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FADE IN.

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

Open on an up-scale apartment. Everything is sleek and

white. All the furniture appears to be something from the

futuristic Apple collection. A TV projection flickers in the

background.

Blood is splattered on the walls. There is a body spread

face up on a couch, and another body laying on the floor.

Two younger men stand in the room. CHASE and COREY wear

sport coats. Corey wipes a drip of blood off his face, Chase

holsters a futuristic looking pistol.

CHASE

Which one were we supposed to kill?

Corey walks by the body on the floor and moves the head with

his foot.

COREY

Not sure. Toss me the scanner.

Chase reaches in his pocket, pulls out a small electronic

device, then tosses it to Corey.

Corey holds the device over the man on the floor. A small

scanner shoots out. Red dots illuminate the dead guy’s face.

A profile pops up on a miniature screen. The two men look at

each other. Corey shakes his head.

Corey walks over to the next body. He holds the device over

the dead guy on the couch. Again, red dots illuminate his

face. The device beeps.

CHASE

Not working?

COREY

It can’t read him.

CHASE

Why not?

COREY

You shot him in the face.

Camera shifts to reveal a giant bullet hole in the upper

right of the man’s forehead.
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CHASE

Just try it again.

COREY

What did you shoot him in the face

for?

CHASE

Do you have to complain about

everything?

Chase grabs the scanner from Corey and holds it over the

man’s face. Red dots. A profile pops up. He holds it up

right in Corey’s face.

CHASE

Ha!

COREY

It’s not him either.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

A man in his early fifties, JACKSON, sits at a dinner table.

He is ruggedly good looking, but appears to have barely made

it out of a Rambo jungle expedition with his life.

At the other end of the table is a younger attractive women.

Wine glasses are stained red. The remnants of a meal are

scattered on their plates.

The restaurant has ornate moldings and white table clothes.

The servers wear black vests, their hair touched with

mousse.

There is some uncomfortable silence as the two pick at a few

last pieces of food, and swirl their wine. Finally Jackson’s

date looks up from her glass and punctures the tension.

GIRLFRIEND

It’s kind of hard for me to say

this, but I feel like you are

disinterested. It’s like your mind

is always off somewhere

else. Look... I know it had to be

hard on you, and, maybe it’s just

that I can’t relate, but I just

can’t do this anymore.

She pauses, looking for a response. She is greeted with

silence. She spits out one last line, as if she was finally

able to clear a hairball out of her throat.
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GIRLFRIEND

All you talk about is your dead

wife, and how you haven’t had a job

in years. That isn’t exactly what

I’m looking for. Your re-living the

past Jackson. I’m sorry.

More silence. Jackson shakes his head slightly before

looking up.

JACKSON

So you don’t want to go on a second

date?

She looks at the table, tosses her napkin on her plate and

stands up.

She smiles at him, lips together, then walks out.

INT. AIRPORT - NIGHT

A white man walks through a Japanese airport. He is a head

taller than everyone. BRIGGS has a black suit coat, a black

hat, black horn-rimmed glasses, and a black briefcase cuffed

to his wrist.

He tries to make his way through the crowd but is

continuously bumped into by the everyone. It’s as if he is

traveling upstream.

Some of the people passing by have clothes that change

colors and design. The shirts appear like some sort of

screen saver in cloth form. All the airport signage appears

as digital projections. Ads, directions, etc... everything

is digital, and appears as if to be 3D. It looks real, but

for a tinge of electric glow.

Briggs makes his way to a small table in an airport

restaurant and sits. He checks the clock, takes off his

glasses, rubs his eyes, exhales.

The clock, and every other sign, disappear. The airport is

actually very bland. Everything is a shade of white.

A woman approaches the table and starts to move her finger

along the surface. She is speaking Japanese, which Briggs

pretends to understand. He puts his glasses back on, and we

can see she is actually flipping through a menu on the table

surface.

Briggs looks up at the waitress and stares at her eyes. A

tiny glare shines off her retina. He interrupts her

mid-sentence.
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BRIGGS

How do you like the contacts? I

never could get used to them.

The waitress looks confused. And after a second of nothing,

he just points to something on the menu and smiles at her.

The waitress walks away.

He takes his glasses off again. As he looks around we see

everything disappear. The walls are white, the lighting is

poor, most people appear dressed in plain white clothing.

The waitress comes back with a plate. Two tiny, but fully

shelled crayfish sit on top of miniature mounds of rice. The

meal looks pathetic.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Jackson sits at a bar. The room is filled with wood, old

paintings, and a pool table. It’s a small room with a

smaller crowd.

Jackson throws back a whiskey and taps for another.

BARTENDER

It’s been a little while. I thought

you might be cheatin’ on me.

JACKSON

C’mon. You know I haven’t been

around cause I gave up drinking.

BARTENDER

Clearly...

The bartender nods his head, and watches as Jackson throws

back another whiskey.

JACKSON

Look you know I’m loyal.

Jackson reaches for the wooden bar counter. He caresses it

with his hand.

JACKSON

I need a place that feels real.

BARTENDER

I’ll drink to that.

They clink drinks.
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BARTENDER

I keep telling them I won’t sell,

but one of these times they are

going to pretend not to hear and I

am going to find all this beautiful

furniture in a dumpster.

JACKSON

Shame.

BARTENDER

Whoa there Jackson, don’t get so

upset.

JACKSON

Nothing I can do about it. Besides,

would it be such a bad thing to end

up like me?

Bar tender looks Jackson up and down.

BARTENDER

Hell yea it would.

They both chuckle, and Jackson has another drink.

INT. AIRPLANE - NIGHT

Briggs is in the middle seat of an airplane between two fat

people. Each one motions their arms in an attempt to play an

interactive tennis video game on the screen in front of

them. Wide awake and clearly uncomfortable, Briggs taps the

briefcase on his lap.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Corey and Chase are in a different, completely white

apartment. Statues and paintings are spread throughout the

apartment. They all have an electric glow to them.

A dead body lays on the floor. Blood splatter is fairly

minimal. Chase hovers above this guy with the scanner. He

looks at a profile and shakes his head. It’s not the guy. He

thinks for a second.

CHASE

Well at least I didn’t shoot him in

the face...

Corey nods his head approvingly.
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COREY

True.

EXT. BOARDWALK - NIGHT

Jackson walks along a concrete sidewalk that outlines a

large lake. Waves crash against the breakwall, spraying

droplets up onto the path. Jackson stumbles, clearly

intoxicated. He throws his beer bottle up in the air, then

punches it on its way down. Glass shatters everywhere.

He looks at his hand. Without wincing, he pulls a bit of

glass out from between his knuckles. He watches a trickle of

blood roll over his wedding band.

Jackson plops down on the ledge, and stares off into the

water. A few people pass by in the background.

The cry of a young girl pierces the tranquility.

LITTLE GIRL

Mom! Mr. Whiskers! Mom!

Jackson looks to the water, seeing a furry cat bobbing in

the aggravated swell.

Without hesitation, Jackson jumps in. He vanishes for a

moment. He re-surfaces. Tired and drunk, his swimming starts

to resemble a toddler in a bathtub. Waves crash. He

disappears again.

Nothing.

Jackson hauls himself over the ledge and flops onto his side

sopping wet. Breathing heavily, Jackson pulls a limp cat up

over the ledge.

The mother and young girl scurry over to Jackson. The girl

has ice cream on her face. The spoils of a late night out

with mom.

She runs and grabs the cat. She hugs it, then grabs it by

its ends and wrings it out like a wash cloth.

It is clearly a stuffed animal - beady little eyes and all.

MOTHER

What a hero... I must really look

like I can’t afford another?

She looks like she can’t afford another.
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Jackson looks at the ground feeling the stupidity drip off

his wet clothes.

The little girl hugs Jackson. As the mom notices his cut up

hand she pulls her daughter away.

MOTHER

Thanks.

They hustle off down the sidewalk. As their footsteps fade

out we hear the mother say bedtime.

Jackson lays down on the edge of sidewalk and closes his

eyes.

INT. ROAD - DAWN

It’s early morning. The farthest rays of the sun start to

peak over the horizon. Glitching and glittering, signs

appear scattered along the road.

Corey drives an SUV down a highway. The car shifts color in

the sunlight.

A large bridge is close in the distance. Chase is in the

seat next to him. The car beeps. Chase pushes a button and a

phone call comes through the car speaker. JANE is on the

other end.

JANE

What have you two been doing all

night?

CHASE

Don’t worry, we got him.

JANE

What do you mean you got him?

Corey looks at chase and raises his eyebrows, urging him on.

Chase doesn’t say anything.

COREY

Look we had to check a couple

different addresses, but, uh,

JANE

Whatever. As long as you were able

to bug his room, and he doesn’t

know, I don’t care.

Chase turns to the backseat. A body bag lays across the

floor.
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Chase looks over to Corey and silently mouths a sentence.

CHASE

Bug his room?

Corey looks at him, then back to the road.

COREY

Yup. All good here.

We hear the phone call end. They are now on the bridge and

Corey pulls the SUV over. Chase gets out, opens the door to

the back and drags the body bag out of the car. Chase flops

the large black bag over the rail. After a moment we hear a

loud splash.

INT. METRO TRAIN - MORNING

Clouds peel away to reveal a metro train speeding along

below.

People are scattered throughout the inside the train. There

is a mix of colors - bright clothing, signs, etc...

throughout the train. Everything has a bit of a glow.

In the middle of one of the cabins a woman talks obnoxiously

on her cell phone.

TRAIN WOMAN

That’s right. I told him I wouldn’t

stay there any longer. Listen. If

there is one thing I know, is how

to tell a man what is what. Uh huh,

uh huh. yeah, okay, okay. So I

stayed. But baby it’s University of

Chicago. He’s gonna be a doctor or

something. Oh shut up.

The conversation continues to drone on. Camera reveals

Briggs sitting behind the loud woman. He takes several deep

breaths.

The train stops.

Briggs exits. As people split in different directions,

Briggs remains in focus.

Briggs continues to walk at a steady pace. The sound of his

footsteps are accompanied by the early morning groans of the

city.
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It is a large suburban town. Briggs steadily walks from the

train station, passing office buildings, stores, coffee

shops, and other city buildings. Bright colors are

splattered on buildings. Signs arch over streets. Ads seem

to be floating in the air. A few outfits change as people

walk by.

A lonely brick wall stands out on an older building. It’s as

if a switch were turned off. A giant piece of graffiti is

visible: "This is my reality."

Crossing a street, Briggs continues to walk further from

town. As he reaches a parking lot behind an abandoned and

bland building, he stops.

Looking at his watch, Briggs heads toward the building. His

footsteps are the only sound heard.

A car door shuts behind him.

Camera pulls back to see Briggs alone in a parking lot. A

row of buildings behind him. He stops and it’s deafeningly

quiet.

A silenced gun shot sounds. Brigg’s body falls to the

ground.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Jackson is in a bed. He’s in the same clothes from the night

before. His bedroom is filled with books, pictures,

paintings, and wood. Everything has it’s place.

Jackson strips out of his clothes. He folds his bed, then

walks into a tiny bathroom. He brushes his teeth, shaves,

scrubs, combs, lotions, dresses etc... Everything is done

with precise detail. An obsessive routine.

Jackson walks out of his bedroom through a small living

room. There is a couch, table, and large book stand. All

woods and leathers. Jackson picks a novel off the table and

places it across the room on an oak bookshelf. Although

there are obviously too many books for the shelves, not one

is out of place.

Jackson opens the fridge in the connected kitchen. Like

every other room, it’s narrow, with low ceilings.

The phone rings.
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He grabs a bagel and pops it in the toaster. Flipping an egg

in a frying pan once, Jackson throws the fried egg on the

bagel, turns off the stove, then sits down at a table that

would be tight for two.

Phone rings again

JACKSON

(Rising with his bagel)

Ugh.

Jackson walks upstairs toward the phone. It becomes visible

that Jackson is on a yacht as he walks toward the bridge.

Along with boat navigation controls, we see a small personal

office.

Reaching over Jackson picks up his buzzing smart phone from

its charger.

JACKSON

Hello...

His face flattens.

EXT. PARKING LOT - MORNING

Jackson raises his eyebrows. Fully dressed, with a leather

pack slung over his shoulder. Jackson stands next to his

black SUV - driver side door open. He whistles once.

JACKSON

Somebody was very upset.

As the view expands, there are two cars and five bodies

sprawled out on the pavement.

In the middle of it all, two bodies lay next to each each

other. Briggs lays crumpled next to another man in a black

suit. A pair of chain cutters lay at their feet.

Another man in a black suit is splayed out several yards in

front of a white sedan.

Across the parking lot two bodies lay apart several yards in

front of a white hybrid.

Jackson takes out his smart phone/camera, then photographs

the bodies, cars, blood splatter, everything.

Returning to his car, Jackson opens a metal toolbox in the

backseat, tosses his coat in, puts on gloves, and grabs

several sized bags.
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Jackson strides over to the lone body and picks up several

bullet casings. He examines them, then drops them into a

small Ziploc bag.

He sticks his fingers into the man’s every pocket smooth and

quick. He pulls out a set of car keys, wipes the blood off

the keys onto the suit coat of the corpse, then drops them

into another bag.

He pulls the body into a large body bag, careful not to

damage any part of the corpse, he throws the body over his

shoulder and drops it off into the hollowed bed in the back

of the SUV.

JACKSON

Fatass.

Several bodies later, Jackson gets on his knees with a brush

and bottle of Ammonia scrubbing all the blood splatter. He

doesn’t try to rub it out, but thin it out, so it blends

into the dark asphalt. Jackson continues to scrub on, his

face looks relaxed as his hands continue to keep working.

He walks over to the second of the two cars, opens it and

meticulously goes through every compartment, seat, and

crevice, bagging everything. With a hand sized vacuum he

combs the cushions and dashboard, sucking up every hair and

fiber.

After looking through each trunk, Jackson shuts it slowly,

letting his fingers follow the crease of metal.

Jackson pulls the cars into a line, as if left overnight in

a parking lot.

Jackson pulls a small electric tool from his pocket and

squats down to take off the license plate from the back of

the car. He takes off the front as well, and tosses the rest

of the items into the back of the trunk of his SUV.

He tries to pull the cover over the bodies, and bagged

items, but is unable to get it all the way across. He pushes

on the body bag atop the others pressing downward as he

tries to pull the cover across.

Jackson sees a cop car pulling into the parking lot through

his windshield. He tosses his gloves in and pushes down on

the body harder. An uncomfortable crunch is audible. Jackson

pulls the cover over the whole truck bed and shuts the

hatch.
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Jackson walks up and opens the driver door as the police car

stops. He throws up the flap on his bag, revealing a gun and

variety of passports among many other items. He looks up and

grabs something, tossing the bag back into the glove box.

Cop, SERGEANT TREVORS, gets out of the car and several fast

food wrappers fall to the floor of the drivers seat. He

saunters forward. Trevors has on a pair of aviator style eye

glasses.

SERGEANT TREVORS

Hello there. beautiful day isn’t

it.

Sergeant looks around.

JACKSON

Lovely.

SERGEANT TREVORS

What brings you all the way out

here?

JACKSON

Probably the same thing as you

officer.

Jackson pulls up a reporter pass, with his face on it. The

picture is a rather mocking smile.

JACKSON

Channel 6 news has its nose in

everything. They get one whiff a

something and they send us off.

Sergeant tries to get in a word, but Jackson keeps going.

JACKSON

When they told me there was some

scruff reported just west of town,

I thought I would find something

more than these cars.

SERGEANT TREVORS

I haven’t heard anything about a

scruff... I’m just doing my rounds

this morning...

Pause.

JACKSON

Ha, I guess I got a pretty bad tip

then. Huh?
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SERGEANT TREVORS

Well.

JACKSON

(butting in)

I know I am not coming back with

anything, could be bad. I feel

better about it now though. I’m

glad we talked...

SERGEANT TREVORS

yeah.

JACKSON

Whelp, Good luck. Hopefully you

find something more interesting

than me.

Jackson turns to head back to the car, and begins to open

the driver side door.

SERGEANT TREVORS

Hold on there.

JACKSON

(turning)

Yes officer.

SERGEANT TREVORS

Look, if channel 6 is ever doing a

report on the police department, or

something where you need an officer

mug shot for the camera, I would be

willing to do an interview.

Sergeant hands Jackson a business card.

SERGEANT TREVORS

I am no stranger to the camera you

know. I was actually an extra in

the last batman movie... you know

when they smash the light at the

end and there is a cop holding all

those people back. Yeah.

The cop proudly points a thumb at himself.

JACKSON

Really? That was you. Wow, well...

I am sure you will be hearing from

me again soon.

(he winks, then looks at the

card)

(MORE)
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JACKSON (cont’d)

Sergeant... Trevors.

SERGEANT TREVORS

Great.

JACKSON

Well um, I gotta head back here so.

SERGEANT TREVORS

Yeah of course. I am just gonna

look around.

The two wait an awkward second for the other to say

something else, then slowly turn to head to their respective

vehicles.

Jackson gets into his car as the police officer walks away.

He looks at the business card.

JACKSON

Interesting.

Jackson tosses the reporter badge and card into his bag in

the glove box, starts up his car, then pulls out his phone

looking at the GPS.

Sergeant Trevors walks back to his car. He takes one last

look around and we now see from his POV. It looks like an

entirely different scene. Colors, ads, projections

everywhere. The parking lot doesn’t look so deserted.

EXT. HYPERSYNC HQ - DAY

Corey and Chase sit in a lobby. White walls, white cushions,

etc... A fountain trickles water down several stone steps.

The fountain has a glow to it.

Chase’s head bobs up and down, in and out of sleep. Corey

slaps him. He opens his eyes.

CHASE

What was that for?

COREY

We’re supposed to be waiting, not

sleeping.

Chase looks at Corey and combats him with silence. The two

men sit still, until Chase pokes Corey’s leg and points

toward the glass doorway.

(Continued)
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Jackson walks through a sliding glass doors into a small

reception room with no receptionist.

Ahead a large silver elevator sticks out against the white

walls.

O.S.

Hello. Welcome to Hypersync. How

may I help you?

Jackson looks around confused, unsure of the source of the

voice.

Corey and Chase walk in behind Jackson. Corey takes off his

glasses and puts them on Jackson’s face.

Feet in front of Jackson stands a perfectly

life-like attractive younger women, SARAH. She is modestly

clothed with her hair pulled back.

COREY

Hey Sarah, goin down to see Jane.

Jackson turns his head to look Chase and Corey up and down.

SARAH

Hold on.

Jackson looks ridiculous in the thick horn rim glasses. He

takes them off and hands the pair back to Corey.

JACKSON

Thanks.

Sarah disappears. A moment later the doors to the elevator

open.

CHASE

After you Mr. Milo.

They all step into the elevator.

JACKSON

I’m not your teacher, don’t call me

Mr. Milo.

COREY

Alright so then...

JACKSON

Jackson is fine.

(Continued)
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CHASE

Can I call you Jax.

Doors of the elevator close. Without pushing any buttons,

the elevator begins to descend.

COREY

He just told you he wanted to be

called Jackson.

CHASE

Yeah, but Jax is shorter, easier to

say.

JACKSON

Call me whatever you want.

Jackson looks out the elevator walls as they plunge

downward.

Through the glass walls of the elevator, several levels of

the facility are visible.

A multitude of machines, lab coats, holograms, LCD screens,

processors, and phones scatter throughout the various

floors.

CHASE

Don’t you want to know our names?

JACKSON

Not really.

CHASE

Im Chase O’Connor. That’s Corey

O’Connor.

COREY

Were not related.

CHASE

It’s just a coincidence.

JACKSON

Sure.

The elevator stops and the doors open. Jackson walks out and

waits for the duo as they head out down the hallway.

Corey stops in front of a steel door. He pushes a doorbell

and waits for a response. Nothing. Another moment longer and

he pushes another button. The door slides open.
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Corey notions for Jackson to walk into the empty office. The

room is large. There is a bookcase, a fish tank, and several

surrealist paintings. The chairs in the room are leather.

The desk at the end of the room is wood - cherry, oak or

something nice. A large mirror is the backdrop behind the

desk.

The duo sits down in leather chairs in the back of the room.

Jackson stands in the middle of the room. He looks over the

books on the shelf. He stops, looking at the reflection in

the glass of a fish tank. Corey is fitting his eye glasses

into a satin case.

JACKSON

Trendy glasses you got.

Jackson smiles to himself.

CHASE

I told you they were gay.

COREY

You bought the same ones.

CHASE

Still gay.

Corey rubs his eyes with his thumb and index finger.

A moment of silence. Leather creaks as we hear Jackson sit

down in the chair behind the desk.

Jane walks in the room. She is older yet still slender and

attractive, a sliver of grey in her hair. She is wearing

glasses and a dress skirt.

JANE

Corey. Chase. Out.

The duo looks at each other. Then as if scolded dogs, they

exit the room.

Jane turns to look at Jackson sitting in her chair. Her face

is stern. She walks across the room, her expression breaks

and she hops up on the desk.

JANE

It’s been awhile.

She sits with her legs apart just feet from Jackson. Forcing

Jackson to look up her skirt. He looks for a second. Then

looks at her face.
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JACKSON

You have more grey hair now.

Jane looks at Jackson’s nude ring finger.

JANE

How is Lina?

JACKSON

Dead.

JANE

I’m sorry.

Silence.

JANE

Have things been difficult?

JACKSON

Is this what you wanted to talk

about?

JANE

You know it wasn’t my choice to let

you go.

JACKSON

Shit happens. I’m back.

JANE

If it was my choice...

Jackson cuts her off.

JACKSON

Look. Just because everyone thinks

decaying walls can be fixed with a

fresh coat of paint doesn’t mean

I’ll go buy a new set of brushes.

JANE

No one wants Janitors like you

anymore.

JACKSON

So then why did you call me?

JANE

I missed you.
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JACKSON

I’m sure.

JANE

This was a big job I needed someone

a little more tactful. Corporate

feuds have been getting out of hand

the last couple years.

JACKSON

I noticed.

JANE

Police are paid off. Projections

cover up most things. So janitors

get lazy. Sloppy. Like them.

Jane motions to where Corey and Chase were sitting a few

minutes ago.

JACKSON

Well I took care of it. I was

thorough.

JANE

I believe that. Did you find the

briefcase?

JACKSON

No. I looked for it everywhere. I’m

sorry.

JANE

That’s fortunate.

Jackson cocks his head quizzically.

JACKSON

Fortunate? I thought you said the

briefcase was the only thing you

needed.

JANE

Yes. Fortunate. Now I get to see

more of you.

Jane closes her legs and hops off the desk. She motions for

Jackson to stand up.
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EXT. HYPERSYNC HQ - DAY

Outside of Hypersync it’s sunny.

CHASE

I don’t get why she thinks we can’t

do this on our own. It’s just a

briefcase.

COREY

She’s sending us to Omni. Could be

messy.

CHASE

So you think we need help.

COREY

If nothing else - he could be a

good body shield.

CHASE

At least he’s a sweet dude.

COREY

Don’t ever say that again.

Chase shrugs.

COREY

Go get the car.

Jackson is seen walking out the entrance of Hypersync.

CHASE

You get the car.

COREY

Really, that’s what you’re...

Corey trails off as a man in white coat pulls up in a white

hybrid. He parks and steps out.

COREY

What da fug is this?

The valet hands Chase the car key.

VALET

Company is green now.

Jackson is now right behind Corey. The valet turns to walk

away.
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JACKSON

Gentlemen.

Corey turns around. He looks at Jackson briefly, then turns

back to the car. A look of disgust on his face.

CHASE

Its got a lot of trunk space.

Chase pops his head up from behind the car after shutting

the trunk.

COREY

Still sucks.

JACKSON

Hey.

Chase and Corey turn their heads to Jackson.

CHASE

Hey.

COREY

What!?

JACKSON

Let’s go shopping.

Chase and Corey look at each other.

INT. CLOTHING STORE - DAY

Suits cover the walls of a high-end clothing store. Satin,

silk, wool, and everything else that is imported, crafted,

and overpriced lines the store walls.

Corey and Chase wait outside a changing room. They are both

in brand new suits.

CHASE

Where the hell did he find this

place?

COREY

I had no idea they still existed in

the area.

Jackson comes out of the dressing room in a suit worth more

than most cars.

(Continued)
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JACKSON

(looking at himself)

Looks good, eh?

Jackson holds his arms out with the coat stretched open. He

spins around. Obviously pleased with his choice.

COREY

What are we doing here?

JACKSON

(lifting up his shirt and

coat)

What do you think of these pants?

CHASE

I think they look pretty good.

Corey looks at Jackson, then raises his eyebrows as if to

say "well."

JACKSON

I don’t know about you, but I would

like a suit that shouts wealth and

confidence, so when I walk into

Omni nobody wonders what this

retard (points to Corey) is doing

here.

CHASE

Whoa?!

COREY

That’s your plan? To walk in there

with a suit and just say hey,

(mockingly)You guys took something

from one of my friends. Give it

back or you are gonna be swimmin’

with the fishes. Capish... What are

you from the mafia?

JACKSON

No, but maybe Chase is.

Chase looks at himself becoming aware that the pinstripe

suit he picked out might be a little much.

CHASE

Okay, I’ll get a different suit.

Chase goes back and starts looking at some other suits.
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JACKSON

(to Corey)

So do you like the suit?

COREY

Yeah I like the suit.

Corey looks at himself approvingly.

COREY

(to Jackson)

You look like a schmuck though.

Corey and Jackson smile. Corey’s face turns serious.

COREY

Who is paying for this?

Jackson just winks as he walks over to the register. He

grabs a leather briefcase on his way, looks it over, then

goes to talk to the cashier.

Corey nods approval as Chase comes out of the dressing room

in a new suit.

Jackson comes back over.

JACKSON

Lets go.

CHASE

That’s it?

JACKSON

That’s it.

The three men walk outside the store towards their car.

Corey starts the car, and pulls out into the street.

JACKSON

To Omni.

Corey and Chase look startled.

COREY

You were serious. I thought you

were joking. How the hell are we

going to just walk in.

JACKSON

Trust me. I have a way with the

secretaries. They think I’m pretty.

Jackson winks at Chase.

(Continued)
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CHASE

These suits are pretty nice.

EXT. OMNI - DAY

The white hybrid pulls into a parking lot full of other

white hybrids. A wide spherical four story building stands

behind several flag poles.

The three men get out of the car. Jackson grabs his newly

purchased briefcase and something else from his bag. They

begin to walk towards the entrance. Without glasses

everything looks rather plain to Jackson.

Jackson stops.

JACKSON

Look. You can’t both come in with

me. I really only need one

assistant.

COREY

Assistant?

CHASE

Wouldn’t two look better than one.

JACKSON

I don’t think so.

Corey looks Chase down and begins to walk forward. Chase

accepts staying back as if he had always been the kid left

behind growing up.

CHASE

Why did I even get a suit?

JACKSON

I didn’t want you to feel left out.

Jackson smiles.

Followed by Corey, Jackson heads to the entrance, leaving

Chase standing by the car, obviously left out.

Revolving doors kick Jackson through to a large opening

bustling with people beyond a large reception desk barring

the way forward. The interior seems bland. People crowd

around seemingly invisible structures and point to blank

walls.

Jackson steps up to a young male receptionist. He stutters

for a moment, feeling that his charm won’t help him.
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JACKSON

(Slight Accent)

Hello there. My name is Earl

Prethero CEO of Extension Wireless.

RECEPTIONIST

Hi.

JACKSON

You’ve probably heard of us. We are

the largest provider of office

telecommunications in Louisiana,

Missouri, Alabama, and Georgia.

Jackson stands looking proud, waiting for the receptionist

to be impressed, then quickly starts talking again.

JACKSON

Anyways, we (acknowledging Corey)

have had some extra time since our

earlier meeting ended considerably

short.

COREY

Considerably.

Jackson flashes him a look that says shut up.

JACKSON

Anyways we have been looking to

upgrade some of our

Receptionist cuts in.

RECEPTIONIST

I am sorry sir, but we are a little

busy right now, maybe we could set

up an appointment for another time.

Another employee, BILL, a man of some stature and on the

prowl for more begins to walk by.

Jackson looks at his Rolex.

JACKSON

Well, we have to be at Hypersync

for a company tour in a couple

hours. Then we head out tomorrow.

We were really hoping that you

could squeeze us in.
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RECEPTIONIST

I’m sorry but.

Bill, eavesdropping, briskly walks over.

BILL

Shut up Joel.

Bill extends his hand to Jackson, placing his back to the

receptionist.

BILL

Where did you say you were from

Mr...

JACKSON

Prethero, and Atlanta.

Corey reaches out his hand to Bill. Bill ignores him,

putting all his attention on Jackson.

BILL

And exactly what are you interested

in Mr. Prethero?

JACKSON

We are looking for a new research

and development partner. Lately our

R&D department has left us behind

the times.

BILL

Excellent.

Bill turns and begins to walk forward. A smile on his lips.

BILL

So, you would like a tour. Come

along. I think you will be...

impressed.

The three men walk up a nearby staircase, down a short

hallway and stand outside a long glass viewing window.

Corey hands Jackson a pair of glasses. As he dons them, an

explosion of colors erupts from every corner of the

building.

Several men inside are moving their hands along a gigantic

wide screen, pulling digital images everywhere.
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BILL

We have the largest cellular

development team in the

country. Would be the world if it

wasn’t for the Japanese.

Bill, followed by Corey and Jackson, continues walking. They

pass by a room filled with various machines, then stop at a

thick window with a large observation post.

Below, a team of men in bio-hazard suits surround a glowing

orb.

BILL

There’s the gem. A completely self

sustaining battery. Never have to

charge a thing. Powers everything.

JACKSON

Fascinating. I do apologize...

Searching for a name, he snaps his fingers.

BILL

Bill.

JACKSON

We do have to keep moving.

BILL

Right. This way.

Bill takes them up one more flight of stairs. He motions to

various things as he continues talking.

They pass a bathroom.

JACKSON

I have to use the little men’s

room. Do you mind?

BILL

Of course not.

Jackson walks into the bathroom and begins to pace around

for several moments. Corey walks in.

JACKSON

What are we girls?

COREY

I just thought that you were trying

to get alone to talk.
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JACKSON

No. Look just go outside and look

unpleasant... tell him I have gas.

COREY

That’s ridiculous, you can’t be...

JACKSON

but pretend like you weren’t

supposed to say anything.

COREY

serious.

Jackson motions toward the exit.

Corey sidles up to Bill, a subtle anguish surfaces on his

face. He leans over, hesitates, then whispers.

COREY

Gas.

BILL

Gas?

COREY

Gas.

BILL

Oh.

Jackson comes out of the bathroom looking somewhat

disheveled. He takes his glasses off. The building becomes

bland again.

JACKSON

I am sorry, but I am afraid we’ll

have to finish this meeting

tomorrow. I’ll send someone over.

BILL

I completely understand.

JACKSON

You do?

Jackson shoots Corey a menacing look, and Corey cowers as if

caught in the act of treason.
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INT. CAR - DAY

The three men sit inside the car.

CHASE

Really so that was it.

COREY

Yeah, that’s all he did.

Jackson looks confident as ever.

JACKSON

Don’t worry, now I have the place

all mapped out in my head.

CHASE

(to Corey)

You didn’t tell him did you.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

The men walk into a rather large apartment. Everything is

white, couches, walls and all. Old dishes, clothes, and

garbage are scattered about.

JACKSON

(sarcasm)

This is nice.

COREY

(to Chase)

You were supposed to do the dishes.

CHASE

What? It was your night to do the

dishes.

JACKSON

Just show me.

Corey hands Jackson his eye glasses. Jackson puts them on

and follows the men back into a office room. The room has a

desk, a chair and bookcase, all white. In the middle of the

room a circular object is set on top of a steel table. Chase

touches the object, which explodes into a large hologram

depiction of Omni.

Jackson stares.
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CHASE

(to Corey)

Told you he would feel stupid.

Corey smiles as he accompanies Chase out of the room.

Jackson starts playing with the hologram. It moves as his

hands zoom in at certain areas, and slide around to switch

perspectives.

The ticking of the clock on the wall gets louder until it is

interrupted by a phone ringing. We hear Jackson speak as

someone picks up on the other end.

JACKSON

Hey Gordo. Yeah I know its been

awhile. I was hoping I could cash

in that favor you owe me. No...

okay, well what about just the

suits... and an axe? No no, I’ll

pick it up. Yeah, the morning.

Jackson hangs up as Chase’s voice becomes audible from the

other room.

CHASE

(O.S.)

Hey Jax. Do you want Pepperoni or

Sausage?

COREY

(to chase)

Nobody likes sausage.

CHASE

I like sausage.

Jackson walks into the Kitchen.

JACKSON

Sausage.

Chase stares at Corey with a smirk.

Jackson walks over to the couch and sits down.

JACKSON

So what are you guys married. I had

a gay uncle, I know how it is.

COREY

What? No.
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CHASE

Whoa whoa whoa.

COREY

We are not fags. I mean Chase might

be.

CHASE

Shut up, you were the one holding

hands with Jimmy in third grade.

COREY

What are you bringing that up for.

You know I was holding tissue on

his cut. His hand was bleeding.

CHASE

Look, I’m not saying, I’m just

saying.

COREY

You bring that up way to much, I

think you’re jealous.

Corey sits on a bar stool in the kitchen facing the couches.

He opens a beer.

CHASE

Were not gay.

JACKSON

Sure, alright. So you have just

lived together for years.

COREY

Do you know how expensive a place

like this is?

Jackson looks around.

JACKSON

(sarcasm)

I can imagine.

CHASE

What about you. Where’s your ring?

JACKSON

I don’t want to talk about it.

CHASE

You divorced?
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JACKSON

Drop it.

COREY

Uh. Oh. I think we found a soft

spot.

CHASE

She dead?

Jackson ignores him.

CHASE

I bet she was ugly.

Jackson lurches upward, grabs Chase by the throat and

thrusts him up against the wall.

JACKSON

Don’t talk about my wife.

Chase’s eyes bulge. Jackson stares at him with intensity.

Corey starts to laugh. Both Jackson and Chase whip their

heads around to look at Corey, surprised by his reaction.

Jackson still has Chase by the throat.

COREY

That’s a little disappointing

really.

CHASE

(gasping)

What?!

COREY

Don’t you guys watch action movies?

It’s so Lethal Weapon. I mean come

on. I can’t think of anything more

cliche than a hard ass old guy that

snaps when you talk about his dead

wife.

JACKSON

Cliche?

COREY

I dunno, I had higher hopes that

your thing would be something

weirder. You know a cat thief or

some kind of fetish with dead

people or something. It’s a little

bit of a let down.
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CHASE

He’s got point.

Jackson drops Chase and lays back against his couch,

silently reflecting.

Corey tosses Jackson a beer and sits down next to him.

COREY

Look everybody’s got a thing. I

have very little self confidence.

Chase is mildly retarded. Just

thought you had something a little

more, I dunno, interesting.

Jackson sets the can on the table and leans back.

JACKSON

I’m a violent drunk.

Corey considers this for a moment.

COREY

Alright that helps a little.

CHASE

(concerned)

Really?

COREY

Chase is also a delusional

psychiatrist.

CHASE

And you’re lack of confidence

causes you to feel the need to

always put others down.

JACKSON

Sounds like a psychiatrist to me.

COREY

(to Chase)

You don’t have a degree. You’re a

monkey.

CHASE

(to Jackson)

See what I mean?

As Jackson opens his beer and lays back, he whispers to

himself.
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JACKSON

Gotta make lemonade.

INT. CAR - DAY

Chase looks from Corey to Jackson with a smile.

CHASE

I look good, and you two look like

idiots.

Corey and Jackson sit in the car in dressed from head to toe

in firefighter uniforms. Chase is in his newly purchased

suit. Through the car windows we can see an abundance of

parked cars.

COREY

I can’t believe this is your plan.

You don’t really think this is

going to work?

JACKSON

It’ll work.

CHASE

Yeah, but people will notice if

there is no fire truck.

JACKSON

Not if they are all inside.

COREY

But if we appear in the building

right away, they are gonna wonder

how we got there so fast.

JACKSON

Not if they are panicking to get

out.

COREY

How is a little smoke going to make

anyone panic.

Corey Looks at Chase.

CHASE

I’ll take care of it.

Chase has on a huge smirk as he taps his briefcase.

(Continued)



35.

COREY

I still think this is stupid. I

mean if we are banking on everyone

panicking, we might as well just

run in there just with regular

clothes and they wont notice.

Jackson’s face concentrates as he thinks about this.

JACKSON

But we already have the fire suits.

CHASE

That’s true.

INT. OMNI - DAY

Chase walks through the front doors at Omni and up to the

front desk. He pauses, thrown off by the beautiful woman

sitting at the desk. He fumbles with his words. Then puts on

his glasses as if it would help his professionalism.

Subsequently the interior explodes with colors and

projections.

CHASE

Hi, um. I am here to see Bill

Preth, I am, I mean I am

representing Earl Prethero, and I

want to see Bill. I am from

Extension Wireless. We have a

meeting in a couple minutes.

NAIVE SECRETARY

Let me just give him a buzz and he

can come down and grab you.

CHASE

No. He said that he would be umm,

busy, and I should just come up.

The secretary looks at her computer screen for a few

moments. Meanwhile Chase fidgets. He sweats. He blinks one

to many times.

NAIVE SECRETARY

I don’t see any reason why there

would be a problem with that... His

office is up three levels, and

CHASE

That’s fine, I know where it is.
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NAIVE SECRETARY

Okay.

Chase walks by her briskly, and heads up the stairs and down

halls. He tries to be unnoticeable, but his anxiety is

visible.

Chase stops every couple yards and looks around as if he is

confused. He pulls a small device from his pocket and looks

at the 3D map of the building projected in his palm. After a

moment he regains his sense of direction and keeps going.

Chase finds the bathroom just up the hallway from Bill’s

office. He walks inside, then goes into one of the stalls

and opens his briefcase.

There are explosives inside. He begins to put things

together when he realizes there is someone in the stall next

to him. He leans closer and realizes that the feet are in

high heels.

Chase freezes.

INT. CAR - DAY

Jackson and Corey are sitting in the car arguing.

COREY

I think we should go in the bushes.

JACKSON

No.

COREY

Well if they see us come out of the

car they will know we didn’t come

from a fire truck.

Jackson responds with silence.

COREY

If we are in the bushes they might

think that we were dropped off on

the other side and fell into them.

There is a uncomfortable pause as Jackson blatantly ignores

Corey’s comments.

JACKSON

Chase isn’t the fastest is he?
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COREY

Mentally or physically?

JACKSON

Either.

COREY

He is slow on both accounts. Always

gets the job done though. Good with

explosions.

JACKSON

What do you mean explosions? He is

just supposed to trigger the fire

alarm...

Jackson turns toward the building.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Chase sits on the stall nervously looking back and forth

from the briefcase to the shoes to his watch.

A heel starts to tap the ground adamantly.

Chase sits there and tries to wait out the uncomfortable

noise.

We now see the woman in the stall next to him. She is

looking at Chase’s shoes next to her impatiently tapping

heel.

BATHROOM WOMAN

You know the little skirt on the

doorway means this is a ladies

restroom.

Silence.

BATHROOM WOMAN

Well I simply can’t go with you

over there.

Some quiet mutterings are heard from Chases stall.

BATHROOM WOMAN

I know you can hear me. Since you

are blind and stupid, God would

have to be cruel to make you deaf

too.
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Chase’s stall door is heard opening. His feet are visible

for a few seconds while they pass by, then the bathroom door

closes.

After a few moments of silence the woman exhales.

BATHROOM WOMAN

(to herself)

Thank

The bathroom erupts.

INT. OMNI - DAY

The upper left side of the building explodes. Shards of

glass and metal fly away from the building consumed in

flames.

Both Corey and Jackson stare up at the building a little

shocked.

COREY

Well that was a little bigger than

I expected.

The two men jump out of the car and start jogging toward the

building.

Corey looks over at Jackson, and for the first time notices

that he has an axe.

COREY

Why didn’t I get an axe?

Jackson looks down at the red bladed axe in his hands, then

hands it over. Corey looks like a kid on Christmas.

Jackson and Corey burst into the opening of Omni and pull

their masks over their faces. It is smoking and alarms are

ringing everywhere.

People jog past them coughing.

The secretary finishes up the emergency call and hangs up

the phone. She looks up at the men.

NAIVE SECRETARY

Wow, that was fast.

They all stare at each other for a moment.
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NAIVE SECRETARY

(pointing)

The noise came from upstairs...

As soon as Corey and Jackson jog past her, she grabs her

things and heads out the door.

People are filing out of the building. Jackson leans over to

Corey as they are jogging. They sound like Darth Vader.

JACKSON

I told you it would work.

COREY

She thought it was fast.

The two men continue to jog until they reach the third

floor.

A good chunk of the hallway is obliterated. They find Chase

sitting at the top of the stairs coughing. Smoke billowing

out of the gaping hole. The nearby sprinklers pour out and

Chase is soaked.

CHASE

(while coughing)

Had to make panic... right?

Jackson doesn’t say anything. He just grabs an extra mask

from his backpack and straps it onto Chase’s face.

They pull Chase up and start forward again.

The pathway in front of them has been blown too thin to walk

on. They turn and go the long way around the open

rectangular floor.

They come close to the single stairway that leads to the

fourth floor, and head up a flight of stairs that leads to a

short hallway that ends with a coded door.

Jackson grabs the axe from Corey.

JACKSON

Thanks for carrying it.

Jackson hacks at the door. It’s metal. It doesn’t

break. Jackson takes another swing. Then another. The door

isn’t budging. Jackson pauses, they all look at each other.

It’s an "oh shit" moment.

Corey grabs the axe and steps up to the plate. He winds up

and as the momentum of the blade is in full swing, the steel
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door retracts and a man in a white coat is caught

unsuspectingly in the chest. Blood splatters. Corey lets go

of the axe, and the man crumples to the ground with the

blade embedded in his torso.

After the shock subsides all three men push forward through

the doorway. They step over the body.

Smoke filters into a room filled with large server towers.

Giant fans hum in the background.

A man standing in the center of the room looks up from his

computer at the guys. Before he can do anything, Chase pulls

out a gun and shoots him.

Jackson spins around.

COREY

What the fuck Chase?

Chase is sweating profusely and looking around upset.

CHASE

He coulda had a gun.

COREY

(sarcastic)

Yeah cause scientists carry guns.

Jackson stifles a comment and walks over to the central

computer. He pulls a laptop and external hard drive from his

backpack. He begins to plug things in.

CHASE

He saw you hack that guy.

COREY

Okay that’s true.

JACKSON

You are both idiots.

Jackson starts typing.

CHASE

I didn’t mean to. That guy just got

me going.

COREY

By standing there?
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JACKSON

Do either of you guys have any idea

what I am supposed to be looking

for here, because downloading the

entire repository is gonna take

awhile.

Corey turns from Chase and walks over to Jackson pushing him

out of the way. He disconnects and reconnects one of the

cords going into the computer and begins to type.

JACKSON

(to Corey)

So you can do something.

COREY

Hey retard come over here, I need

you to look through some files.

Mumbling, Chase saunters over to Corey at the computer.

Jackson looks around the room, scanning everything.

JACKSON

How long is this gonna take?

COREY

About thirty seconds and we’ll have

all the files we need.

Ring.

Corey’s phone begins to vibrate in his pants. His hands are

busy.

COREY

Little help.

CHASE

Hell no. I’m not putting my hand in

there.

Jackson walks over, pulls the phone out of his pants, and

flips it open.

SCREEN SPLITS

Jane sits on top of her desk.

JANE

Corey?

(Continued)



42.

JACKSON

No. It’s Jackson. We’re almost

done.

JANE

They don’t have it.

JACKSON

What?

JANE

Finish up with Omni. Then, I am

sending you a new location, get

there fast.

JACKSON

Why the hell do we need to finish

up if they don’t have whatever the

hell we are looking for?

A beat.

JACKSON

What the hell are we looking for?

She ignores his question.

JANE

Get there fast. It just popped up

on our GPS. Someone else is using

it right now.

JACKSON

Using what?

She hangs up the phone.

FULL SCREEN AGAIN

COREY

Done.

JACKSON

Forget about it.

COREY

What do you mean forget about it.

JACKSON

That was Jane. She said they found

it. She is sending the location.

She wants us to pick it up.
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CHASE

So this was all pointless?

Corey looks at Chase questioningly.

COREY

You really are dumb.

Corey continues to type on the computer.

CHASE

(to Jackson)

You look upset.

JACKSON

Do you realize the mess you just

... we just made. I don’t make

messes.

Chase looks at the floor.

JACKSON

Do you have any idea how many loose

ends there are here?

CHASE

Two dead guys.

JACKSON

That... and a giant hole in the

building.

Chase throws up his hands.

CHASE

Why don’t we just take the dead

guys?

JACKSON

So people just think they

disappeared?

CHASE

What if we put the guys next to

each other and put a gun in one

guys hand and the axe in the other.

Like they got in a fight.

JACKSON

I don’t know how to respond to

that.
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CHASE

Corey axed that guy. Why are you

blaming this on me?

Corey packs up his laptop and puts a hand on Jackson’s back.

COREY

I deleted all the security camera

footage from today. Didn’t think of

that did ya?

JACKSON

Shoot everyone, delete footage...

sheer genius.

They head out of the room and jog toward the stairway.

Chase is unable to let the earlier conversation go and

blurts out.

CHASE

Like you never killed anybody.

Jackson stops and turns. Somewhat taken aback by the

question.

JACKSON

No. I’ve killed someone.

COREY

Someone... what do you mean. Like

you have only killed one person.

JACKSON

Yeah I have killed A person.

Chase looks over at Corey, a smile making its way onto his

face.

CHASE

Wasn’t expecting that. That’s

almost embarrassing.

COREY

How is that embarrassing?

CHASE

I mean he comes off like he’s all

hard, but he’s only shot one

person.
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JACKSON

I didn’t shoot him.

CHASE

Knife?

JACKSON

No

COREY

Explosion?

JACKSON

No

Both Corey and Chase stand looking expectantly.

Jackson tries to hold out, then gives in, exacerbated.

JACKSON

Fists.

COREY

That’s pretty hard.

CHASE

(conceding)

Yeah. It is... Well you aren’t any

better than me.

JACKSON

Are we done here? Can we go?

They look at each other, then continue downstairs toward the

doorway.

They realize there is a small group of people standing

outside next to a firetruck, ambulance, police car, and all.

The fire has been put out. People still look anxious.

Jackson rips Chases face mask and tosses it in the corner.

JACKSON

Start coughing.

Jackson and Corey burst through the doorway as if they just

saved Chase, who is held up limply.

The small crowd of people stands back in the parking lot.

They cheer as the trio emerges. Jackson turns to them.

(Continued)
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JACKSON

Found this one upstairs. He peed

himself.

Chase shoots him a look.

Jackson slips the car keys into Chases pocket, and whispers

something to him.

Jackson taps Corey as they head over to the firetruck.

A man in a fire suit leans out the passenger window.

FIREMAN

Was wondering what was taking you

two so long.

The firetruck begins to pull off with Corey and Jackson

hanging on to the back.

COREY

(whispering to Jackson)

How the hell did that work out?

JACKSON

I have no idea.

The truck disappears down the road.

INT. CAR - DAY

Chase gets in the car and starts to pull away. The crowds

have dispersed and only a few emergency vehicles remain. Two

firemen emerge from the building and look around. They are

carrying the two dead bodies.

Chase drives for about a half mile then pulls over to the

side of the road.

Corey and Jackson emerge from the trees, and get into the

car.

The car pulls back onto the road. Everyone sits in silence.

Chase occasionally glances at the GPS on his phone as they

continue to drive on.
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EXT. ALLEY - DAY

The three men lean up against their car, puzzled looks on

their faces. Jackson and Corey are still in firefighter

suits. They are in a dark alley at the outskirts of a city.

Graffiti on the walls. Everything looks decrepit.

JACKSON

What the hell?

Beat.

JACKSON

This isn’t a joke right?

A homeless man leans up against the side of a dumpster. A

black briefcase is sprawled open revealing its felt

interior.

A small object is clenched in the man’s hand.

The three men approach the body. Corey prods it with his

foot.

The body hunches over farther upon the side of the dumpster,

and the head roles back. The man is obviously dead.

CHASE

I think he’s dead.

COREY

No...

CHASE

How the hell did he get the

briefcase?

COREY

Bums pick up shit, I don’t know.

JACKSON

What is in his hand?

Corey and Chase lean in.

COREY

(Obviously lying)

Hmm...I don’t know.

CHASE

Yeah, that looks, that’s weird.

(Continued)



48.

JACKSON

Is this what we are looking for?

COREY

I mean, we should probably grab it

just in case...

CHASE

Yeah, just in case.

Corey and Chase look at each other.

Jackson leans in to examine the object in the man’s hand. A

smooth screen of rectangular shape is stuck to the man’s

palm. Minute stiff wires go from the tiny screen through

small puncture holes into the man’s hand.

Jackson turns the hand around to get a look of the side.

JACKSON

That killed him?

CHASE

We don’t know that.

COREY

He was a bum. He probably had some

kind of disease.

Jackson picks up a few fast food wrappers that spilled over

the side of the dumpster.

JACKSON

(mockingly)

Maybe he had too much fast food.

Bad for cholesterol. All that

grease.

CHASE

(serious)

Yeah, I bet he had seriously bad

eating habits. He might of choked.

Hey Corey take a look in his mouth.

I bet there is old food in there.

Corey playing along, peers at the man’s mouth, not bothering

to bend down.

COREY

Oh yeah, I think I see some, uh

food.

Jackson stands up. Chase begins to perspire heavily.

(Continued)
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JACKSON

What is that?

CHASE

Didn’t think it would be out of the

the briefcase.

Silence. Jackson looks at Chase with a glare.

CHASE

Never seen it before. Not sure.

COREY

I mean but really though. He

probably died of a heart attack.

You know, greasy foods, poor

hygiene.

He coughs.

COREY

Or shock.

Jackson bends down, turning his back to Corey and Chase to

take another look.

He stands up and begins speaking, still facing down at the

dead man.

JACKSON

He must have just kept banging the

briefcase on the dumpster until it

opened.

Jackson turns around as he finishes his thought out loud.

The alley behind him is lit up by a single streetlamp.

Jackson is in the middle, alone between two walls.

A gun shot fires, and blood explodes out of Jackson’s

shoulder. He falls to the ground.

INT. POLICE CAR - DAY

Sergeant Trevors drives along the road in his police car. A

sandwich wrapper lays across his lap. Shreds of lettuce

sprinkle his beer belly. He takes another bite from his

sandwich.

His police radio crackles. A 3D hologram appears on the dash

with the face of a dispatcher.

(Continued)
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DISPATCHER

We got some calls about a

disturbance around W. Chalmers. You

wanna take a look at that. You’re

the closest car.

SERGEANT TREVORS

Yeah, I’ll be right on it.

He hangs up the radio and rolls his head backwards in

exasperation.

He turns the car, but doesn’t increase his speed as he

continues to eat his sandwich.

SFX: SUSPENSEFUL MUSICS IN BACKGROUND

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

Corey Punches Chase hard.

COREY

What are you doing!

CHASE

She told us she didn’t want any

problems.

COREY

How was he a problem? Now he’s a

problem.

CHASE

I don’t know... he saw it. He

wasn’t supposed to see anything.

COREY

He didn’t know what was going on

you retard.

CHASE

I told you to stop saying that

word. All you are doing is

perpetuating a cycle of negativity

towards people who’ve had more to

overcome in life.

COREY

Shut up. Shut up. Shut up!

(Continued)
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CHASE

Okay. Okay. let’s calm down here.

COREY

Me calm down?

Chase becomes very animated, swinging around his hand

holding the gun.

CHASE

(yelling)

Okay, I got nervous. Maybe I made a

mistake. Why are you still wearing

that stupid coat!

Corey looks at himself, put off by the comment and the fact

that he is still wearing the firefighter jacket. He is

temporarily distracted, but after a moment regains his anger

and faces Chase.

COREY

Chase, give me the gun.

Corey holds out his hand, but Chase holds the gun defiant.

COREY

Give it to me.

CHASE

No.

Corey reaches over trying to grab the gun. Chase pulls back

and they start to wrestle. Chase pulls Corey down.

A shot fires and Chase’s kneecap shatters. Chase grabs his

leg as he goes down.

Corey looks at the gun he just wrestled from Chases hands,

shocked.

His shoulder is hit. Blood spills out.

Corey looks at his shoulder, covering the blood with his

hand.

He can’t figure out what is happening before Jackson’s fist

slams into his face knocking him unconscious onto the

pavement.
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INT. POLICE CAR - DAY

Sergeant Trevors slows down in a rather remote downtown

suburb.

An electric street sign is illuminated above a car parallel

parked on the street. The large print on the sign changes

from "parking" to "no parking."

He pulls his car over, muttering to himself.

SGT. TREVORS

What is he doing parking there.

A hologram appears on the dash with the face of the

dispatcher.

DISPATCHER

We got a few more calls about the

noise on Chalmers. Nothing

descriptive, but you should get

over there.

SGT. TREVORS

Got that. En route.

Sgt. Trevors pushes a button to make the hologram disappear.

He gets out of the car and slams the door shut. As he walks

off screen we hear his yelling trail off. A woman is heard

protesting.

SGT. TREVORS

(O.S.)

Look you can’t park there. No. The

sign says between four and six on

Fridays...

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

Jackson stands over Corey’s body looking down at Chase.

Chase grabs his knee, turning white. Blood is still seeping

out from his leg as he feebly tries to stop it.

Jackson looks at Chase as he finishes squirming and passes

out.

Jackson rips off his coat and tears his t-shirt to clot and

bandage the gunshot wound.

Jackson, moving as quickly as he can, ties bits of shirt

around Corey’s arm and drags him into the trunk of the car.

(Continued)



53.

He goes back, quickly bandages Chase’s leg and tosses him in

the trunk.

After that he goes over to the homeless man and sets him in

the trunk on top of Chase and Corey, leaving the small

object in his bum hand.

JACKSON

(To himself)

At least its got a lot of trunk

space.

Jackson pulls out a small kit from the trunk. He puts on

gloves and takes out several bags. He picks up and bags the

shells from the gunshots.

INT. POLICE CAR - DAY

Sgt. Trevors gets back in the car, shutting the door behind

him.

SGT. TREVORS

Moron.

He puts the car into gear and begins driving again.

SFX: SUSPENSE MUSIC GETS LOUDER.

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

Jackson throws the broken briefcase into the back of the

trunk and grabs a bottle of ammonia from a small metal box

in the trunk.

His bandage fills with a deeper red. He wraps another but

off cloth around his shoulder and continues.

He begins to scrub the blood into the street and walls. His

motions are slow and meticulous. His face is relaxed.

INT. POLICE CAR - DAY

The police car is pulled up to a drive through. The menu is

a large digital projection. A pleasant looking woman stands

next to the menu waiting for the order. She glows a bit.

SGT. TREVORS

Do you still have the shamrock

shakes. No. Okay, yeah, chocolate

will be fine.
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SFX: MUSIC GETS EVEN LOUDER

EXT. ALLEY - DAY

Jackson puts the last of the cleaning supplies, gloves and

everything in the trunk and shuts the hood.

He pulls down the center armrest/cup holder in the back seat

and opens the little door to the trunk.

He climbs into the driver seat, tosses two handguns into the

glove box of the passenger seat, then starts the car. The

radio kicks on as the same suspenseful song that has been

playing. He changes the radio station and the suspense music

makes way for a new song. Jackson steps on the gas and the

car pulls out of the alley.

INT. POLICE CAR - DAY

Sgt. Trevors pulls into the alley, taking bites from his

snack wrap.

He drives partially into the alley, and sticks his head out

the window. The walls of the alley are filled with digital

ads. He shines his spotlight further down the alley.

Finding nothing he puts his car in reverse and turns on his

police radio.

SGT. TREVORS

This is car 16 on west Chalmers.

Nothing appears to be wrong.

DISPATCHER

What have you been doing?

Sgt. Trevors turns off the hologram, then takes a sip of his

shake.

INT. CAR - DAY

It’s dark. Corey groans.

COREY

What the hell?

A cell phone light flicks on in the darkness. As it turns

away from Corey’s face it shows the dead homeless guy’s face

staring straight into his eyes.

(Continued)
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COREY

Ahhhhhhhhhhh!

The phone light goes off. It turns back on to reveal a

grizzly gray beard,and pale dry face filled with dirt and

glowing white eyes.

COREY

Ahhhhhhhhhh!

Corey struggles to move. He pushes against the walls and

bodies to no avail. He’s stuck.

Corey starts to breathe heavily. On the verge of panic, he

manages to find some light seeping up under his left arm. He

moves his body in to try and get his face to the opening in

the trunk. He manages to get one eye out the small opening

in the middle backseat of the car.

The realization that he is in the car dawns on him as he

sees Jackson’s smiling face turn and peer back at him.

COREY

You should be dead... Where are you

going?

Jackson doesn’t respond, he just keeps driving.

COREY

I should have known, Chase is a

terrible shot. Chase couldn’t...

Chase. Chase!

Corey now starts to feel around the body next to him. He

shakes him. Taking out his phone, he lights up Chases face

and puts his fingers to his neck. After finding a pulse, he

relaxes some.

Corey Turns back to the opening and sticks his eye back to

look at Jackson.

COREY

The trunk, what is this some kind

of movie? Huh.

No response.

COREY

Okay so you’re a little mad. I can

understand that. But, you know,

everybody gets shot sometime. It’s

really not that big of a deal.

Jackson continues to drive and ignore him.

(Continued)
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COREY

You don’t have to be a little girl

about it. You’re alive. So why

don’t you pull over and let me out

of the trunk... I never told

anybody this, but I’m a little

claustrophobic.

Nothing.

COREY

We both know Chase is a dumb. He

got dropped when he was little or

something. He was nervous, he made

a mistake. I know him though, and

he didn’t mean anything by it.

Trust me. Nothing personal.

The car starts to slow down a little.

COREY

Screw Chase. Leave him back here,

kill him later if you want. I don’t

see why I need to stay back here. I

didn’t shoot you... I might now if

you gave me a gun but...

Through his narrow view Corey can see through the windshield

as the car veers off the road.

Corey’s view begins to jump around as they traverse over

grass toward a group of trees.

COREY

Jackson. Jackson!

The car slows a little as it continues to head straight for

the trees.

Before Corey can get off another scream the car rams into a

tree.

INT. HYPERSYNC - DAY

Jackson lays in a white bed, hooked up to a heart monitor

and IV. He’s alone in a small white room accompanied only by

two other empty beds.

He grabs at his chest and feels a thick white bandage where

he was shot.

Lifting his head up off the pillow, he is only able to keep

it up for a couple seconds before he passes out.

(Continued)
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Jane sits on the bed next to Jackson. She is running her

fingers through his hair, looking over him with care.

Jackson wakes up again. Jane is at the edge of the bed.

JANE

Good morning.

Jackson’s face tenses.

JACKSON

Screw you.

JANE

You might want to get your strength

back first.

JACKSON

All those times you threatened to

kill me, I did realize you actually

meant it.

JANE

No... I am afraid Chase is more

incompetent than I even I thought.

From what I’ve been told, if I

should be killing anyone, it’s him.

Jackson relaxes a bit.

JANE

Actually, if it wasn’t for you,

that little mess would be an

unnecessary problem. I should thank

you.

JACKSON

How were you planning on that?

Jane stands up. And walks towards the foot of the bed,

letting her hand drag along his body as she walks away.

JANE

The fact is Jackson. I need you.

She pauses for a moment and looks at Jackson’s wound.

Jackson starts to sit up.

JACKSON

Tell me what is going on here.

(Continued)
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JANE

Sleep. When you are rested I will

answer any question you have.

She walks toward the door.

JACKSON

Could you send someone in to check

on this IV, it’s pinching.

JANE

Of course.

Not long after the door closes, it re-opens bearing the face

of a young technician.

Jackson winces unconvincingly.

JACKSON

Pinching.

The technician comes closer and leans in. He pulls out the

IV.

Jackson twists the needle back into the technicians arm then

grabs his head and pulls it into the metal armrest. The

technicians body falls on the floor.

Jackson quickly takes off the mans clothes exchanging them

with his own. He tucks the technician in bed, grabs his key

card and heads for the door.

As he gets out of the room, he stops. Looking at his

reflection in a large piece of glass. He runs his hand

through his hair fluffing it up.

He walks briskly to the elevator.

The door opens and two security guards stand in the elevator

smiling. They make no movements.

GUARD

Going up.

Jackson smiles back.

JACKSON

Yes, thank you.

GUARD

Busy day?

(Continued)
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JACKSON

yeah.

Everyone stands awkwardly in the elevator for several

uncomfortable seconds. Jackson has killed this man’s only

known conversation starter.

One of the guards picks up his vibrating phone, and looks at

the screen. His face grows stern as he shows it to the other

guard. They look at each other and smile as if they were

children hiding a secret they couldn’t keep.

They look at Jackson. The moment tenses.

Jackson moves quickly, jamming his leg into the kneecap of

the guard. He punches the guard on the right in the face,

then pulls his left elbow back to hit the guard on the left

in the face, who drops. Jackson grabs the head of the guard

on the right and pulls it down into his knee which flies

upward.

The guard crumples.

Jackson looks down at the two guards on the floor, wipes the

blood on his pants and grabs the phone. On the screen is a

picture of a kitten holding an assault rifle.

Jackson looks around the elevator exasperated.

JACKSON

Shit.

The doorway opens and a guard turns to greet the men. His

welcoming face disappears, and he draws a weapon.

Jackson tries to move out of the way, but is tasered.

INT. HYPERSYNC - DAY

Jackson wakes in the same room he was in an hour ago. He is

once again in bed.

Jane sits on the bed next to him.

JANE

If I had any idea that rest for you

meant to beat my employees to hell,

I would not have suggested it.

She pauses to wait for Jackson to explain himself, then

after a moment starts talking again.

(Continued)
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JANE

I understand. Really I do. You

think I didn’t trust you... so you

don’t trust me.

JACKSON

I was shot.

JANE

You weren’t being caged here, you

could have just asked to leave if

you felt scared.

Jackson looks at her with disbelief.

JANE

It would have taken some

convincing. Like I said, I need

you.

Her tone softens. She stands up and extends a hand to him.

JANE

I think we should go for a walk.

Jackson sits silently for a minute, then gets over himself

and pushes up out of bed, still in technician gear.

JACKSON

Lead on.

They walk into the elevator just down the hall. The body

guards have been removed along with any blood on the glass.

Jane pushes her thumb against a small finger pad.

JANE

(to the elevator)

Level J.

Three floors up they stop.

The room is extremely well lit. Aside from one man at a desk

next to the elevator, the room is void of people. Glass

pillars filled with water stretch from the floor to the

ceiling staggered throughout the room.

Jackson and Jane’s breath can be seen. A sound like a large

generator is heard.

JANE

This is our cooling facility.

There’s a certain point where fans

just don’t cut it. Above us is one

(MORE)
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JANE (cont’d)
of the fastest computers in the

world.

They walk for another couple seconds, looking about. Jackson

is a sponge.

JANE

The machine. That’s what they call

it you know. You think they would

have thought of something a little

more creative.

Her smile disappears.

JANE

Even with all this power, nothing

is easy. It wasn’t until last year

that we finally had the

breakthrough in what is now another

problem.

She turns around, heading back to the elevator.

JANE

Follow me.

In the elevator she once again pushes her thumb against a

small finger pad.

JANE

(to the elevator)

Level H.

Two floors higher, they step out into a completely different

room. Large streamlined machines take up the center of a

room filled with people.

Jane hands Jackson a pair of glasses.

As he puts them on, the room erupts in projections. Groups

of men crowd around several floating screens, moving them

with their hands.

Other men sit and stand at their desks moving between

multiple projected monitors.

There are giant 3D models in the back of the rooms and

various small models that several men poke at with small

steel tweezer-like objects.

(Continued)
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JACKSON

Any reason for the lack of women?

Jackson looks around as if trying to find one.

JACKSON

They say the male brain is larger.

JANE

And easier to influence.

Jane rebuttals with a smirk of her own.

JANE

Like I was saying. We made a

breakthrough on our latest project.

We wanted to make the personal

computer more...

She looks for the word as if it was floating in the air and

her mind just grabbed it.

JANE

Personal. We succeeded. Or so we

believed. Our development team

She points to a group of programmers in a glass meeting

room.

JANE

began beta testing our first

prototype a few months ago. There

has been a lot of push back since.

People have had a hard time with

this project in particular. A lot

of people think that it can’t be

done. I have put my own career on

the line backing the project. I

thought... think, it will take

Hypersync to a global level.

JACKSON

I am assuming the prototype was in

the briefcase.

JANE

I’m getting there.

Jane opens a door, ushering Jackson in.

Inside is a small theater. Several seats face a large

screen. Jane beckons Jackson to sit and sits next to him.
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The screen comes on. Out of a small white glow, a handsome

man walks out onto the screen. He appears to keep walking

past the screen so that he is standing right in front of

them.

PROJECTION

Take out your phones, look at them.

Computers. Bulky, easy to loose,

hard to hear. What if you could

connect to the internet, connect to

people without such a clunky

device.

The man walks over to a table opens a briefcase, and looks

at the camera.

PROJECTION

What if you had the world at your

fingertips and it moved as if it

was one of your fingers?

The man takes a small device out of the briefcase. walking

it closer to the audience so they can see the small square

of metal.

PROJECTION

With this little device connecting

straight to your nervous system,

your thoughts can now become

commands with a farther reach.

The man takes the device and places it on the backside of

his hand. He touches the top, and small metallic spires dive

through his skin. Minute specks of blood run dry as he

presents his hand to the theater.

JACKSON

(to Jane)

Is he, is this serious?

JANE

Watch.

The man’s voice permeates the room. It’s as if surround

sound has finally been turned on. Oddly, his lips don’t

move.

PROJECTION

Think about your phone. You have a

thought, you move your fingers and

a call, an image, the web appears

to your bidding. We have simply

erased an unnecessary step. Acting

(MORE)
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PROJECTION (cont’d)
with commands straight from your

brain, your body gains another

limb. One that connects you to

everything. It isn’t that hard to

believe. You move your fingers

without wondering as to how your

brain has so easily commanded them.

We have simply added a hand, one

that can grasp far beyond your

physical reach.

Jackson looks over at Jane, his face full of skepticism.

PROJECTION

Telepathy is at our doorstep. It

has been for some time. We have

opened the door to a world without

any doors. With a thought from your

brain you can talk with anyone and

find any information that has ever

existed. Humanity is on the brink

of a new era. You have the chance

to be one of the founders.

Without saying anything more the man turns around and walks

back into the screen.

Jackson sits in silence for a moment, starts to ask

something, then halts himself.

JANE

Original designs had us place the

device behind the right ear. Some

preliminary testing found that this

might make people a little

unnerved. Too Matrix, they said.

Besides, then we wouldn’t have such

a catchy little name. Third Hand.

Kind of has a nice ring to it,

don’t you think?

JACKSON

Let me get this straight. Does this

thing actually allow someone to

browse the web in their head.

JANE

Extraordinary. Isn’t it?

JACKSON

Crazy.

(Continued)
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JANE

That’s what they all said before

our first prototype.

She stares at him. Intensity brewing in her eyes.

JANE

It works Jackson.

Jackson stares back, teetering on the edge of belief.

JANE

We have been flying it around the

world, looking for a distributor.

We are, were, in the final stages.

JACKSON

The homeless guy?

JANE

The homeless guy.

JACKSON

So it isn’t safe.

JANE

We don’t know exactly. It could

have startled him. Heart attack,

it’s doubtful that the little

computer actually, well, it doesn’t

matter. We aren’t ready now. I have

lost support after this.

JACKSON

I am not sure what the issue is,

just pull it.

JANE

Can’t. Word spread fast that

Hypersync was on to something.

People have been trying to find out

what for the past year. That was

the reason I had to call you in the

first place. People will still be

after us, and if they get a hold of

any of our prototypes, and find a

possibly lethal defect, the company

will be ruined. I would be ruined.

JACKSON

Can’t you just get all of them back

underground.

(Continued)
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JANE

We have. Except for one. One of our

men is on his way back from Japan.

He needs a pick up. My last team

died, and you shot the only other

two men I could send.

Jackson looks at her reproachfully.

JANE

I need you. I don’t have time to

bring anyone else in. I know I can

trust you.

She looks at Jackson, pleadingly.

Jackson takes off his glasses and leans back.

JACKSON

It’s a bit much isn’t... Telepathy.

A phone that kills people? Come on.

JANE

You know they are starting to

insert an extra lens in the eyes of

newborns. Those kids will only grow

up seeing the world one way. They

won’t know of anything beyond the

projections. Soon it will be as

common as circumcision. Things

change, people evolve. Third hand

isn’t a phone. It’s another step in

our evolution.

JACKSON

Just because we are speeding along

doesn’t mean we are headed the

right direction.

Jane leans back and takes her glasses off. She lets out a

sigh, as if she just finished rehearsing for a play.

JANE

To be quite honest with you, I am a

bit tired of it all. I’ve put so

much into this, and after so long,

you can only be so passionate.

JACKSON

You had me convinced.

(Continued)
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JANE

We all have roles to play. I’ve put

so much of my life into this. Look

at me. No kids, no husband, nothing

outside of this place. I need to...

She pauses for a moment, choosing her words carefully.

JANE

I need you to get the last

prototype into this building.

She reaches across and touches his leg.

JANE

Please.

EXT. CAR - DAY

Jackson walks out of the entryway from Hypersync. He stops

at the street and looks off, deep in thought.

VALET

She’s all yours.

The valet gets out of a white hybrid parked in the front of

the building.

Jackson watches the valet walk away as he begins to get into

the car. Halfway seated, he turns to see Corey sitting next

to him. Chase is in the back seat.

Jackson gets out.

JACKSON

No.

Corey opens his car door.

COREY

(to Chase)

Stay in the car.

JACKSON

You’re not coming.

COREY

Look, some bad things happened,

we’re sorry. We want to make it up

to you.

(Continued)
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JACKSON

I don’t need your help.

COREY

You cleaned up after the last team.

You saw what happened. You really

think your just gonna be able to

pick this guy up and leave.

Jackson pauses.

COREY

Did you really think she would send

you alone?

JACKSON

I have more reason to worry about

getting shot by you.

COREY

You shot me.

JACKSON

Eye for an eye.

COREY

If that was the case, I would have

to shoot you, throw you in a trunk

with a dead guy, then run you into

a tree.

CHASE

(from in the car)

Is he still being a girl about

everything?

Jackson thinks for a moment, then gets in the driver seat.

Corey gets in next to him. His arm is in a sling. Chases leg

is braced. Jackson smirks as he looks over at them.

JACKSON

Why don’t one of you guys drive.

CHASE

Funny.

COREY

Does that feel good?

Jackson takes a moment to enjoy the joke.

(Continued)
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JACKSON

Yeah, it does.

He pulls out.

The car is silent as it moves along the road. Finally Chase

breaks the silence.

CHASE

They said I won’t be able to run

ever again.

JACKSON

I’m not apologizing

COREY

You shouldn’t, he could never run

in the first place.

CHASE

I just don’t get why you couldn’t

at least shoot me in the shoulder

or arm or something like Corey.

JACKSON

I was told knee is the most

painful.

CHASE

I thought we were friends.

JACKSON

True. I normally shoot people when

I think they are friends.

COREY

You didn’t really think he was a

friend did you?

CHASE

I don’t know, maybe. We had a good

talk with pizza the other night.

COREY

When he cried about his dead wife?

CHASE

I thought that we got somewhere.

JACKSON

Look, let’s leave the subject

alone.

(Continued)
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COREY

Did she find out about you and

Jane. Is that what happened?

Both Corey and Chase look intently at Jackson, wanting a

real answer.

JACKSON

No. That was before I met Lina.

CHASE

Ha! I knew there was something

between you two.

COREY

Did she kill herself.

Jackson takes a deep breathe.

COREY

Did you kill her? What about an

arch nemesis? That would fit.

Jackson slams Corey’s face into the passenger window.

JACKSON

(yelling)

This is what I am supposed to do.

right? Over-react. Become violent.

Raise my voice and seem emotionally

unstable.

Jackson lets go.

CHASE

You do seem a little emotionally

unstable... and you displace you’re

angry feelings at being alone onto

the few people willing to talk to

you. That’s why you come off so

cold.

JACKSON

So I am supposed to take advice

about my problems from a shrink who

has no hesitation murdering people?

COREY

I don’t know Chase, I thought that

sounded pretty good. I like the

word displacement. Its very, you

know.
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CHASE

(Ignoring Jackson)

Thanks.

COREY

He admitted that he has problems.

CHASE

I caught that too. I just wasn’t

gonna keep pressing him. They say

your not supposed to berate

patients too much, or they shut

down.

JACKSON

What is this? It was better when

you two were insulting each other.

Jackson turns to Chase.

JACKSON

When you were passed out in the

car, Corey said you were dropped on

your head.

CHASE

(turns to Corey)

What the hell did you tell him that

for?

COREY

I made that up.

CHASE

Don’t lie to me. I knew you talked

behind my back.

Jackson smiles to himself.

JACKSON

He also said you were shitty at

sports growing up.

CHASE

What? You thought I wasn’t good at

sports?

COREY

Yeah, and I said you’ll never be a

pilot, cause you couldn’t make

paper airplanes.

The noise fades as the car gets smaller. It is seen from

above moving down roads toward the city.
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In the outskirts of the city near some abandoned buildings,

an alley feeds into an old parking lot. The hybrid can be

seen pulling up. It stops. From the alley a man in black,

carrying a briefcase emerges and walks toward the car.

On the far edge of view two black cars are seen pulling up.

The man notices the approaching cars and comes closer and

closer into view as he is seen running toward the hybrid.

The acceleration of cars gets louder, and suddenly the scene

bursts into action. Jackson leaps out his door and starts

running for the man.

Corey is already out of the car, and Chase has his pistol

resting on the window.

Chase and Corey fire off rounds, and Jackson runs towards

the man with the briefcase.

From off screen one of the black cars rams into the man with

the briefcase and he flies forward and to the right.

The black sedan pulls in front of the fallen man just yards

from the hybrid.

Several men pop out of the car. One is shot in the chest

right away. The others are able to take some cover behind

the car and fire back.

Jackson starts to run back. Bullets fly by.

The second sedan pulls behind the first. Two more of the men

are shot, leaving only one left firing. The other sedan

pulls the man with the briefcase into their car and peels

off.

Jackson dives behind the hybrid as Chase shoots the last man

behind the first sedan. Jackson and Corey rush back into the

hybrid, while Chase fires several rounds into the back of

the escaping sedan. It accelerates out of range.

Jackson and crew pull off after the black sedan.

Jackson’s face is cool, Corey looks adrenaline pumped and

Chase is sweating profusely.

COREY

Shit. I even knew that was gonna...

damn it.

(Continued)
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JACKSON

They’re not far ahead.

COREY

That’s fine, we’ll just speed right

after them with our huge engine...

oh wait, this car is slow as shit.

CHASE

I’ve always wanted to be in a car

chase.

JACKSON

They aren’t going that fast.

CHASE

Maybe they don’t wanna pick up

cops.

COREY

They are actually going the speed

limit, what is this?

CHASE

Jackson, aren’t you supposed to say

something now like "What a mess."

JACKSON

Who cares. When police come all

they will find is a car and three

dead guys from who knows where.

None of it links back to us.

COREY

So police come, and none of it

links back?

JACKSON

I’m making this all up. I don’t see

why not.

CHASE

Sounds good.

The conversation fades out and two cars are seen cruising

along a road. Driving a cool 55mph, the hybrid is right

behind the black sedan.
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INT. OFFICE - DAY

Jane is leaning back in her chair. Her finger is on the

speaker phone in her office.

The phone picks up.

JANE

Why hello, Mr. Saki. What can I do

for you.

MR. SAKI

Hello. I will be brief. We have had

some increased interest in your

newest device. After seeing it we

have felt compelled to actually be

able to test the device.

JANE

Well now, you know we can’t make

that happen. Until we can confirm a

purchase we aren’t letting anyone

analyze the Third Hand. You must

understand the importance for our

discretion.

MR. SAKI

Yes, unfortunately.

A long pause. Some whispers.

MR. SAKI

Nevertheless, Ensign would like to

purchase exclusive rights to the

Third Hand.

JANE

Mr. Saki, this is excellent news.

MR. SAKI

Yes. We feel that you have

discovered something remarkable

here that will take both of our

companies to a new level.

JANE

I’m glad you share our vision.

MR. SAKI

Yes, we will transfer half of the

deposit today to make everything

official. We hope this is

sufficient for our contract.
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JANE

Yes, I believe it will be. I’ll

have my secretary send over our

account number shortly.

MR.SAKI

Yes. That will be fine.

She hangs up the phone. A glorious smile creases her face as

she leans back in her chair. A laugh with a faint hint of

sinister qualities escapes her lips.

She presses on the speaker phone again.

JANE

Sarah.

SARAH

Yes.

JANE

Would you please book that flight

for me that I asked you about

earlier.

SARAH

Yes, of course.

JANE

And Sarah. Don’t tell anyone where

I’m going. It is a very important

business trip that I would really

like to keep discreet.

SARAH

Consider it done.

JANE

I will be out the rest of the day

as well, if anyone asks.

SARAH

Very well, I’ll send your calls to

voice mail.

She hangs up and strokes her lip in thought.
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INT. CAR DAY

The Silver hybrid cruises along the highway, following the

black sedan.

JACKSON

So who the hell are these guys?

COREY

Not sure.

COREY

They looked Asian.

JACKSON

They drive like it.

CHASE

What is that supposed to mean?

JACKSON

They shot at us.

COREY

We shot at them.

JACKSON

Yeah but they drove over one of our

guys.

COREY

True.

JACKSON

So why did a bunch of Asians want

the briefcase?

CHASE

It’s a a bit insensitive to group

distinctly different people under

one label. I mean Russians don’t

look anything like Indians, who

look nothing like Japanese people,

who

COREY

(cutting Chase off)

Potential buyer from Japan. Not the

first time they have tried to get a

hold of the Third Hand. You cleaned

up their last failed attempt.
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JACKSON

So they don’t know the device is

lethal?

COREY

Lethal?

CHASE

Who said it was lethal?

Jackson looks confused.

JACKSON

The homeless guy?

CHASE

I told you I’m not dumb. I said it

was a heart attack.

COREY

You said it was probably a heart

attack.

CHASE

Whatever. I told you it didn’t kill

him.

JACKSON

Jane just told me that it killed

him.

COREY

Did she use those exact words?

CHASE

She can be tricky.

JACKSON

You gonna shoot me for knowing

that?

CHASE

That would be stupid. Your driving.

COREY

Slowly.

CHASE

It didn’t kill that guy. You didn’t

believe me. But I knew it didn’t.

It doesn’t have anywhere near the

energy. It can’t stay on long

enough to even work right.

(Continued)



78.

COREY

Shut up.

CHASE

He should know. He’s not the

police.

JACKSON

So it doesn’t even work?

COREY

No.

CHASE

Nope.

JACKSON

Anything else you guys want to tell

me?

CHASE

That wasn’t our apartment.

Jackson looks back at him, raising an eyebrow.

COREY

That is true.

CHASE

The owners weren’t going to be

using it.

Chase smiles and looks at Corey.

COREY

Just didn’t seem like an important

detail.

JACKSON

Here I thought we were becoming

buddies.

CHASE

Really. You thought that?

Corey smacks him. A beat.

JACKSON

I’m still confused... If the

Japanese want to kill our guys and

steal the Third Hand... why don’t

they just do it in Japan. waiting

till they leave doesn’t make any

sense.
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CHASE

Yea, it really doesn’t make much

sense.

They all think.

COREY

Honor? or something.

CHASE

Okay I could believe that.

JACKSON

Yea, that’ll work.

INT. HOUSE - DAY

Jane is packing two large suitcases.

Her room is large and filled with mirrors. Clothes and shoes

are strewn about the room. Oak furniture, large picture

frames, etc...

She pulls her smart phone out of an outrageously expensive

purse.

JANE

Hi Sarah. I almost forgot. Will you

please send my personal account

number over to Mr. Saki at Ensign.

No need to say anything, he’ll know

what it’s for. uh huh, yes that

account. Thank you dear.

INT. CAR - DAY

CHASE

This is the worst car chase ever.

COREY

We still have half a tank.

JACKSON

Where the hell are they going?

CHASE

There should have been explosions,

and cops, and narrow alleys, and a

whole lot of gunfire.
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COREY

And Nicholas Cage.

CHASE

Yeah. If he was driving the other

car.

Corey shakes his head. His sarcasm was missed.

JACKSON

They’re pulling over.

All three men look through the windshield. Sure enough, the

black sedan is pulled over on the side of a country road.

EXT. CORNFIELD - DAY

Corn, tall as trees, lines the asphalt.

Three men get out of the other car, heading towards the

cornfield.

Jackson looks back at Chase’s leg.

JACKSON

Take a nap or something.

Jackson and Corey run out of the car, guns drawn. They enter

the cornfield.

The corn is dense. visibility is low. Jackson and Corey move

slow, listening.

Corn rustles and they fire several rounds at the sound. They

drop as several bullets whiz by. Corn snaps. They fire a few

more rounds.

CUT TO

Chase sits in the back of the hybrid. He yawns. One of the

bad guys gets into the front seat of the car. He’s holding

the briefcase. He tries to start the car for a getaway

amidst the distraction in the field. Chase’s fist slams into

his face. His head rolls back.

CUT TO

Corey and Jackson wait a moment in the field. It’s silent.

They make their way forward. Two bodies lay halfway buried

in broken corn stalks. Corey fires a bullet into one of the

men gasping on the ground.
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JACKSON

Search him. Then bring ’em to the

car.

COREY

(under his breath)

Sure, I’ll to carry two guys. No

problem.

Jackson takes off as Corey trails off.

Stalks sway. A slight clearing exposes the last man some 30

yards away. They point their guns at each other, waiting.

Jackson throws his gun to the ground and raises his fist,

ready for an epic-fist-fight-ending-action-scene. The man

tosses his gun to the side and charges.

The man runs at Jackson. He jumps in the air with his leg

flying out, Kung Fu style. Jackson sidesteps and grabs the

man’s throat, thrusting him to the ground. Jackson punches

him with his other hand so hard his neck snaps around. It

happens in the blink of an eye.

Jackson feels for a pulse. No heartbeat. Jackson swears at

himself, then throws it over his shoulder and heads back

toward the cars.

Corey stands outside the black sedan. He shuts the door

after stuffing the other two men into the back.

JACKSON

Did you find it?

COREY

No.

Jackson flops his body onto the ground.

JACKSON

You’re smiling?

COREY

Their car was out of gas...

The two look at each other, then look at the hybrid.

Jackson chuckles to himself as Corey picks up the third

body, and throws it in the car.

Before Jackson realizes what is happening, Corey pulls out a

Zippo lighter and tosses it in the gas tank. The car

explodes.
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JACKSON

You idiot. We needed to search the

car.

COREY

No we didn’t.

Corey nods his head over toward Chase and their car. They

walk from the burning car back to the hybrid.

JACKSON

What are you smiling about?

CHASE

I got it.

He holds up the briefcase proudly.

JACKSON

Not bad.

COREY

Get this. He didn’t even shoot him.

JACKSON

(astounded)

You got one of them alive?

CHASE

Yup, he’s in the trunk.

The three men get into the car. Jackson gets in the driver

seat. Chase is in the back. The middle of the back seat is

down and there is an opening to the trunk.

COREY

Let us know when he wakes up.

Corey is looking back at Chase and stops. A hand reaches out

from the hole between the backseat and the trunk.

It grabs Chase’s chest.

CHASE

FUCCKK!

Chase flips the hand off his chest, yelling and shaking, he

pulls out his gun and fires off an entire clip into the

trunk. The man in the back dies.

JACKSON

Great.
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Chase is sweating, and breathing heavily, distraught. He

slams the divider to the trunk shut and slowly calms down,

breathing easier.

COREY

I gotta admit I was surprised for a

bit there. I didn’t think you were

gonna blow it... Then you did.

Chase looks around. He doesn’t say anything.

JACKSON

If this doesn’t even work, we don’t

really need it do we?

Jackson notions to the briefcase.

COREY

Just needed to make sure no one

else had it.

JACKSON

So call the boss, and tell her.

Corey dials. Jackson picks up speed on the road.

JACKSON

Speaker phone.

It rings out loud.

SARAH

Hello.

COREY

Hi Sarah. Can you put us through to

Jane.

Pause.

SARAH

She’s gone for the day.

COREY

This is important. She was

expecting to hear from us. Just put

us through.

SARAH

You want to leave her a message?

She left.
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JACKSON

Hi Sarah. It’s Jackson. Where did

she go?

SARAH

I’m not supposed to say.

Pause.

JACKSON

Please?

INT. AIRPORT - DAY

The airport is bustling with projections. Ads, news, updates

on plane arrivals/departures.

Jane stands at a clock waiting in front of security. She has

one bag, an overcoat, and wears a look of nervous

anticipation. The hand on her watch ticks on... 8:00...

8:07... 8:15. She has been waiting for someone, but time is

past due. She turns and heads for security. She looks back

once, pauses, then continues through a rather short security

line.

People ahead of her are scanned with a full body machine

that looks like red laser pointers are dancing on their

bodies.

As she sets her bag on the steel before the x-ray machine a

man in a suit, walks up to her.

SECURITY GUARD

Excuse me mam, can you please come

with me.

JANE

Is something wrong?

SECURITY GUARD

No, no. Just routine. We have to do

random screenings. Just follow me.

JANE

I’m kind of in a hurry.

SECURITY GUARD

follow me.

He points to the left and escorts Jane into an airport

office.
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The room is plain, white walls, steel chairs and a steel

table. A window on one side looks out at the airport. The

Security guard pulls out a chair for her.

SECURITY GUARD

Have a seat. I’ll be right back.

Jane stares at her watch. She taps her feet, then her

fingers. She paces about the room. She looks at her watch

again. She rolls her eyes and lays her head on the table.

Finally the door opens.

SECURITY GUARD

(o.s)

All right so we’re even now.

JACKSON

(o.s)

Yeah, we’re even now.

Jackson walks in through the door, followed by the goons.

Jane’s face drops.

Jackson flops the briefcase on the desk.

JACKSON

I thought you wanted this?

In the background Chase whispers to Corey.

CHASE

This is gonna be good.

JACKSON

I just had an interesting talk with

Sarah.

JANE

(exacerbated)

Clearly

CHASE

He has a way with secretaries.

INT. HYPERSYNC OFFICE - DAY

FLASHBACK:

Sarah is on the phone talking. As Sarah’s lips move,

Jackson’s voice comes out.
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V.O.

Well. She just left for Brazil.

She’s had a vacation spot planned

for quite awhile.

JACKSON

Really. She just decided to go.

V.O.

Yup.

JACKSON

That’s it?

V.O.

That’s it.

INT. AIRPORT OFFICE - DAY

Jackson continues to talk.

JACKSON

So I thought to myself, odd time to

fly off to Brazil.

Jackson pauses, smiling at Jane.

JACKSON

Something doesn’t add up.

JANE

And I thought I hired a janitor,

not a detective.

Jane walks close to Jackson, breaking his personal bubble.

JANE

This isn’t necessary.

Jackson walks away from her and cuts her off before she can

continue.

JACKSON

It was something that Chase said to

me.
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INT. CAR - DAY

FLASHBACK:

Chase sits in the car, his lips move, but Jackson’s voice

comes out.

V.O.

It didn’t kill that guy. You didn’t

believe me. But I knew it didn’t.

It doesn’t have anywhere near the

energy. It can’t stay on long

enough to even work right.

INT. AIRPORT OFFICE - DAY

Jackson paces.

JACKSON

That answered one of my questions.

INT. OMNI - DAY

FLASHBACK:

Jackson talks over Bill’s voice

Below is a team of men in bio-hazard suits surrounding a

glowing orb.

V.O.

There’s the gem. A completely self

sustaining battery. Never have to

charge a thing. Powers everything.

INT. AIRPORT OFFICE - DAY

Jackson looks at Jane.

JACKSON

You never thought Omni had the

Third Hand, you just wanted us to

steal the files about their power

source. You were trying to make the

Third Hand work.

Jane looks as if she as if she is about to burst.
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JACKSON

But that answer gave me a new

question. Why in the world, would

someone send salesmen to sell

something that doesn’t work.

INT. HYPERSYNC OFFICE - DAY

FLASHBACK:

Sarah is talking with Jackson.

JACKSON

Did Jane say anything about any

companies lately... Japanese ones

in particular?

Her lips move, but his voice comes out.

V.O.

Well She asked me to have a Mr.

Saki from Ensign deposit money in

an account. I believe it was a

private matter though, it was her

personal account.

INT. AIRPORT OFFICE - DAY

JACKSON

Personal account? That practically

gives it away.

Jane begins to say something, but is cut off.

JACKSON

You lied to me about the device

ever working, and you lied about it

being dangerous. You were betting

on cards you didn’t have, and when

Ensign believed you, you

realized it wasn’t worth it to

wait for the cards to show up. You

took take the money and ran.

Jackson smiles, proud of himself.

Jane furrows her brow.

JANE

You really are behind the times

Jackson. You haven’t checked your

messages recently have you?
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Jackson is taken back. Envisioning a guilty confession, he

is slow to take out his phone and look at the screen. A

voice message alert blinks.

JANE

Listen to it.

Jackson pulls the phone to his ear. Corey and Chase look on

confused.

VOICEMAIL

(lightly audible but clearly

Jane’s voice)

Jackson... Its’ me. I can’t believe

I am calling you. But... huh. You

better make sure you are alone for

this.

Some phone static. Jackson looks up at Jane.

VOICEMAIL

I can’t do it anymore. I am sick of

the bullshit. Sick of the company.

Sick of this fucking country. It

doesn’t work Jackson... the Third

Hand. I’ve tried so hard to make

it, but now, I don’t really give a

shit. Looking at you reminds me

what I have given up. I’m

leaving... I want you to come with

me. You’re the only person I have

outside of this... You have nothing

here. You hate this world, I know

it. Come with me. Fuck the new

janitors... Fuck everyone for

telling you they no longer needed

you. Fuck me. I’ll have money. You

can protect us. Come with me...

Meet me at international terminal 4

before 8 if you want to come...

I’ll be waiting.

Corey and Chase look shocked.

Jackson looks from Jane, back to the goons. He starts to

raise his shoulders in a shrug. Then before anyone can

react, he slams his fist into Corey’s face, knocking him

out. Chase starts to pull up his gun, but Jackson grabs his

head and head butts him. Chase staggers back. Jackson slams

his fist into his face, and Chase wrinkles to the ground.

Jackson turns to a shocked Jane. Blood on his face. He

smiles and with a calm voice addresses her.
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JACKSON

let’s go.

Jane smiles. And follows Jackson out of the room. They close

the door behind them.

The security guard stands outside the door waiting. Jackson

slips a business card into his hand, then whispers into his

ear. As he passes the card we see the name: Sgt. Reginald

Trevors.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Sgt. Trevors sits at his desk. Solitaire is up on his

computer and a notebook sits on his lap, covered in sketches

of monkeys.

CAPTAIN, badges and all, comes into the opening of Trevors

cubicle.

CAPTAIN

Good work Trevors. Didn’t think you

were capable of something like

this, but I was dead wrong.

Sgt. Trevors looks to the captain, confused.

CAPTAIN

Everyone! Trevors here has been

following around the O’Connor

brothers and we had no idea. He

brought them in last night.

Everyone starts to cheer. The captain silences them.

CAPTAIN

They are allegedly behind 37

recorded deaths the past 8 years.

And thanks to this man.

He points at Trevors. And takes a sniff, eyes wallowing in

pride.

CAPTAIN

There won’t be any more.

The room erupts with clapping and whistles. The entire

station surrounding Sgt. Trevors cubicle applauds his

accomplishment.
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Sgt. Trevors gets up from his chair, looking around as if he

has just won an Oscar. He pauses, then a smile appears and

he raises his hands as if to say, please, really, I don’t

deserve this, but thank you, thank you.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

It’s some tropical paradise on a lonely island. It’s sunny,

waves crash on the shore. The sand is white, the water is

see-through tropical blue. Old wooden beach houses and

restaurants are scattered about the shoreline. Jackson’s

yacht is visible among a few boats in a small harbor.

Jane sits in reclining chairs underneath a colorful

umbrella. She leans forward and lowers her sunglasses. She

fills out her bikini nicely.

She waves, and we see Jackson off in the distance. He’s

sitting on a surfboard in the water. It’s just before

sunset.

We start to see a large fin approaching Jackson from behind.

A large shark starts to breach. We zoom closer as Jackson

turns around to face the shark. His eyes grow wide, but he

finds his fist and plunges it into the sharks nose. As he

makes contact everything cuts to black.

FADE OUT.


