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FADE IN:
INT. NEW YORK CITY CAB – DAY 
CU - CHARLIE VERTITE’s The sound of strong TYPING covers the fade and wanes until he opens his eyes. The cab driver, EDGAR opens the plastic window and begins a conversation interrupting his day dream. Charlie loosens his tie and readjusts in his seat. He is your seemingly normal white, late twenties, red blooded American sits in a New York taxi cab, on a hot August day. He leans out the window as he waits in traffic. HORNS and STREET AMBIENCE can be heard. 
EDGAR
So, vat is it you do Mr. Charlie?
CHARLIE
(Deep sigh)

I’m a writer, Edgar.

EDGAR
Oh, what have you written? Can I find it at ze Barnes & Noble?
CHARLIE
No you won’t find my name on the books I’ve written…I complete those that the authors can’t. 

EDGAR

Oh, vats very nice. 

CU on Charlie leaning out the window. CU on rear view mirror, with Edgar’s face reflected in it. 
TRANSITION: We hear TYPING, and FADE OUT to WHITE
INT. – CHARLIE’S APT - DAY 

MEDIUM UPWARD ANGLE from inside the suitcase looking up at Charlie– Charlie throwing clothing down into a suitcase
Charlie rushes about his bedroom in his New York apartment; he grabs socks and a pair of jeans and hurls them into his suitcase laid open on his bed. He WHISTLES a joyful tune. His cell phone VIBRATES on the oak bedside table. 
CHARLIE

If cell phones existed back in the day of Shakespeare or Plato their great works would never have been written because they would not have be unable to finish writing without being disturbed.

Charlie reluctantly walks over to the phone and picks it up. The caller ID shows, “The Dick” is calling. Charlie waits a few seconds before answering. 
CHARLIE

Richard, I already left the office. I am officially on vacation.  

RICHARD
Hey there bud, I know you’re officially gone, but I just got off the phone with… 
(beat)

better leave the details out of it…
(beat)

But, they need this done FAST! 
CHARLIE
Nope, not happening! You know I have been looking forward to this vacation for months.

(beat)
It’s still a no, nothing could make me…

RICHARD

All you need to do is finish it, less than 20 pages. 

(beat)

Besides you’re the best I got, and knowing you, it won’t take long at all.
CHARLIE

I’ve been working non-stop for the past 4 years, completing 28 books, which is a momentous feat...

(beat)

So, I am not doing this project for any less than double my fee, you’re compensating for my plane ticket, and I am upgrading to first class. 

RICHARD

You’re really putting my balls in a vice.
CHARLIE

RICHARD...
RICHARD

FINE! I’ll send over the files immediately, before you can change your mind.

MEDIUM SHOT– Charlie sits down on bed, lingering for a moment, processing what has just happened. He looks down at his phone, pushes a button and then raises it to his ear. 

CHARLIE

Hi mom.
(beat)

Yea, about my trip…

TRANSITION: We hear TYPING, and FADE OUT.

INT. OFFICE – DAY 
Extreme CU – Fingers typing on keyboard. Two hands type away on a keyboard. The clicking of the buttons is as rapid as gunfire. 

TRANSITION: Tilt up to screen and rack out of focus. 

INT. – CHARLIE’S APT – LATE AFTERNOON
MONTAGE BEGINS

Charlie sits at his desk, opens a file and downloads its contents, he scrolls through the short document and reads the last portion of text.  MUSIC begins. 
CHARLIE
Hmm, that’s weird.
(beat)

Why is it so short?
Charlie is motivated to complete this project, and begins to work at his desk on his computer. OVS of keyboard, typing, and then editing passages. 
Charlie’s desk is empty; he returns with a steaming cup of coffee and sits back down. He sits in his chair office chair, spinning in circles.
Charlie eats a slice of cold pizza; he sits in the office chair throwing ball against the wall.
CHARLIE
(Yawning)
Not bad, could be better…
MONTAGE ENDS

Charlie sits at his desk wipes his face. OVS of keyboard and hand on mouse CLICKS save, the computer monitor goes dark as he gets up and walks behind the desk collapsing on his bed.  

TRANSITION: We hear TYPING, and FADE OUT.

INT. OFFICE – DAY 

EXTREME CU –Two hands type away on a keyboard, the CLICKING of the buttons is as rapid as gunfire. 

TRANSITION: Hand moves mouse and clicks twice, rack out of focus.  

INT. – CHARLIE’S APT – MORNING

EXTREME CU – We hear three BANGS of fingers on keyboard, while focused on Charlie’s eyes as they blink open. Hands wipe his face as he stretches in bed. WIDE SHOT - He lays for a second before rising and walking over to computer.  
MONTAGE BEGINS

Charlie CLICKS button to boot up, and walks out of frame. 

Charlie returns with steaming cup, takes a sip and sets it down on the desk, and stands looking at the computer for a second, then turns around and walks out of the frame again. Same MUSIC begins. 
Charlie returns with a towel around his neck, wearing jeans and a comfy t-shirt. Charlie again walks over to the computer, and back tracks at once again. 

Charlie returns with a plate of microwaved deliciousness, and sits down at his computer. 

Charlie scowls reading and rereading what he wrote the night before, shakes his head. 
MONTAGE ENDS 

TRANSITION: He saves his files to a flash drive and stands. CAMERA follows as he briskly walks out of his apartment. 
EXT. NEW YORK STREET CORNER  - DAY 

CU – Charlie stands looking up at the sky, taking a deep drag on his cigarette, before stubbing it out. 
He starts walking and gets the sensation someone is following him. He turns around to check, but does not see anything suspicious. 
A newspaper floats through the breeze and hits him in the chest. He picks it up and reads the front page article. It reads, “Deceased Author Involved in Conspiracy of His Own” Charlie glances down upon it and tosses it into the trash. 

He turns around and checks over his shoulder again. Interrupting the tension, is his cell phone, VIBRATING in his pocket, he pulls it out and the caller ID reveals it is Richard. 

CHARLIE
(Sarcastic)
Richard, what do I owe this pleasant surprise?  

RICHARD

Cut the crap. How’s it coming?
CHARLIE

Well, I got a good start last night, but I didn’t have a lot to work with. You didn’t send me very much. 

RICHARD
The less you know the better.
(beat)

Trust me.

CHARLIE

Richard, is there something I should know?
RICHARD
There’s nothing.

 (beat)

Why, has anything happened? 

Charlie checks over his shoulder again, but finds nothing. 

CHARLIE

No, I’m on my way to the office, needed a change of space. 

(beat)

Hope it’s quiet there today.
TRANSITION: Charlie stops and looks up at a monstrous building before entering.  
INT. CHARLIE’S OFFICE  - DAY 

Charlie walks into his office and sits down on the comfy couch, placed up against the wall under a lamp. He immediately pulls a laptop up, inserts the flash drive and begins typing. However, he is not alone, DEAN HOLLOW, the author of Charlie’s latest project sits on the arm of the couch. Dean is an older man in his sixties, complete with the man beer belly, dawning a slate grey suit, a patriotic blue dress shirt, with the top two buttons undone, and no a tie. Charlie pays no attention to him. 

DEAN
Hello there

(beat)

So, you’re the famous Ghost Writer

(beat)

You’re the one assigned to finish my book?

(beat)

I guess that’s kind of fitting. 

(beat)

Let me see what you’ve written…

Dean leans over and reads over Charlie’s shoulder, suddenly his attitude changes from a simmering anger to a full blown explosion. He paces during his tirade.  Charlie picks up a manila folder from a nearby table, and looks it over. A post-it note is attached to the top and reads, “Charlie – Additional info. -Richard” Charlie thumbs through the material and sets it beside him, continuing to type on the laptop.
DEAN
How could you cover this up?

(beat)

I thought you were different. 

(beat)

I can’t believe you’re just undoing everything I wrote. Have you ever written anything yourself?

(beat)
CONTD. 
You are just a damn sell out, and I doubt you’ll ever be able to write anything outside of other people’s work. 

Dean storms out the office, slamming the door behind him. The door produces a gust of air that sends Charlie’s stack of notes FLUTTER about the room. He looks up with his concentration lost. 

INT. CHARLIE’S OFFICE  - DAY 

Charlie collects his papers and walks to the door, leaning on the frame. 
Charlie
Umm…hey you, intern?

AMANDA
Uh, me? 
CHARLIE

Yea, what’s your name again?
AMANDA
Amanda.
(beat)

Is there something I can do for you Mr. Verites?
CHARLIE

I was hoping you could help me track down someone.

AMANDA
Of course, what is it you need?

Charlie
Richard has me working on a new project, and his notes are incomplete
(beat)

I was hoping you could you find the author’s name and email it to me?

AMANDA
Right away, sir.
TRANSITION: CU of Charlie as he closes the door on camera. We hear TYPING, and FADE OUT. 
INT. CHARLIE’S OFFICE - DAY 
WIDE - Charlie sits on the couch, getting back to work.  OVS – Charlie typing on laptop, alert POPS up telling him he has a new email, he opens it. It reads, “Author of your current project ‘Ghost Writer’ is one, Dean Hollow.” MEDIUM – Charlie TYPES and Googles the author’s name. He GASPS at what he finds, as Dean returns. 
DEAN
It’s been a hard week for me.
(beat)
First, I had a huge fight with the Mrs. 
(beat)
and then all this.
(beat)
I know it’s no excuse for what I said, but I do owe you an apology.
CHARLIE
No way… 
DEAN
Charlie

(beat)
You know, no one ever expects to die

(beat)
and for me it was so sudden and obviously I haven’t accepted it yet

(beat)
but seeing you finishing my work, made me realize 

(beat)
I don’t always get the last word.
Charlie feels a trickle of cold sweat run down his neck. Feeling as though someone is watching him, he looks out his window, and begins to pace around the office. 

CHARLIE
This has to be connected.
DEAN
Charlie

(beat)
Tell me what you’re thinking.
Pacing about the room, Charlie putting together all the pieces recalls his other projects. 
MONTAGE BEGINS

Charlie sits at his computer and receives an email from Richard it reads, “Last minute project, finish it as quickly as you can.” 

TRANSITION: We hear TYPING, and FLASH TO WHITE. 

Charlie sitting working on his own novel is interrupted by a phone call. 

CHARLIE
Richard…You know it’s my day off.
RICHARD
Stop your whining.
(beat)
I am sending you the files now.
(beat)
I expect this done by the time you get back to the office on Monday.
TRANSITION: We hear TYPING, and FLASH TO WHITE. 

Charlie locks up his office on his way home, after a long day of work. 

RICHARD
I’m glad I caught you, Chuck.
(beat)
I got another project for you.
CHARLIE
Just leave it on my desk and I will start on it in the morning.
RICHARD
I was hoping you’d get started immediately.
CHARLIE
No, RICHARD!

RICHARD
Well, if you hope to ever have that little thing.
CONTD. 

(beat)
You call a manuscript published.
(beat)
You’ll work on this right now.
TRANSITION: We hear TYPING, and FLASH TO WHITE. 

MONTAGE ENDS 
TRANSITION: We hear TYPING, and FLASH TO WHITE. 

MEDIUM - Charlie back in his office with Dean, slumps onto the couch continuing to think. Dean musters all his strength. EXTREME CU - He BANGS out one sentence on the laptop, it reads, “Although, the murder of the author would never be proven as truth, his story would be told through the conviction of another, the Ghost Writer.” Charlie watches as the words appear on the screen by themselves. 
CHARLIE
WHOA!!

(beat)
WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON? 
DEAN
Charlie

(beat)
I know you can’t hear me.
(beat)
But just go with it. 

A GUST of wind blows through the office, and Dean disappears. Charlie takes this as a sign, he should just let things be and FALLS back on the couch, pulling out his cell phone and DIALS. 
CHARLIE
Mom?
(beat)
I’m on my way to the airport.
(beat)
Yea, I am going to let someone else have the last word this time. 

Charlie confidently walks out of the office, and off to see family. As the door CLOSES behind him we hear him say to Amanda, the intern. 
CHARLIE
Could you give a message to Richard for me?

(beat)
Tell him, I am done with the latest project.

(beat)
and I am leaving for vacation.

(beat)
Oh, one more thing

(beat)
I quit!

 THE END
