
YOU OWE ME

Written by

Geoff Holder

© Geoff Holder 2014 All Rights Reserved

70 rue Nationale
32110 Nogaro
France
Tel 0033 5620 98119
Email geoffholder1@mac.com
Web www.geoffholder.com



FADE IN:

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE - DAY1 1

An average-looking apartment. BEN, 30s, casually dressed, 
inspects himself in a mirror. The DOORBELL rings.

BEN
It’s open!

DWIGHT enters. 60s, very expensive suit, radiating power. 

BEN (CONT’D)
Hey, Dad. 

DWIGHT
Ben. 

(looks round)
You live here?

Ben nods. Dwight’s opinion is obvious. He checks his watch. 

DWIGHT (CONT’D)
Look, what’s this - 

The doorbell RINGS. 

BEN
It’s open!

MICHAEL, 30s, comes in. Profession: corporate son-of-a-bitch. 

MICHAEL
Ben, what the - oh, hi, Dad.

He and Dwight embrace.

DWIGHT
Michael. Where’s Apted?

MICHAEL
In the car outside. I figured 
bodyguards don’t need to know about 
family business.

(to Ben)
Ben, not that it’s not nice to see 
you again, but what’s so important 
that you call Dad and me to your 
sketchy neighbourhood? I’ve got an 
11 o’clock with Shanghai, so can we 
just cut to the cumshot, OK? 

BEN
Well, it’s just that... you owe me.



DWIGHT
Owe you? What, you want money? In 
case you’ve forgotten, you resigned 
from the Board years ago. Gave your 
shares away. You quit, Ben. 
Vanished from our lives. We don’t 
owe you anything.

BEN
Oh, I think you do. 

Michael gives him the finger and heads to the apartment door. 
It’s locked. 

MICHAEL
Ben, stop screwing around. Open 
this door. 

BEN
I didn’t lock it. It should be 
open. Look, here’s the key.

Michael turns the key. The door won’t budge.

DWIGHT
Call Apted. I’ll get Jimmy. There 
isn’t a door on earth he can’t kick 
down. 

Both Michael and Dwight take out their smartphones: NO 
SIGNAL. They’re puzzled. Michael tries the landline. It’s 
dead. He pushes Ben aside and turns on the computer. An icon 
shows NO INTERNET ACCESS. Anxiety gives way to realisation. 

DWIGHT (CONT’D)
Oh my God, this is a set-up. 

MICHAEL
Jesus, Ben, what have you done? 
You’ve sold us out? Are we being 
kidnapped here? Is this a ransom 
operation? 

Dwight keeps trying his phone. Michael draws a gun. 

BEN
You got a carry permit for that?

Michael grabs him.

MICHAEL
What is happening? Tell me! Are 
they coming for us? How many are 
there? How much did they pay you?

BEN
I swear, little brother, I know as 
much as what’s going on as you do. 
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Michael loses it. The two men struggle. Michael smacks Ben 
with the gun. Ben falls, hitting his head on a table. Blood 
splatters. Dwight bends down to look. 

DWIGHT
Jesus, he’s not breathing. 

Michael realises what he’s done. Dwight rallies. 

DWIGHT (CONT’D)
Don’t worry, we can get this taken 
care of. But our first priority is 
to get out of here. 

They try the windows. No go. Michael looks into the bedroom. 

MICHAEL
This way!

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS2 2

The two run through the bedroom and out of another door into -

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, OTHER ROOM - CONTINUOUS3 3

-- another room, and out of a door -- 

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS4 4

-- and run along a corridor, through a door --

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS5 5

-- back into the lounge. Where Ben is entirely unbloodied and 
unconcerned.

BEN
Hi, guys. 

Dwight and Michael stop dead, shocked. Dwight grabs Ben. 

DWIGHT
What the hell are playing at, you 
little shit? You always had your 
head in the clouds, instead of 
concentrating on the business. So 
what is this? Some kind of mind 
game revenge? One of your pathetic 
conceptual art projects? 

He shakes Ben, then backhands him. Ben falls, hitting his 
head on the same table as before. Blood splatters in exactly 
the same way as earlier. He lies still. 
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Dwight and Michael look down in horror, then both dash for 
the front door. Amazingly, it opens. 

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS6 6

The two run down the corridor and through a door --

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, OTHER ROOM - CONTINUOUS7 7

-- and through the other room --

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS8 8

-- and through the bedroom --

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE - CONTINUOUS9 9

-- and back into the lounge, to find Ben just as we saw him 
at the very start. 

BEN
Hi, guys. 

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT, LOUNGE - MINUTES LATER10 10

Ben inspects himself in the mirror. Dwight and Michael rush 
in through one of the doors, angry and frustrated.

BEN
Hi, guys. What’s that - the fifth 
or sixth time you’ve tried to find 
a way out? Good luck with that. 

Michael points the gun at Ben. 

MICHAEL
Ben, you son of a bitch, get us out 
of here or I swear I’ll kill you. 

BEN
What, again? Just to make things 
clear, Ben’s not actually here. I’m 
using his body for - well, I 
suppose because doing so lends the 
operation a certain poetic quality. 

DWIGHT
What the hell are you babbling 
about?
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BEN
Oh yeah, sorry, I forgot, that 
whole mind wipe thing was part of 
the deal the three of us had. 

Pressure drop. 

DWIGHT
What deal? 

BEN
Look, it’s all give and take, yeah? 
You want something from the likes 
of me, you’ve gotta be prepared to 
give something up. And I don’t mean 
like your Rolex, OK. You need to 
make a real sacrifice. A hand or a 
foot usually is a good place to 
start. Or maybe a testicle. 
Sacrificing another human being, 
however - that’s always the most 
powerful of magical acts. But you 
two just had to up the ante. 
Sacrificing your own flesh and 
blood? That is primo dark power 
just there. Real hardcore. Respect, 
really. And so you two got the VIP 
deal. 

MICHAEL
What do you mean? 

Ben counts off on his fingers.

BEN
Oh come on. A billion dollar 
business? A tabloid media empire 
that gave you the power to ruin 
ordinary people’s lives and make 
politicians beg to kiss your ass? 
Wives of such incredible 
pulchritude as to surpass the 
bounds of lust - and of course to 
be replaced whenever they got that 
little bit too old? Money. Power. 
Sex. You got the sweetest deal I 
can ever remember giving. 

He looks at himself in the mirror and flashes the other two a 
shit-eating grin. 

BEN (CONT’D)
And now... you owe me. 

FADE OUT.
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