
" mjust |ooking for sonething.
BRETT
What ?
Cl aude straightens.
CLAUDE
Go to bed. I'll be back.

Cl aude slips out the front door.

Brett watches--uneasy.

| NT. LABORATCRY - NI GHT

Brett sits on the floor in a robe, studying a case file.
| NSERT - CRI ME SCENE PHOTO.

An ASI AN SEX WORKER |ies dead in a dark corner
Brett flips pages. Personal effects.

Junk. Loose change.

A LI GHTER

Brett places a magnifying glass over the photo.
ENGRAVED I NI TI ALS: C. D.

Brett's breath catches.

BRETT
Cl aude Del acr oi X.

Han | ooks up.

HAN
VWhat ?
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Brett reaches for his phone--then freezes.
VO CEMAI LS
From CLAUDE.
He presses PLAY.

CLAUDE (V. Q)
Brett, ny boy...
| was surprised you stopped by
w thout telling ne.

Brett grips the phone tighter.

CLAUDE (V. Q)
|"ve been inviting you for years.
And when you finally conme, |'m not
honme. Di sappoi nting.

A DOG BARKS in the background.
CLAUDE (V.Q)
Oh--and Leo says hi. | got worried
when | heard you were fired. Your
pl ace was | ocked, so | visited your
gr andna.
Brett's eyes w den
CLAUDE (V.Q)
Vegas. Sacranento. | hope this is
just a vacation. Conme see nme soon.
A pause.

CLAUDE (V.Q)
|'d hate to m ss you again.

The voi cemai | ends.
Brett |owers the phone.

Han studi es hi m-concer ned.

HAN
You okay? You | ook |ike you' ve seen
a ghost.

BRETT

| need to go back to San Franci sco.

HAN
Agai n? What did you find?

Brett |ooks at the lighter. The file. The phone.

BRETT
| think he knows.
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CUT TO
| NT. CLAUDE' S HOUSE - N GHT

Beet hoven's 7th synphony, 2nd novenent drifts through the
room

Cl aude' s SI LHOUETTE wat ches fromthe wi ndow as Brett steps
out of his car.

The door opens.

Cl aude gestures Brett inside, closes the door behind him
Brett scans the living room -

A pristine w ne display.

Portraits of N kola Tesla and Vincent van Gogh.

Bookshel ves packed wi th bi ographi es, psychol ogy, history.
The nost dangerous gane sticks out.

Brett sits. Claude joins him

CLAUDE
G ad you could make it. | sent
Mel ody to wal k Leo. No distractions
t oni ght.
A beat .
CLAUDE
So--what do you think of the place?
BRETT
You did well. Didn't know you were
a W ne connoi sseur.
CLAUDE
| don't drink. I collect.
BRETT
Fi gures. The opposite of
i ndul gence.
Cl aude sm rks.
BRETT

Tesl a. Van Gogh. Both
underappreciated in their tinme.
Rel at abl e.

Cl aude studies him

CLAUDE
Their |l ess tal ented contenporaries
got the rewards. That's the rea

( MORE)
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CLAUDE (cont'd)
tragedy. | figured you'd understand

t hat .
BRETT
Life's unfair. Sonetinmes |uck plays
a part.
Cl aude stiffens.
CLAUDE

That word di sgusts ne. "Luck" is
j ust an excuse people use to
justify injustice.

BRETT
| think nost successful people are
medi ocre in talent but strong in
confidence and chari sma. That nakes
up the difference.

Cl aude shakes hi s head.

CLAUDE
| disagree. They're predators. They
crush people who threaten them -
because talent terrifies them

H's jaw tightens. Then-control.

CLAUDE
Forget it.

A forced smle

CLAUDE
Let's tal k about you. You've been
feeling nostalgic lately. Careful
with that. Regret eats people
alive. You need to nove forward.

BRETT
You can | ook back and still nove
forward. You learn fromit.
CLAUDE
That's fair.
BRETT
There are good nenories too. |I'm

seeing things clearer now. The
wor |l d makes npre sense.

Cl aude heads to the kitchen.

CLAUDE (O.S.)
Li ke what ?

Brett quietly pockets the TV renote.



BRETT
When you're a kid, you think the
world is innocent. Turns out--it's
al ways been the sane. You're just
t he i nnocent one.

POP.

Cl aude returns with two beers.

CLAUDE
Retrospection is a fine nedicine,
but only in small doses. | don't

want you getting hurt.
He offers one.
Brett takes it.
BRETT
You' ve al ways cared about ne. You
never really let me drift away.

Cl aude sits, studies him

CLAUDE
After your nother died... you were
all I had. The only one who truly
knew ne.

BRETT
Peopl e m sunderstand you. | get
that. | think we're alike--

underesti mated, m sj udged.
The FRONT DOOR OPENS.

Mel ody enters with Leo.

Leo bolts toward Brett, tail wagging, licking his face.
MELODY
Brett? | didn't know you were
com ng.

Claude's smle fades.
Brett sets the beer down, grabs the |eash.
BRETT
It's okay. | just canme to pick up
Leo. Thanks for watching him
Brett exits with Leo.
Cl aude renmai ns seat ed.

He lifts the beer.
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Dri nks.
Har d.
CUT TO
| NT. FORENSI C LAB - MOMENTS LATER
Brett briskly walks in. Dasha stands with a TECHN Cl AN.

BRETT
Any | uck?

DASHA
It's been twenty years. Hard to
pul | anything usable. It's gonna
t ake sone tine.

BRETT
Good. |'ve got sonething you can
mat ch.

Brett pulls out Claude's TV renpte and places it on the
t abl e.

DASHA
It's late. You look Iike hell. Wy
don't you get sonme rest? I'Il cal
you when it's done.

BRETT
No. I'Il stay. Go hone--take Leo.

He's in the car.

DASHA
You sure?

Brett nods. Watches her | eave.
| NT. FORENSI C LAB - DAY
Brett sleeps slunped on a chair outside the |ab.

JASON
Wel |, | ook what the cat dragged in.

Brett opens his eyes. Jason and the Captain | oom over him
CAPTAI N
Last | renenber, | fired you. Wat
the hell are you doing here?

Brett checks his watch, stands, and wal ks into the
| ab--ignoring them They follow

TECHNI CI AN
It's a match. Congratul ations, sir.

Brett sm | es--bl oodshot, wred. Looks at the Captain.



CAPTAI N
Soneone wanna tell ne what the hel
IS going on?

BRETT
You said you wanted evi dence. | got
you sore.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

60.

Cl aude sits bored, arnms crossed. Captain enters with Brett.

Cl aude shakes his head, anused.

CAPTAI N
M. Del acroi x. You know why you're
her e?

Captain sits on the table. Brett |eans against the wall.

CLAUDE
| have a vague i dea.

CAPTAI N
Your prints matched an item found
inavictims purse inthe Gim
Reaper case.

He Iifts the lighter in an evidence bag.
CLAUDE
There it is. Been |ooking for that
for a long tine.

CAPTAI N
What's it doing in her purse?

Cl aude gl ances at Brett.

CLAUDE
Can he wait outside?

BRETT
No.

CLAUDE

When Brett's nother was pregnant, |
sought the conpany of another
wonman.

CAPTAI N
A prostitute.

Brett clenches his jaw

CLAUDE
Yes. Turns out she was a thief too.



CAPTAI N
W al so found a series of...
coi nci dences.

He opens a file, slides it forward.

CAPTAI N
You lied to a cop about an ali bi.
You own the same shirt found at a
crime scene. You replaced your
tires after tire tracks were
di scovered. That's a | ot of
coi nci dence.

CLAUDE
|'ve got rotten luck. Brett knows
t hat .

Brett stares daggers at him

CLAUDE
"' mno saint, Captain--but |I'm not
a murderer.

CAPTAI N
You're definitely a suspect.

CLAUDE
And yet... you don't have enough to
arrest me. | cane in good faith. |

don't appreciate slander.

BRETT
Conme on, C aude. W& both know
you're dirty.

Claude rolls his eyes.

BRETT
Check his shoes. Size
thirteen--sane as the prints.

Claude calmy puts his foot on the table.
Si ze 10.

CLAUDE
Can we tal k about the el ephant in
the roon? Brett's been spiraling
since you fired him

CAPTAI N
Let's stay on topic.

CLAUDE
| am He needed a purpose. Thought
solving this case would get his
badge back
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BRETT
That's not true.

CLAUDE
He's carried this grudge for years.
| was the stepfather who survived
when his nother didn't. | suppose |
deserve sonme of that. | should' ve
protected her. But now he's trying
to pin this on ne.

Brett slans his hand on the table.

BRETT
| have evi dence.
CLAUDE
Not enough to convict ne. |'m

sorry, Brett.
The door opens. Jason steps in.

JASON
Capt ai n--you need to see this.

Cl aude smrks as they exit.
ON SCREEN - GRAI NY FOOTAGE
A man enters a pawnshop, bolts out seconds |ater.

JASON
Hal f an hour ago. Tried to sell a
neckl ace. It got fl agged--he ran.

CAPTAI N
| dentify hinf

JASON
Yeah. Clothes match Victor

BRETT
This is bullshit.

JASON
Sanme outfit he was wearing when we
arrested him
Jason hol ds up the neckl ace.

Brett freezes. Recognition hits. It's the sane neckl ace
Cl aude gave to Trudy on her birthday.

JASON
Bel ongs to one of the victins.

Jason shows the photo. Brett stornms back into the
i nterrogati on room
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BRETT
You did it. That neckl ace--you gave
it to ny nother

CLAUDE
Where' d you get that? From a
chi | dhood nenory? Menories are
unreliabl e.

BRETT
What' d you do--steal his clothes?
Pay some drunk to pawn it?

CLAUDE
You're too smart for your own good.

Captain pulls Brett out.
| NT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

CAPTAI N
We don't have enough. Everything
points to Victor.

BRETT
He's your guy. You know it.

CAPTAI N
Even if we charge C aude, he wal ks
with a hung jury. Victor's hot. |
tried your theory--but |I'm backing
Jason.

Brett stares at him-betrayed, furious, wounded.

CAPTAI N
And Brett--this was your one
courtesy. | let you walk in here

because | trusted you once. You

step into ny station again wthout

a badge, 1'll book you for

obstruction nyself.
Brett starts wal king away, ignoring the Captain.
The lights bloom-- too bright. Sound warps.
Brett stunbles.

CAPTAI N
Brett--

Brett coll apses hard.
Chaos. Shouts. Soneone calls for help.

CUT TO BLACK.
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| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY ( FLASHBACK)
Brett (12) steps out of his room
Hot Wheels cars lie scattered near the top of the stairs.
A phone RI NGS sonmewhere bel ow.
Brett approaches the railing and | ooks down.

At the bottomof the stairs, CLAUDE cradles TRUDY in his
arnms. She's bl eeding. Lifeless.

Claude slowy | ooks up at Brett.

DASHA (O S.)
Brett?

CUT TO
| NT. HOSPI TAL - NI GHT
Brett jolts awake.
Dasha sits beside him
'V fluids run into his arm

DASHA
How are you feeling?

Brett nods slightly.

BRETT
What happened?

DASHA
You didn't take nmy advice.
Dehydrati on. No sleep. You
col | apsed.

Brett swall ows.

BRETT
Did they arrest hin®

Dasha hesit at es.

DASHA
|'mafraid | have sone bad news.

Brett sits up.

DASHA
When they went to arrest Victor,
t hey found hi m dead.

BRETT
Dead?



DASHA
He hanged hinself. Left a
| etter--confessed to everything.
Said he couldn't run anynore.

Brett grips the sheets.
DASHA
The handwriting matched. He was
wearing the sanme clothes fromthe
f oot age.
A beat.
DASHA
They're closing the case. |I'm
sorry, Brett.
Brett |owers his head, fighting tears.
A shadow falls over him
Cl aude stands in the doorway, holding flowers.

Dasha rises instantly, blocking him

DASHA
| don't think he wants to see you.
CLAUDE
| just want to see how ny kid's
doi ng.
Brett | ooks up.
BRETT

Let him cone.
Dasha hesitates, then steps aside.
Cl aude enters, places the flowers on the table.

BRETT
| know you killed him

Cl aude doesn't react.

BRETT
Then you made it |l ook |like a
sui ci de.

Cl aude studies Brett--calm patient and exhal es softly.
CLAUDE

Brett... you're wal king a dangerous
path. One that wll only hurt you.
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CLAUDE ( CONT' D)
| prom sed your nother | wouldn't
| et that happen.
Cl aude steps closer.
CLAUDE
You' re making that prom se very
hard to keep.
Brett | ooks himdead in the eye.
BRETT
You fool ed everyone. People prefer
a sinple lie to a conplicated
truth.
BRETT ( CONT' D)
But | won't stop. Not until they
see you for what you are.
Cl aude sm | es.
He gently pats Brett's shoul der.
Tur ns.
Exits.
Brett watches him go.
CUT TO
| NT. BRETT' S HOUSE - DAY

Brett sits on the floor, absent-mndedly throwing a tennis
bal I .

LEO runs after it, returns it, tail wagging.

A VO CEMAIL plays fromBrett's phone on the table.

HAN (V. Q)
Brett, | heard what happened. |'m
sorry | couldn't help. I wish w'd

had nore dates. If there's anything
you need, let nme know. Take care.

Brett throws the ball again.

Leo charges past-knocks an OPTIMJUS PRI ME toy off the table.
It hits the floor.

Brett freezes.

He picks it up, turning it over in his hands.

A nmenory flickers across his face-his nother.



Leo sits, watching. Curious.
Brett begins transform ng the toy.
As Optinmus clicks into place, Brett notices sonething.
A hi dden conpart nent.
| nsi de: a KEY.
Brett stares at it.
CUT TGO
| NT. GRANDVA' S HOUSE - MOVENTS LATER
The door opens before Brett can knock.
Leo bolts inside, excited.

GRANDIVA
Well... this is a surprise.

Brett holds up the key.

BRETT
Do you recogni ze this?

She studies it. Shakes her head.

GRANDNVA
No. |'m sorry.

BRETT
Did ny nother ever keep any storage
boxes? Lockers? Anything |ike that?

The grandma hesit at es-searchi ng her nenory.
GRANDIVA
She was a journalist before you're
born. So maybe.

Brett | ooks past her, toward the stairs.

BRETT

You kept her roomthe sanme?
GRANDIVA

Mostly. | cleaned... but | didn't

nove nuch
Brett is already wal king.
| NT. TRUDY' S ROOM - DAY
The roomis preserved. Quiet. Frozen in tine.

Brett searches-drawers, closet, shel ves.
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Not hi ng.
Frustrated, he sits on the floor.
H's eyes drift to a FRAMED STOCK FAM LY PI CTURE on the wall.
He stands, renoves it.
Behind it: a hole in the wall.
| nsi de- A METAL BOX
Brett pulls it out.
A keyhol e.
He inserts the key.
CLI CK.
The box opens.
| nsi de: an ol d BLACK- AND- VHI TE GROUP PHOTO.
French sol di ers.
One face is Cl RCLED
Brett |eans in.
It's Cl aude.
Brett flips the photo.
Nanes printed bel ow
One stands out:
ALAI' N BEAUMONT.
Brett's breathing tightens.
He di gs deeper.
NEWSPAPER CLI PPI NGS.
" SCHOLARSHI P STUDENT SUSPENDED AM D M SCONDUCT ALLEGATI ONS"
A headline about the Chadian G vil War.
A list of fallen soldiers.
ALAI N BEAUMONT - KI A.
Brett sits back, stunned.
At the bottom of the box-
A SVALL JOURNAL.
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He picks it up.
Opens it.

TRUDY (V. Q)
If you're reading this...
| m dead.
And C aude Del acroi x killed ne.
CUT TO
BEG N FLASHBACK
EXT. CHURCH - DAY (1985)

Trudy with baby bunp stands outside the church, speaking
wth a WOVAN.

WOVAN
Congratul ati ons! Wen is the baby
due?

TRUDY

He's due in novenber.

WOVAN
Awy, | can't wait to nmeet him

Cl aude waits nearby, unconfortable.
CLAUDE
"1l get the car, darling. Cone on,
Brett.

Cl aude takes Brett and wal ks of f.

WOVAN
Claude's taking it surprisingly
well. If you need anyt hi ng--pl ease
ask.

TRUDY
|"msorry?

WOVAN

Wth himlosing his job...
| figured he nust've saved
sonet hi ng. Just in case.

Trudy absorbs this--confused.
Cl aude pulls the car around. Smles.
Brett sits beside him
TRUDY (V. Q)
At first, | thought he was having

an affair. That would explain the
ni ghts out. The secrecy.



EXT. GROCERY STORE - DAY

Thr ough the w ndow- -

Trudy spots C aude inside.

He speaks to a WOVAN.

Laughs.

Hel ps her carry groceries to her car.
Too intimate. Too famliar.

TRUDY (V. Q)
VWhat | found was worse.

I NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY

The TV huns in the background.

CUT TO

CUT TO

Trudy sits on the couch in a robe-hair unkenpt.

She stares at d aude.
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He's dressed in a suit, calm conposed-eating breakfast,

checking his watch, grabbing his briefcase.

REPORTER (V. Q)

Br eaki ng news. A woman was found

murdered in Gol den Gate

Park--throat slit, body left

exposed.
ON SCREEN: A PHOTO OF THE VI CTI M

Trudy's breath catches.

It's the woman fromthe grocery store.

REPORTER (V. Q)

The victimhas been identified as
Jul i an Bowmran, w dow of actor Janes

Bowmran.

Cl aude sits beside Trudy. Waps an arm around her.

REPORTER (V. Q)

Pol i ce suspect financial notives,
but the nethod cl osely resenbl es

t he San Francisco Ri pper.

Confirmation will come if the

killer sends a letter.

Cl aude ki sses Trudy's cheek.
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CLAUDE
You shouldn't start your day with
this kind of news, darling.
He exits.
Trudy remains frozen.
Her fingers tighten around the NECKLACE
TRUDY (V.Q)
| wasn't sure yet. And | had to be
sure. He was too smart. One
m st ake--and he'd wal k free. And ny
son woul d pay the price.
Trudy stares at the door Cl aude exited through.
Terrified. Resolute.
CUT TO
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY
A television flickers.
NEWS ANCHOR (V. Q.)
The San Francisco Ri pper remains
uni denti fi ed- -
Trudy wat ches, unsettl ed.
TRUDY (V.Q)
One thing never nade sense to ne. A
man as intelligent as C aude..
wor ki ng a job beneath him
Her eyes |inger. Thinking.
CUT TO
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - NI GHT
A desk lanp glows in the dark.
Trudy finishes witing a letter. Her hand trenbles slightly.
She slides it into an envel ope addressed:
| MM GRATI ON OFFI CE
Beside it sits another seal ed envel ope:
SORBONNE COLLECGE, PARIS
TRUDY (V.Q)

So, | decided to look into his
past .
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She seal s the envel ope.
CUT TO
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY
Cl aude westles playfully with Brett on the floor.
Brett |aughs uncontroll ably.
Trudy watches fromthe hall way.

Her expression unreadabl e.

St udyi ng hi m
CUT TO
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY
A MAIL TRUCK pul |l s away outside.
Trudy rushes to the door, grabs the mail, shuts it quickly.

She tears open the first letter.
| NSERT - LETTER

"After thorough review of our records, we found no evidence
of legal entry for the individual naned."

Her breat hi ng shar pens.
She opens the second letter.
| NSERT - LETTER

"We regret to informyou we found no record of this
student."”

Trudy freezes.
The world tilts.
She slowy crunples both letters.
Drops theminto the trash.
CUT TGO
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - NI GHT
D nner .
Cl aude eats calmy. Brett chatters.

Trudy watches C aude carefully.



TRUDY

| was thinking... maybe we shoul d

take a vacati on.

CLAUDE
That sounds ni ce.

BRETT
D sneyl and!

Trudy smles faintly.

TRUDY
How about Pari s?

Cl aude stops eating.

Looks up.
TRUDY
You coul d show us where you grew
up. Wiere you studi ed.
Beat .

Cl aude wi pes hi s nout h.

CLAUDE

Paris used to be beautiful. But not

anynor e.
Beat .

CLAUDE

Sone places are better |eft behind.

Trudy absorbs this.

TRUDY
l"msorry. | didn't know.

CLAUDE
| don't |ike talking about it.

Sil ence settles over the table.

TRUDY (V. O.)

That was when | knew he was hi di ng

sonet hi ng.

EXT. ALLI ANCE FRANCAI SE DE SAN FRANCI SCO -
Trudy exits her car.

Det er m ned.

CUT TO
DAY

CUT TO
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| NT. ALLI ANCE FRANCAI SE LI BRARY - DAY

Qui et.
Dust notes drift in sunlight.

A LI BRARI AN pl aces an old newsletter in front of Trudy.

LI BRARI AN
Chess C ub. 1973.

TRUDY
Thank you.

He | eaves.

Trudy flips pages carefully.
Then- -

She st ops.

Her eyes wi den.

| NSERT - NEWBLETTER

A phot ograph of a young C aude.
Sm |ing.

Hol di ng a chess trophy.
Bel ow it:

ALAI' N BEAUMONT

Trudy covers her nouth.

The truth hits.

CUT TO
| NT. TRUDY'S CAR - DAY
Trudy drives fast.
Shaken.

CUT TO

| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - DAY

Cl aude stands near the mail.
Wai ti ng.

Still.
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CLAUDE
Where have you been?

TRUDY
| was... out.

She notices the mail already opened.
Cl aude wat ches her carefully.

CLAUDE
Not hi ng i nportant cane.

He steps cl oser.

Too cl ose.
CLAUDE
Were you expecting sonet hing?
Beat .
TRUDY
No.
He sm | es.
Ki sses her forehead.
CLAUDE

Good.
He wal ks away.
Trudy doesn't nove.

Fear creeping in.

| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - NI GHT

The house is dark.

A PHONE RI NGS downst ai rs.

Trudy steps out of her bedroom
She wal ks toward the stairs--

Her foot |ands on a small toy car.
It rolls.

She | oses bal ance- -

Falls violently down the stairs.

CRASH

CUT TO
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She gasps in pain.

Di sori ent ed.

Then- -

Cl aude appears instantly beside her.
Al ready there.

Wat chi ng.

He kneel s.

CLAUDE
Trudy. ..

He gently hol ds her.
Hi s face unreadabl e.
Her vision fades.

Everyt hi ng goes bl ack.

| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - DAY

Si | ence.

Trudy lies in bed.

She stares bl ankly out the w ndow.
Her stomach is flat.

Enmpty.

She knows.

She cl oses her eyes.

Br oken.

Machi nes hum softly.

TRUDY (V. Q)
That was the nonent | under st ood.
Beat .
TRUDY (V.Q)
He wasn't just |ying.
Beat .

TRUDY (V. Q)
He was capabl e of anyt hing.

76.

CUT TO BLACK:



Her face hardens.
Sonet hi ng i nside her shifts.
Fear turning into resol ve.

TRUDY (V.Q)
Before | becane his next victim..

Beat .

TRUDY (V.Q)
| needed the truth.

CUT TO
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - NI GHT
The house is dark.
Qui et.
Trudy sits alone at the table.
A stack of letters in front of her.

She opens one careful ly.

TRUDY (V.Q)
| wote to the people who knew him
before | did.
She reads.
| NSERT - LETTER
"He was the nost brilliant player in our club.”

Anot her letter.

| NSERT - LETTER

"He saw the board differently than the rest of us."
Anot her.

| NSERT - LETTER

"He believed | osing was sonething only inferior m nds
accepted. "

Trudy swal | ows.
Uneasy.
She opens anot her envel ope.

Her hand sl ows.

7.



78.
| nsi de-
Newspaper cli ppings.
| NSERT - NEWSPAPER
" SCHOLARSHI P STUDENT SUSPENDED AM D M SCONDUCT ALLEGATI ONS"
Anot her cli ppi ng.
| NSERT - NEWSPAPER
"FORElI GN VOLUNTEERS LI STED AMONG DEAD | N CHADI AN CONFLI CT"
Trudy studi es the nane.
ALAI' N BEAUMONT.
Her fingers trenmble slightly.

TRUDY (V.Q)
He needed to prove he was superior.

She | owers the paper slowy.
Her fear now m xed with clarity.
Under st andi ng the man she marri ed.

Under st andi ng t he nonster.

TRUDY (V.Q)
And anyone who t hreatened that
illusion...
Beat .
TRUDY (V.Q)

becanme expendabl e.
She sits in silence.
The truth fully forned.

FADE TO BLACK.

END OF FLASHBACK
| NT. TRUDY' S HOUSE - NI GHT
Brett lies on the floor, drenched in sweat.
The di stant SCREECH of tires.
A viol ent CRASH
FLASH - -

Trudy in a wecked car. Blood. dass. Stillness.
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Brett gasps and jolts awake.
He sits up, shaking. Struggling to breathe.
Si | ence.
He wi pes his face. Forces hinself calm

CUT TGO
EXT. ALLI ANCE FRANCAI SE DE SAN FRANCI SCO - DAY
Brett reaches the door. Locked.
He rattles it. No response.
Frustration builds. He kicks the door.
He pulls out his phone and calls.
Across the street -
| NT. CAR -
Cl aude watches Brett from a di stance. D sappoi nted.
EXT. ROAD - DAY
A honel ess man cleans Brett's w ndshi el d.

BRETT
No. Don't.

Brett freezes as he notices the man's outfit.
It matches Victor's.
Brett's pul se spikes.

BRETT
Hey... stop.

The honel ess man senses danger and runs.

BRETT
Pol i ce! Stop!

Brett runs after him

The honel ess man turns into a narrow street.
He clinbs a | adder to the rooftop.

Brett follows.

They sprint across rooftops.

The man opens a door and rushes downstairs.
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Brett chases him
I NT. MALL -
They burst into a crowded nal | .

They run through people, sliding down escal ators, knocking
i nto shoppers, weaving through gift shops and food courts.

| NT. PARKI NG LOT -

The honel ess man stunbles into the parking |ot, panting,
exhaust ed.

A car's headlights shine on himlike a spotlight.
Brett jogs in, scanning between pillars and cars.
A WOVAN SCREAMS

Brett runs toward the sound.

The honel ess man lies on the floor, bleeding, stabbed in the
gut .

Brett crouches beside him holding his head.

The man dies in his arns.

Brett is shaken

| NT. BRETT' S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Brett opens the door. Dasha wal ks in and pets Leo.

BRETT
Did you bring it?

DASHA
Yeah.

She gives hima fake necklace identical to his nother's.

BRETT
Good. | want you to rent a car and
wait in the parking | ot tonight
with a canera.

DASHA
You think he'll fall for this?

BRETT
He hates | oose ends. He doesn't
know we al ready have the neckl ace.
If I find this where the honel ess
guy died. ..
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DASHA
It strengthens your theory. It
opens the case again.

BRETT
Wth Victor gone, he becones the
prime suspect.

DASHA
You think he'll come?

BRETT
| still left the tracker he planted
in my car.

Dasha nods.

DASHA
Call me when it's time.

She exits.

| NT. PARKI NG LOT - N GHT

Dasha waits in a rented tinted car, chewi ng gum
She hears a car. Sits up. G abs the canera.

A car enters.

Brett steps out.

He wal ks toward the spot.

He crouches.

He sm | es.

He inserts a pen into a small gap near the pillar and pulls
out the neckl ace.

He st ands.
A shadow falls over him

Cl aude wal ks toward him cl appi ng.

CLAUDE
Wl | done.

BRETT
It's over.

CLAUDE
Not vyet.

Cl aude pulls out a gun.
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CLAUDE
Gve it to ne.

BRETT
Aren't you going to keep your
prom se to ny nother?
Cl aude cocks the gun.

CLAUDE
Don't nmake ne do this.

Brett exhal es and tosses the neckl ace beside C aude.
Cl aude | ooks down.

Brett charges.

They struggle. Brett knocks the gun away.

| NT. CAR -

Dasha fil ns.

DASHA
You' ve got to be kidding ne.

| NT. PARKI NG LOT -

Brett unl eashes his rage, beating C aude brutally.
Cl aude absorbs the blows but fights back.

Finally, C aude grabs the gun and points it.

CLAUDE
BACK OFF!

Brett steps back, breathing hard.
Cl aude wi pes bl ood fromhis nose and pi cks up the neckl ace.

CLAUDE
Thi s ends her e.

He throws the necklace into the sea.
Cl aude keeps the gun trained on Brett.
He hesitates.

H s finger tightens.

Then st ops.

He wal ks away.

CUT TO
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| NT. CLAUDE' S HOUSE - DAY
KNOCK. KNOCK
Claude linps to the door and opens it.
Capt ai n, Jason, Dasha, and Brett stand outside.

CAPTAI N
Morning, sir.

Captain wal ks in without waiting. The others follow.

CLAUDE
Sure, get in.

Cl aude cl oses the door and slowy sits on the couch.

CAPTAI N
You | ook Iike you lost a fight with
a truck. \Wat happened?

Cl aude gl ances at Brett.

CLAUDE
| slipped on the stairs.

CAPTAI N
Sorry to hear that. We're here
because of this.

Captain places Trudy's journal on the table.
Cl aude studies it.

CLAUDE
May | ?

CAPTAI N
Go ahead.

Claude flips through the pages, calmbut alert.

CLAUDE
Captain... this feels like a famly
matter. You know the history
between Brett and ne. After Twenty
years, when he couldn't find any
evi dence. Suddenly he finds this?

Jason | ooks at Brett.

CAPTAI N
Normal Iy, | m ght agree.

Dasha inserts a disc into the TV.

The parking | ot footage plays.
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Cl aude freezes. H s conposure cracks for a second.
CAPTAI N
But this makes you | ook |ike a very
guilty man.
Captai n | eans forward.

CAPTAI N
Care to explain?

Cl aude exhal es sl owy.

CLAUDE
| think I've said enough. I'd |ike
a | awyer.

CAPTAI N

That's what | thought.
Brett stands near the wi ne display, staring at the bottles.
Cl aude wat ches him

CLAUDE (V.Q)

Sinplicity, Brett. People

overt hink. They search everywhere

but ignore what's in front of them

That's how you beat an equal .

Brett turns.

BRETT
Captain... the killer wote letters
with the victins' blood. Correct?
CAPTAI N
Yes.
BRETT

That nmeans he needed access to it.
A way to preserve it.

Captai n beconmes interested. Claude's jaw tightens.

Brett studies the | abels.

BRETT
Dasha... how many victins in 19837
DASHA
Thr ee.
BRETT
And in '84?
DASHA

Fi ve.
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BRETT
' 857
DASHA
Two.
Brett sml es.
BRETT

Funny. A man who doesn't drink..
collecting wine. Perfectly dated.

Si | ence.
Captain slowy wal ks toward the bottles.
BRETT

| think you should call forensics.
They' ve got a | ot of work ahead of
t hem

Captain lifts one bottle carefully.

Brett steps close to O aude.

BRETT
Echec et mat.

Cl aude | ooks at him

A proud, alnost fatherly smle.
Brett wal ks away.

Jason pats himon the shoul der

JASON
Congr at ul ati ons.

EXT. CLAUDE S HOUSE - DAY

Dasha wal ks besi de Brett.

DASHA
You did it, detective.
BRETT
W di d.
She sm | es.
DASHA
Captain's talking to the brass.
You'll be back soon
They hug.
DASHA

So what now?



86.

BRETT
| think 1'"ll go pick up life where
I left it.

He drives away.
| NT. SCHOOL REUNI ON - DAY
Brett enters. Han greets himwarmy.

HAN
There he is. San Francisco's
favorite detective.

BRETT
Coul dn't have done it w thout you.

HAN
Havi ng your killer display victins
in his living room.. that's next-
| evel arrogance.

BRETT
What about your tech? Wien does the
wor | d hear about it?

HAN
Never. C assified. Gover nment
property now.

BRETT
That's rough.

HAN
It solved your case. That's enough.

Brett studies him

BRETT
Wiy did you really help ne?
HAN
| told you. Test subject.
BRETT
Try agai n.
Han sm | es.
HAN
Because when we were kids... you

had ny back. | owed you
They hug.
| NT. SCHOOL REUNI ON - MOVENTS LATER

Brett neets Russell.



RUSSEL L
d ad you cane.

BRETT
Wuldn't mss it.

RUSSELL

There's soneone you shoul d neet.

He i ntroduces divi a.
They | ock eyes.

QLI VI A
Nice to see you

BRETT
You too. It's been a while.

CLIVIA
You | ook different.

BRETT
Hopeful ly better.

ALl VI A
"1l let you know.

BRETT
Still single?

CLI VI A
Depends. Are you asking?

BRETT
| think | am

They smi | e.
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FADE TO BLACK.
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