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FADE IN 
 
EXT. BUS DEPOT – DAY 

 
A bus depot at a desert border checkpoint. Concrete, 
security barriers, dirt and debris.  
 
It’s hot, sunny, crowded with peasants and street vendors. 
Industrial noise, cars, motorcycles- dust rises as they 
pass.  
 
A large sign in Arabic, translated to English “Welcome to 
Carbombya Arabia.”  

 
A bus stops, the door opens, peasants exit, among them, 
FOUR HENCHMEN, dressed in black, each carries a duffel BAG.  

 
HENCHMEN – UP TO NO GOOD.  

 
They merge with four more bad guys. No pleasantries. Just a 
nod, some bags exchanged.  
 
Two chauffeured black SUVs wait curbside and the bad guys 
enter, the motorcade speeds off.   
 
EXT. GATE – DAY 

 
Exterior gate of the Derkastan Consulate, heavy security. A 
guard booth with security camera screens, one screen shows 
the vehicle jenny. 

 
A guard’s radio chirps, he flips a switch, the vehicle 
jenny camera turns dark.  
 
The two SUVs arrive. A guard opens the vehicle jenny, the 
SUVs enter the consulate. The guard flips the camera on.  

 
EXT. STREET – DAY 

 
A paved street in front of the consulate.  
 
A taxi stops across the street. The door opens, it’s- 
Sharieff Alam – 40, curt and pompous, in a Western suit, 
and his wife Madga Al-Monsour, 40, obnoxious, layers of 
make-up.  
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They tersely bicker and cross the street towards— 
   
EXT. GATE – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
MAGDA 

I hate this. Even the taxi driver 
said it was strange. A consulate 
open on Saturday?  

 
ALAM 

The date IS right. I’m not going 
to miss it. Strange, yes. 
Impossible, NO.  

 
MAGDA 

BUT a Saturday?  
 

ALAM 
All you do is nag, nag, NAG. If we 
were here on a Friday, and there 
were hundreds of people, you’d 
complain about the CROWD and 
question why the consulate isn’t 
open on weekends.  

 
Magda goes solemn, as Alam rants, with momentum. 

 
ALAM 

If you had million in gold, you’d 
complain it was too heav-- 

 
Alam sees at the guard looking at him and pauses. He fishes 
inside his shoulder bag for his passport and folded papers.  

 
ALAM 

A hello. Mr. Alam. I have a 10:00 
appointment with the counsel. 

 
He hands the passport to the guard who scans them.  

 
GUARD 

Yes. Mr. Alam. This way.  
 

The guard extends a welcoming arm towards a pedestrian 
gate. Magda steps to follows but the Guard wags a finger.  

 
GUARD 
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Just Mr. Alam.  
 

MAGDA 
But— 

 
GUARD 

No exceptions. 
 

MAGDA 
What do I do, wait here in the 
street? 

 
GUARD 

That, I do not care. But there is 
a café two blocks that away.  

 
He motions down the street. Alam quips. 

 
ALAM 

Go get a pastry. If this is like 
everything else the Derkastan 
government does, it will take 
twice as long, cost twice as much, 
and still be a damn mess.  

 
Magda nods and takes leave. 
 
The guard opens the gate, they both enter and walk past the 
guard booth. One screen is Off. After Alam passes, a hand 
flips the screen On.  

 
INT. WAITING ROOM – DAY 

 
Unwelcoming, small, dimly lit, vacant.  
 
A guard escorts Alam inside, and motions for Alam to sit 
and leaves the room.  
 
Alam looks around puzzled, he fidgets with his passport, 
nods to himself he has everything.  

 
The guard returns. 

 
GUARD 

Mr. Alam. Passport and documents 
and your Cell phone.  
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ALAM 

Ah. Ok.  
 

Alam glances at the iPhone screen, it shows NO-BARS. 
 

ALAM 
No reception anyways. I imagine 
you cell block?   

 
The Guard ignores the question. Alam finds the moment 
strange, but dismisses, and complies.  

 
HENCHMEN 1 – 30, Arab, enters, wears a fake smile and a 
suit clearly a size too small. Alam contemplates Something 
else.  
 
The guard hands the phone to Henchman 1 who gives it a 
cursory glance, and drops it into his pant pocket.  

 
HENCHMAN 1 

Hello Mr. Alam. Thank you for 
coming in.  

 
ALAM 

On Saturday. 
 

HENCHMAN 1 
Yes, on Saturday. Saturday. Well 
we were behind. Important, no? We 
normally work weekend to catch up 
for work week.  

 
Alam stands, smiles, they shake hands. Alam winces at the 
calloused vice grip. 

  
HENCHMAN 1 

Please come this way.  
 

Henchman 1 leads Alam through a doorway and WE follow them 
into— 

          
OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 

 
--a small office, nearly pitch black, furnished with flimsy 
plastic chairs, walls lined with banker’s boxes.   
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HENCHMAN 1 
Take a seat, Mr Alam. 

 
ALAM 

I. I can’t see.  
 

HENCHMAN 1 
The chair is right in front of 
you. Sorry. 

 
Alam stumbles into the flimsy chair.  

 
HENCHMAN 1 

I’ll get the light. It’s the 
motion sensor, to save money. 
Doesn’t always work.  

 
Alam gives a nervous laugh and sits. CLICK, the lights go 
bright as the door shuts behind Alam, and seated in front 
of Alam is--  

 
BEAT 

  
RABANI RAMAN, 30, cut-throat, suave, empath, wears an all-
black Armani suit with a blood colored tie, legs crossed.  
 
Alam’s eyes open wide, he leans far back, shocked but still 
composed.  
 
ALAM gags and gulps, his sudden dry mouth. Two standing 
henchmen flank Raman, two more henchmen behind Alam.   

 
ALAM 

Rabani. 
 

RAMAN 
Why, hello. 

 
Henchman 1 hand Raman the Alam’s phone.  

 
ALAM 

What are you doing with— 
 

Raman pays no attention to Alam.  
 

Raman whispers Something and hands the phone back to 
Henchman 1.  
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Alam’s eyes follow as Henchman 1 connects the phone to 
small black box. 

 
RAMAN 

So, to what do we owe this honor? 
What business brings you to My 
consulate?  

 
Alam squirms, struggles maintain composure. 

 
ALAM 

I. I needed citizen forms 
completed for my fiancé. 

 
RAMAN 

Ah. An engagement. I suppose, 
congratulations would be in order!  

 
ALAM 

Yes, thank you. 
 

RAMAN 
I find that amusing. You turn to 
the Kingdom when you are in NEED, 
but seem to have no reservations 
about disparaging, when NOT. You 
understand my job, yes? 

 
ALAM 

Yes. 
 

RAMAN 
The King asked me to do one thing. 
A simple thing. Help the world 
understand our great Kingdom, our 
wonderful people. Yes?   

 
Alam wags a finger at Raman. 

 
ALAM 

I hold the LEGACY of the Kingdom 
in the highest regard. I have 
never said a thing that wasn’t 
true. I have only published the 
truth. Verified my sources. And 
I’ve never spoke ill of the King. 
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RAMAN 
True, or not. You offer an opinion 
in which, certain circles within 
our Kingdom may take offense. Our 
people are happy, safe, enjoying 
the sanctity. Until, they hear 
grumbles, begin to question. Some 
of these are caused by You, no? 

 
Alam slowly begins to realize the gravity. 

 
ALAM 

You are the director of 
intelligence. You know I am not a 
threat. I-- 

 
Alam gulps, his mouth suddenly dry. 

 
RAMAN 

--Yes, but these OTHERS with whom 
you discuss, our Kingdom?  

 
ALAM 

Others? You mean my sources? 
 

RAMAN 
Yes, your sources. It’s no one 
within our walls. For that I am 
sure. That only leaves foreign 
intelligence. 

 
ALAM 

I. I.  
 

Alam stammers, now losing his poise. 
 

ALAM 
As you must know, a reporter must 
protect their sources.  

 
RAMAN 

I have heard THAT, overseas, I 
believe. But here, inside these 
walls— 

 
Raman spreads his arms widely, and Alam knows the 
punchline.  



            9. 
 

 
RAMAN 

--Its Treason. Mr. Alam. And 
Treason, knows no boundary.  

 
Raman sees Henchmen 1 hold the phone, shakes his head 
sideways.  

 
RAMAN 

But why should we talk of such a 
thing. You and I are friends. Are 
we not? 

 
ALAM 

Uh. 
 

RAMAN 
I’m familiar with this Silent 
Circle messenger application you 
have. It is genius, full 
encryption. But I must ask you to 
provide the names of your contacts 
– these CODE NAMES are of little 
use to me. 

 
ALAM 

My sources are protected. They are 
not even in Derkastan. 

 
RAMAN 

Yes, but I imagine some are 
foreign intelligence agents. Yes? 

 
Alam sits silently, they both know the answer.  

 
RAMAN 

The King, Mr. Alam, is not 
particularly happy with you. But, 
if we are friends, I will tell the 
King, YOU are a trusted ally. If-- 

 
ALAM 

--I help you. 
 

RAMAN 
Yes. You must OFFER to help me. As 
a friend would do. 
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ALAM 

But if I don’t. 
 

There’s a long pause. The distance between them shrinks. 
Raman doesn’t drop his gaze, considers and decides. The 
step closer.  

RAMAN 
I wish you the best of luck, Mr. 
Alam. Your fiancé will make a 
wonderful wife.  

 
Raman rises to his feet, quickly moves towards the exit.  

 
Alam stares bewildered as Raman’s reaching the exit. Raman 
casts a glance over his shoulder as he exits. 

 
RAMAN 

For someone else. 
 

The henchmen have ROPE and DUCT TAPE, and aptly manhandle 
Alam. Alam screams as the duct tape affixes over his mouth. 
The door slowly swings shut, the scream carries and We 
follow it to--  

 
EXT. COURTYARD - DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
Concrete and grass. 

 
EXT. SIDEWALK – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
Beyond the consulate. Pigeons take flight. Magda, carries 
two coffees and a pastry bag, hears the final echo, looks 
skyward, and dismisses. 

 
INT. AIRPORT – DAY 

 
Rows of terminal passenger seats, a wall mounted TV.  
 

CUT TO 
TV  
 
A news channel and a reporter holds a microphone. 

 
REPORTER 
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Reports continue with scattered 
information regarding missing 
journalist. 

 
REPORTER (V.O.S.) 

Our affiliate interviewed his 
fiancé. 

 
CUT TO 

EXT. SIDEWALK – DAY 
 

A clip of Madga, poised, tears run down her cheeks, an arm 
and a microphone at her face.  

 
MAGDA 

--it was the Derkastan government. 
 

CUT BACK 
INT. TERMINAL - DAY 

 
Beyond a window, henchmen on the tarmac, walk towards the 
open door of a private jet.  

 
REPORTER (V.O.S.) 

Last seen entering the Derkastan 
consulate yesterday. Officials at 
the Derkastan embassy released a 
statement, saying Alam left, , 
headed to a meeting at the Russian 
consulate. He was concerned about 
his safety. The Derkastan 
government issued a stern warning 
to Russian officials, that no harm 
have better come to its citizen.  

 
The jet door closes and taxis immediately. 

 
CUT BACK 

TV           
REPORTER 

The search continues for Mr. Alam. 
 

          CUT TO  
INT. BASEMENT – DAY 

 
Blue plastic 50-gallon drum, marked rainwater recycle, 
Henchmen pushes Alam’s body into acid.  
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REPORTER (V.O.S.) 

While some, calling foul play, of 
the vocal dissident from 
Derkastan. Where is Alam? Is he 
alive? And in some circles, the 
whispers of a coverup of a murder, 
have already begun. 
  

          CUT BACK 
TERMINAL  

 
The jet takes off. 

 
CUT BACK 

TV  
 
REPORTER 

And coming up next. Allegation of 
Voter Fraud continue in the U.S. 
Yes. Yet Again. 

 
INT. DARK OFFICE – BAD GUY LIAR – DERKASTAN – DAY 

 
A large dark communal office space, a wall of TV’s plays 
global news channels. Several executive chairs are around a 
grandiose conference table covered with files, photos.  

 
There are several men seated at smaller desks with laptops. 
A man seated at the center of the room watches everyone, it 
is Raman. He stands and shouts in Arabic (English-subtitle) 

 
RAMAN 

People will listen!  
 

Raman takes out his wallet, removes an aged sheet of folded 
paper. He unfolds it and stares. The title of the sheet is 
in Arabic, SUBTITLE “Shit List” and it’s filled with frayed 
edges and deep creases, a dozen names, written with a 
variety of writing utensils, some crossed out.  
 
Midway down the sheet appears the hastily printed name “M. 
COWELL – US/UN” and next to it, in a different color “Ret.” 

 
Pen in hand, Raman scrolls down the Shit List to the 
printed name “S ALAM - CA” and crosses the name out. A sigh 
of satisfaction. 
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RAMAN 

This list will be the death of me. 
 

BEAT 
 

A seated analyst wearing a headset spins in his chair and 
faces Raman; they SPEAK IN ENGLISH. 

 
ANALYST 

Rabani, sir. The reporter, LMN8, 
again, speaking about a coverup. 
Talking about an expose. A source.   

 
RAMAN 

Put it on. 
 

LMN8 REPORTER – male, 30’s 
 

The large wall TV shows the LMN8 REPORTER. The audio 
switches to the channel, the LMN8 REPORTER speaks in 
powerful phrases, committed to uncovering the TRUTH. 

 
Raman’s cell phone rings. He answers, IN ENGLISH. 

 
RAMAN 

Yes. 
 

PHONE VOICE 
(Incomprehensible) 

 
RAMAN 

Yes, it WAS worth the risk. 
 

PHONE VOICE 
(Incomprehensible) 

 
RAMAN 

I am your Chief of Intel 
Operations. Am I not? Only ask 
what you care to know. 

 
PHONE VOICE 

(Incomprehensible) 
 

RAMAN 
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No, it won’t lead back to us. We 
will continue to identify enemies 
and exact-- 

 
PHONE VOICE 

--(Incomprehensible) 
 

RAMAN 
But of course. A PAUSE IS in 
order. Thank you, sir. 

 
Raman ends the call. He’s calm and centered. Pauses. Scans 
the room and settles his gaze on the LARGE TV. 

 
RAMAN 

(Grandstanding) 
They still talk, how dare they? 
The world isn’t listening. 

 
Raman looks to an analyst for affirmation. 

 
ANALYST 2 

The social media footprint and 
relative impact has fallen, 3%, 
and is forecast to fall farther.  

 
RAMAN 

(Motivational) 
We control INSIDE our kingdom’s 
walls. Outside. But outside, WE 
must regulate. That’s OUR job.  

 
Raman points to the TV, looks behind his shoulder to a dark 
corner of the room, where henchmen sit.   

 
RAMAN 

Let’s keep an eye on this one.  
 

Henchman 1 and Henchman 2 exchange a hushed whisper.  
 

HENCHMEN 1 
Keep an EYE on him? Surveillance? 

 
HENCHMEN 2 

You’re new. Keep an eye, he means 
KILL him. So, we go to Mexico. 
Pack your bags. 
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INT. BEDROOM – MURPHY HOUSE – DAY 
 

A TV Screen. A Movie Clip is Playing - War Games, Matthew 
Broderick –Shall We Play a Game? Broderick laughs, the 
Pause Symbol flashes, the video freezes.   

 
A new flat screen TV. A girl’s hand holds an iPhone, the 
hand belongs to— BROOKE, 16, ebullient, fashionable. 

 
A finger lifts from the iPhone screen reveals an App for 
Home Automation, her head turns, her body follows as she 
swivels her SUPER COOL CHAIR. 
 
Brooke faces a MASSIVE HIGH-TECH WORKSTATION, multiple 
laptops and large flat screen monitors. A MOUSEPAD is 
screened with a recent photo of Brooke and other young 
girl, both smiling, arms over shoulder.  
 
Monitors display a variety of white-line silhouettes of 
human faces, facial muscles, skin tones, shadows. As Brooke 
move the mouse cursor, the images on the different screens 
respond in synch.  
 
Brooke uses TOUCH SCREEN for a fine manipulation – stares 
keenly for a moment, TINY TWEEKS. And DONE.  
 
Brooke is pleased, smiles, exhales. It’s bright outside, 
the light catches her attention. BROOKE, satisfied, stares 
out her window. 

 
Outside, it’s a sunny. A sloped hill to LAKE SAN MARCOS. A 
gravel trail runs along the bank. There’s an elderly man, 
walking slowly along the trail. 

  
BROOKE - There’s something ABOUT HIM. 

 
Brooke turns back to work. BROOKE runs the mouse over the 
MOUSEPAD, holds a glance at the MOUSEPAD image. 

  
BROOKE 

Let’s SEE how THIS works. 
 

There’s a DIALOGUE BOX on the screen. Brooke fingers flash 
across the keyboard, a sentence appears. “What a great day 
for a walk by the lake” 
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Brooke pausing. Her pinky hovers, then dropping on keyboard 
key ENTER. 

 
The monitor’s white silhouette SOLIDIFIES, Brooke’s face 
image appears, almost floating on the screen as a SCREEN 
BROOKE. Brooke analyzes the SCREEN BROOKE lighting, the 
hair, skin color, which subtlety moves, as she were sitting 
before her. Brooke, ALL GOOD.  

 
Brooke moving the mouse cursor to the screen prompt “Start” 
and clicks. 

 
The SCREEN BROOKE comes to life, naturally, and speaks the 
DIALOGUE BOX words, in HER NATURAL VOICE, in a casual 
conversational tone. Brooke, pleased, smiles sadly at the 
mousepad. 

 
BROOKE 

Let’s see that magic again. Shall 
we Millie? 

 
Brooke clicks “Start.”  
 
Two quick KNOCKS at the door, it opens. It’s— MOM –50, 
savvy homemaker, reformed professional. Mom, has seen 
SCREEN BROOKE before, still impressed but no longer amazed, 
hears the message. Brooke pauses, looks to her and waits.  

 
MOM 

Best advice, all day. And, it’s 
from yourself! How do you NOT 
LISTEN? 

 
Sharing a smile. 

 
BROOKE 

Almost done. I’ll take a break in 
a few. 

 
MOM 

(Motherly) 
You need to get out, unplug. Some 
fresh air, sharpens your mind.  

 
Mom enters the room. Glances out the window. 
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MOM 
Even that gentlemen gets out every 
day for a walk. 

 
BROOKE 

Maybe YOU should walk with him?   
 

MOM 
I already walk plenty! 

 
 

EXT. LAKESIDE TRAIL – LAKE SAN MARCOS – DAY  
 

A crushed gravel trail which runs along the banks of Lake 
San Marcos, CA. Ducks quack in the shallows. There’s a 
gentle breeze. Slow, but methodic footsteps approach.  

 
New sneakers walking. Ironed khakis, shiny belt, tucked in 
dry cleaned shirt. It’s MARCUS COWELL, 60, esteemed 
statesman, dapper yet recluse.  

 
Cowell dons a Padres ballcap, brushed and still wet white 
hair, spilling from underneath the hat. Cowell showered and 
well-dressed for a mid-day walk, though he’s both alone and 
unseen.  

   
Cowell stares long at the ducks. The ducks eagerly swim 
close. Cowell slows, pulls out an empty pocket and offers. 

 
COWELL 

I’m sorry, gentlemen. I don’t 
believe in WELFARE PROGRAMS. 

 
Cowell shrugs, smiles, but does not laugh, and resumes his 
walk.  
 
Unnoticed footsteps approach from behind. Brooke hops to a 
pronounced standstill. Cowell, jumps a little. 

 
BROOKE 

Were you just talking to the 
ducks? 

 
COWELL 

Pardon? 
 

BROOKE 
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(Toying as she knows the answer) 
The ducks. We’re you talking to 
them? 

 
COWELL 

(Now playful) 
No, I wasn’t. And if I was, WHAT 
business would it be of yours? 

 
BROOKE 

(Sprite) 
Well, I have a social 
responsibility to report 
individuals who may be AT RISK. I 
don’t know, maybe you have 
dementia, you’re lost, confused, 
think the ducks could be your 
leader— 

 
COWELL 

(He’s enjoying the banter) 
No, my dear. I’m fine. Just fine. 
My body may be aged, but my mind 
is sharp like— 

 
Cowell stumbles for a clever reply, stops walking, Brooke 
is at a conversational distance.  

 
BROOKE 

Concertina wire? A laser endoscopy 
incision? A— 

 
COWELL 

--a knife. A knife, is just fine. 
Say, where did a little girl like 
you find an education?  

 
BROOKE 

(A giant smile) 
When you say Education it implies 
I learn from school. My parents 
call PUBLIC SCHOOL, glorified day-
care. 

 
Cowell muses with Brooke’s assertion. 

 
COWELL 
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Self-taught or home schooled? 
 

BROOKE 
I suppose a lot of BOTH. 

 
COWELL 

(Questions) 
Do you. Always talk to strangers, 
like this? 

 
BROOKE 

Well, when you first spoke to the 
ducks, I was going to say Hi- I 
kept a safe distance – pretty sure 
I could outrun you, you know, AS-
IF. But now I recognize you, You 
are Mr. Cowell, former United 
Nations secretary of… of.. 

 
Cowell is pleasantly surprised, hands to hips, waits.   

 
BROOKE 

I forget. 
 

COWELL 
You’re too young to remember, not 
to mention, to forget.  

 
BROOKE  

I still remember.  
 

COWELL 
You, still remember, you’re just a 
kid. How old are you? 15.  

 
BROOKE 

13 
 

COWELL 
So, your 11, hanging around, 
chillin’, watching the news?  

 
BROOKE 

Well, sort of. While I code, I 
find the constant drivel of C-Span 
soothing.  
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COWELL 
Oh? Is that all. I’m drivel to 
help you code?  

 
BROOKE 

(One rambling sentence) 
Well, no. You had well positioned 
points, I related to. You know, 
civil liberties, government 
intrusion into privacy, along the 
lines of cyber bullying. You know, 
unlike the movies, not all coders 
listen to Techno all the time.  

 
Cowell laughs, she’s got a point.  

 
COWELL 

So, what do you code?  
 

BROOKE 
Now?  
(It’s a sales pitch) 
You may remember Max Headroom from 
the 7UP, or rather Coke 
commercials – that was your time, 
right?  

 
Cowell nods.  

 
BROOKE 

(Racing to a point) 
Max was clearly fake. There was no 
surface of him that shared human 
qualities aside from the singular 
faced front – it was single-scope, 
or what WE call SURFACE FAKE.  

 
COWELL 

Surface? 
 

BROOKE 
Most of the animatronics, clever 
CG commercials, computer or robot 
assistants, possess a human 
quality, but FALL PATHETICALLY 
SHORT, probably on purpose. 
Missing the three dimensions, they 
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aren’t pixelated, aren’t run by 
AI, the FRAME RATES are dreadfully 
distorted. DEEPFAKE is like, REAL. 
It’s as REAL as you and I standing 
here. It’s more real than your 
dreams. Cuz in your dreams, ever 
notice how the lighting is always 
OFF?  

 
COWELL 

No, not really.  
 

BROOKE 
(Contemplating) 
Yeah, takes AI and a few terabytes 
of RAM to fix.  
(To Cowell) 
That’s how you know, somewhere in 
the back of your mind, it’s just a 
façade, it’s not real.   

 
COWELL 

Alright. But I never noticed the 
lighting. You do this all on your 
own? 

 
BROOKE 

(Slight sadness) 
Well, I did a lot of the work with 
a friend. But now, on my own. 
People on the NET are sometimes 
pretty mean. Things said are not 
meant. Sometimes misunderstood. 

 
COWELL 

Well, we all say things we don’t 
mean from time to time. 
Forgiveness is a virtue. 
(Pause) 
I’ll look for the suspicious 
lighting. See if I notice.    

 
BROOKE 

(Puts on notice) 
Next time – you will. I need to 
get back. 
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COWELL 
I need.. to finish my walk.  

 
BROOKE 

(Wistful) 
Bye-bye.   

 
COWELL 

I’ll see you around.  
 

Cowell contently smiles and resumes his walk. Brooke dashes 
away in lanky strides. 

 
 

INT. BROOKES ROOM – MURPHY HOUSE – DAY 
 

BROOKE SITS in her SUPER COOL SWIVEL CHAIR, swiveling 
slightly side to side. On the laptop, Brooke plucks away, 
Google Search.  

 
FINGERS FLASH, On the Search Bar “Marcus+Cowell” United 
Nations. Pinky striking Enter key. Google Clockwork – a 
gazillion hits in fractions of a second. Brooks scans 
across several articles. Headline - Mr. Marcus Cowell, 
appointed to Commission for Global Human Rights. 

 
PHOTOS – Alongside U.S. President, Alongside Vladimir 
Putin, Seated in row behind podium at the Kennedy Center, 
asleep.  

 
Bio – Video Clip – YouTube – NEW REPORTER - Mr. Cowell 
tendered his resignation from UN Council, citing personal 
reasons. But widely suspected reasons include his well-
documented lifelong hatred for media, the press, and 
avoidance of public events. A reclusive UN Secretary? Known 
for his conservative, yet forward leaning position on 
government intrusion into civil affairs, privacy, he was a 
grassroot beacon for people from many oppressed cultures.  

 
Bio – written - Mr. Cowell is rarely seen in public. He is 
a guest contributor for the New York Times where he 
occasionally pens an op-ed piece. He’s believed to spend 
his time in Bern, Switzerland, and in private residences in 
Upstate New York and in Southern California. Image and news 
story POP UP across the array of monitors. 

 
A FINAL STORY - POSES -  Where is Secretary Cowell? 



            23. 
 

 
Brooke contemplates. Minimizes the window. Returns to 
coding. 

 
 

EXT. SIDEWALK – DAY 
 

A familiar HENCHMAN walks the sidewalk alongside a fenced 
brick building.  
 
Henchman retrieves an iPhone from his coat pocket, it’s the 
ALAM IPHONE.  
 
Henchman powers up the phone, wipes it on his jacket, and 
tosses it over the consulate perimeter wall. 
 
He passes a METAL PLACARD which reads “RUSSIAN CONSULATE.” 
  
EXT. LAKESIDE TRAIL – LAKE SAN MARCOS – DAY 

 
Cowell walks along the trail. Dressed in a new jogging 
suit, different new sneakers, a Chargers hat. Brooke jogs 
slowly and catches up, marks pace with him. 

 
BROOKE  

Hello again! 
 

COWELL 
Well, hello, my young friend. 

 
BROOKE 

You know, if you’re trying to stay 
incognito, you may want to lose 
the Chargers hat. 

 
COWELL 

What makes you say I’m hiding? 
 

BROOKE 
Are you.. Hiding? 

 
COWELL 

No, my dear. I’m just not making 
it easy to find me. 

 
BROOKE 

Well, I found you. 



            24. 
 

 
COWELL 

I’ll be careful, watch out for the 
other teenage C-Span fans. I heard 
there’s like five of you.  

 
BROOKE 

People really admired what you 
stood for. And since the Chargers 
left San Diego, the gear tends to 
draw unwanted attention. Not a 
local favorite.   

 
COWELL 

Good point.  
 

Cowell dutifully removes the hat and tucks it under his 
arm. 

 
BROOKE 

Why did you leave? 
 

COWELL 
Leave? Ah, yes, but what’s the 
term? Reluctant leader. I hate the 
press, but love the people. I like 
being inspirational, but in the 
Background.  

 
BROOKE 

I read you don’t like people. 
 

COWELL 
Well, I like the idea of HELPING 
people, NOT the actual part of 
being AROUND them. 

 
BROOKE 

What’s the word? Agoraphobic? 
 

COWELL 
No. I’m comfortable outside. 

 
BROOKE 

So, you left what you loved 
because doing so meant being 
unhappy. 



            25. 
 

 
COWELL 

More like uncomfortable. And at my 
age, being comfortable is 
important. 

 
BROOKE 

What if you could share without, 
being, around them? 

 
COWELL 

Sounds novel. Invite reporters 
into my home? No thanks. 

 
BROOKE 

Why not live stream? Record a 
video message?  

 
COWELL 

I considered it. But those 
editors, they’ll cut the bejesus 
out of it. It won’t make a lick of 
sense by the time those idiots are 
done. 

 
BROOKE 

YOU can post it. Yourself? To like 
YouTube, or Instagram. 

 
COWELL 

I understand what you’re saying. 
I’m familiar with some of those 
NEW-AGE digital mediums. But would 
anyone watch? Why share a message 
with no one? 

 
BROOKE 

There are YouTube channels with 
millions of subscribers – people 
who tune in for every posted 
message. It’s the new version of 
cable TV! 

 
COWELL 

Millions? 
 

BROOKE 
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Maybe that’s too ambitious. Would 
it be worth your time if 1,000 
people listened to what you had to 
say? 

 
COWELL 

If I got across to one person, 
it’s worth my time. 

 
BROOKE 

Low bar… Unless you need to spend 
more time taunting ducks, I think 
WE can do this. Nothing to lose, 
right? 

 
COWELL 

We? Well, I have seen bothersome 
things lately, this FAKE NEWS 
topic. I can see it.. before, 
right?  

 
BROOKE 

Yes, of course! 
 

COWELL 
Maybe a PSA? 

 
BROOKE 

Sure, a Public Service 
Announcement on FAKE NEWS sounds 
great. I’ll get your Twitter and 
YouTube account set up. They’ll 
need to get vetted before we post 
anything. Maybe call it 
“#RealCowell”? 

 
EXT. CANTINA – MEXICO, CITY - DAY 
 
Outside a small cantina on the outskirts of the city. 
Bustling street, with cars and foot traffic. Three HENCHMEN 
gather in front, up to no good. They share a nod, one 
HENCHMEN walks away with a purpose, the two remaining 
HENCHMEN loiter in front, one glances at his watch. Fifteen 
seconds pass, the TWO HENCHMEN OPEN the cantina door. 
 
          CUT TO 
INT. CANTINA – MEXICO, CITY - DAY  
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The cantina is festively decorated, dark, and loud. There 
are a dozen or so occupied tables. The cantina spans from 
sidewalk to back alley. 
  
Near the rear of the cantina, even darker, sits the LMN8 
REPORTER, meeting with a SOURCE. Both men are jittery. The 
SOURCE RAMBLES, the REPORTER TAKES NOTES.  The reporter, 
fidgety, notebook in hand, presses the Source for pointed 
answers, and frequently glances up and around.  

 
The two HENCHMEN enter the Cantina, the contrast from the 
daylight to the dark room leaves them backlit. The HENCHMEN 
scan the room. Is HE HERE? The HENCHMEN are looking for 
SOMEONE. A hostess approaches and greets them, but she is 
ignored; the hostess knows better and leaves the HENCHMEN 
alone. The brief interaction was commotion enough. 

  
          CUT TO 
REPORTER POV, notices the odd interaction, the hostess 
confused, then dismissed, the TWO LARGE SIHLOUETTES.  
 
The reporter stares at the silhouette as the Source notices 
he’s not listening.  
 
The HENCHMEN step forward, no longer backlit, the REPORTER 
SEES THE HENCHMEN. 

 
The reporter panics. Folds his notepad and stuffs into his 
coat pocket as he half-stands, crouching to keep a low 
profile, scanning for an exit.  

 
Reporter speaks with intensity, the Source senses panic. 

 
REPORTER 

Oh. My. God. I must go. 
 
SOURCE 

What? What is it? Am I okay? 
 

The Reporter’s furtive movement attracts the HENCHMEN. The 
HENCHMEN lock onto the Reporter, and MARCH towards the 
Reporter’s table. The lead HENCHMEN REACHES inside his 
jacket, MAYBE FOR A GUN? That’s enough for the REPORTER, no 
more subtlety, the REPORTER BOLTS towards the rear 
entrance.  
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EXT. - REAR ALLEY – CANTINA- MEXICO, CITY – DAY 
 

The exit door of the Cantina leads to an alley, devoid of 
activity. A garbage bin is nearby, filled with wasted food. 
WHAM! The REPORTER SLAMS THE DOOR OPEN. Reporter is pale, 
face stricken with panic. WHICH WAY TO I GO? 
  
SOUND OF A CORD DRAWN TAUGHT ON LEATHER GLOVES. Reporter 
gives pause at the noise. A HENCHMEN, behind the REPORTER, 
pulls the cord tight across the REPORTER’s THROAT. 
 
REPORTER’s FACE IS RED, TONGUE FLAILING, EYES WIDE. 
REPORTER’s hands go to the cord, but they are of no use. 
HENCHMEN has done this before.  
 
REPORTER is dead. HENCHMEN DROPS the corpse, grabs under 
the corpse shoulders, UPS and TOSSES the corpse upon the 
bins, CORPSE in an INVERTED ARCH. Henchmen is disinterested 
with hiding the CORPSE. 
  
The alley is again quiet. Henchmen tucks away his cord, 
fixes his shirt. All in a day’s work. 

 
NOW, the SOURCE exits from the EXIT DOOR. Immediately 
SOURCE SEES the CORPSE, the Henchmen. The source wants to 
scream but no words come out. The TWO HENCHMEN now appear 
from the EXIT DOOR, cut of the Source’s retreat. 
  
The SOURCE collapses in shock, feet struggling to get 
traction, SOURCE LOOKS UP at the HENCHMEN. GAME OVER. 
  
INT. BROOKES ROOM – MURPHY HOUSE – DAY 

 
Cowell is seated at Brooke’s workstation, well-dressed, 
wearing a blazer and a tie. Brooke is positioning micro-
cameras mounted on flex-tubes to film Cowell from three 
sides and above, the close-up images of Cowell appear on 
the monitors. Cowell, nerves ever so-slightly-showing, 
glances around at the room. You couldn’t tell it’s a girl’s 
room.  

COWELL 
Maybe we do this next time in my 
study? 

 
BROOKE 

What, you don’t like? 
 



            29. 
 

COWELL 
My office is more… 

 
BROOKE 

What? 
 

COWELL 
Dignified.  

 
BROOKE 

Dignified wasn’t the look I was 
going for. 

 
COWELL 

What were you going for? 
Industrial-art deco? I expected 
poster boards of Boy-Bands, Justin 
Beaver, Dolls. 

 
BROOKE - IS PLAYFULLY APPAULED and stops her activity. 

 
BROOKE 

First, it’s Justin Bieber, not 
Beaver. Secondly, YOU’RE the EQUAL 
RIGHTS PROPONENT here. And I’m 
just entitled. Plus, my dad paid a 
ton for this stuff,  
(gestures towards the computers) 
I can’t just throw it into a sack, 
and drag it around. 

 
COWELL 

Your mom and dad are okay with 
this? 

 
BROOKE 

Of course. They both know who you 
are. And we all think this is a 
worthy cause. As long as I take 
the usual precautions. 

 
COWELL 

Precautions? Such as? 
 

BROOKE 
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Using alternate domain name 
servers, sub accounts, ghost IP. 
You know. The regular stuff.  

 
Cowell doesn’t know the regular stuff, but he’s more 
comfortable, as she knows these KEY WORDS. 

 
COWELL 

Ok. Again. It’s good you take 
precautions. 

 
BROOKE 

And we are ready. Just look here, 
and speak when you are ready. 

 
COWELL 

Tell me when to start. 
 

BROOKE 
Start whenever. It’s recording. 
I’ll edit later. 

 
COWELL 

Edit? 
 

BROOKE – REALIZING THE WRONG WORD CHOICE. 
 

BROOKE 
I mean, the starting and stopping 
point of your message. The audio 
will free flow, but we will 
transition from one camera to 
another, you know, keeps the 
viewer subconsciously focused with 
the varying perspectives.  

 
Cowell, ALMOST got that, still over his head, but HE IS 
GOOD. 

 
COWELL 

Ok. 
 

Cowell has a notepad in hand. Cowell quickly skims over his 
notes, pauses, smiles, inhales, looks up, about to speak 
and-- 

 
CUT TO 
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LATER 
 

BROOKE 
And Cut! 

 
COWELL 

Ok. How was it? 
 

BROOKE 
You’re a Rockstar! It will be 
amazing. It will take me a few  
minutes to clean it up. We can 
post within an hour. 

 
COWELL 

An hour? There’s no rush. I will 
see it first. Then I’LL DECIDE if 
we post it, AND WHERE. 

 
BROOKE 

Of course. There’s no time like 
the present. 

 
COWELL 

Yes, but no one warns against 
jumping in with both feet until 
AFTER you’re over your head.  

 
BROOKE 

If you don’t like it, we can 
delete it.  

 
COWELL 

Ok.  
 

BROOKE 
Even after we post it, if the 
feedback isn’t good, we can take 
it down. 

 
COWELL 

But once it’s online-- 
 

BROOKE 
-- it’s OUT THERE. Nothing on the 
Internet is ever gone forever.  
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COWELL 
Yeah, this is why Fake News 
bothers me.  
(Rants) 
No one knows who to trust. The 
media distorts the message, big 
PACS, billionaires are shaping the 
future, in the way they see fit.  

 
BROOKE 

I think that was well conveyed in 
your PSA. There you go!  

 
Two quiet KNOCKS on the door, it opens, Mom smiles and 
enters.  

MOM 
How did the news clip go Mr. 
Cowell?  

 
COWELL 

Splendid. You have an amazing 
little girl here. 

 
MOM 

Yes, WE, everyone knows that. She 
really is amazing AND she HAS 
HOMEWORK.  

 
BROOKE 

Now?  
 

MOM 
Yes, now. You set the schedule, 
you keep the schedule you set. You 
can finish up with Mr. Cowell.  

 
BROOKE 

Yes. 10 minutes. 
 

MOM 
Less. 

 
COWELL 

I’m sorry for interfering in her 
studies. 

 
MOM 
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No, no problem. She allotted time 
for this.  

 
COWELL 

Well, we all keep our word, don’t 
we?  

 
Cowell stands as Brooke is furiously pecking away at the 
keyboard. 

 
BROOKE 

And… Done! 
 

Mom and Cowell are silenced. Brooke is smiling to herself.  
 

VIDEO – Playing with Crystal clarity, shifting transition 
angles, audio clear. Perfection. Audio Narration from 
Google VoiceOver–  

 
NARRATION 
A public services announcement from Mr. Marcus Cowell, 
former director, United Nations Commission for Global Human 
Rights. 

 
The V.O. plays while COWELL SITS IN SILENCE. Then COWELL 
SPEAKS – As he speaks, the camera angles transition every 
few words, synched with the audio. 

 
COWELL  

(In VIDEO) 
As a concerned citizen of this 
global community, I felt it 
important to share my outrage for 
the overall lack of importance 
that governments, thorough the 
world, have assigned to 
misinformation, masquerading and 
manipulating statistics at the 
expense of human rights, the use 
of altered messages, contrary to 
party’s message, while continuing 
to export weapons and mercenaries 
for profit, train and support 
controversial regimes engaged in 
Human Rights abuse, Fake News. Be 
informed, not influenced.  
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As Cowell finishes speaking, the video continues, and risks 
being awkward by a second, then the VIDEO ENDS.  

  
MOM 

Wow. You just put that together? 
 

BROOKE 
(To Cowell) 
So? 

 
COWELL 

I. I love it. Maybe, a little 
short?  

 
BROOKE 

We kept it short, short is good. 
Past 30 seconds, you lose half 
your audience. Cuz no one my age 
has an attention span longer than 
that.  

 
COWELL 

Ok then.  
 

BROOKE 
Great. It’s not MLK, but it’s a 
start. I’ll upload it to you 
YouTube now and your verified 
Twitter account after I finish my 
homework.  

 
Cowell is very pleased and too amazed to object.  

 
COWELL 

That sounds good. 
 

BROOKE 
Great! 

 
COWELL 

What do we do next? 
 

BROOKE 
We wait. See how this goes. 
Hopefully someone finds it. I’ll 
update you tomorrow after school.  
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INT. CLASSROOM – SAN MARCOS HIGH SCHOOL – DAY 

 
It’s an English class. Nearly 30 kids half awake, a teacher 
rambling about gerunds. There’s a NO CELL PHONE sign on the 
wall. On the teacher’s desk, is a basket filled with 
teacher seized cell phones.  
 
Brooke’s phone vibrates. Again. And again. Brooke is 
intrigued. Brooke stages a pencil drop and slyly reaches 
into her backpack, moves the phone to her lap.  

 
The YouTube banner alert reads: Congrats! Your Video has 
15,000 Views. Congrats! Your Channel has 1,753 Subscribers. 
Congrats! New Follower Requests. Brooke’s eyes go wide.  

 
TEACHER 

Uh-hum. 
 

Brooke – Whoa! Where did he come from? Teacher holds out 
his hand, gesturing Give-It-To-Me. 

 
TEACHER 

Power off.  
 

Brooke powers off the phone, and hands it to the teacher. 
The teacher unceremoniously drops it into the basket, 
returns to the thrilling topic of gerunds.  

 
BEAT 

 
The bell rings. A gaggle of students hovering over the 
teacher’s desk, recovering their phones. Brooke is last. 
Brooke picks up her phone, POWERS UP, and looks at her 
screen while walking away. The screen is filled with 
Banners.  

 
BROOKE 

OMG, it’s a McHit! 
 

 
EXT. TRAIL – LAKE SAN MARCOS - DAY  

 
BROOKE JOGS the trail, searching in both directions for 
Cowell. He’s nowhere to be seen. Brooke is impatient, 
unsure to continue to look, or if she should return home. 
She’s ready to give up. When— 
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BROOKE SEES COWELL. Cowell is walking with a purpose down a 
trail, from a nearby ESTATE, the COWELL HOUSE. 

 
Brooke and Cowell meet face to face where the COWELL HOUSE 
private trail intersects with the public walking trail. 

  
COWELL 

I saw you. I guess there’s news? 
Good I hope. 

 
BROOKE 

Good, no. Great, I think! Yeah, 
great.  

 
INT. KITCHEN – COWELL HOUSE - DAY 

 
The kitchen is devoid new devices, consumer electronics, 
mixers, microwave, or otherwise. A two-slice toaster is on 
the counter, a cluster of 3-bananas, and a small potted 
plant are on the countertop. Few newspapers are folded, 
clearly read in their entirety, are in a recycle bin; a 
paper sits open, atop the kitchen island. 

 
Brooke is elated; Cowell is satisfied but slightly irked. 
Brooke has handed Cowell her iPhone, as they share the 
screen. She’s explaining where how change screens as he 
aged and unfamiliar fingers aren’t moving fast enough. 
Brooke is patient, and slows her HOW-TO explanation.  

 
COWELL 

CNN?  
 

BROOKE 
Ahh, no.  
 

COWELL 
Of course not. Those hypocrites.  

 
BROOKE 

It may seem like a lot. But in the 
scheme of things, 35,000 views 
isn’t a lot. You can get 5,000 
views from Bots for 35 bucks.  

 
Cowell gives a puzzled glance, and resumes straining to see 
the small iPhone screen.  
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BROOKE 

If you want CNN to cover your 
story, you can either call CNN, or 
get a lot more social traction. 

 
COWELL 

It’s not that I WANT THEM, I sort 
of expected some mentioned. I was 
a favorite target for theirs for 
some time.  

 
BROOKE 

So, you WANT a CONFRONTATION with 
them? 

 
COWELL 

No, no. I just want the ISSUES 
DEBATED. I’m not saying my point 
of view is the correct one. Only 
that there needs to be candid 
discussion of these points. The 
PUBLIC needs to be aware of the 
choices being made. What some of 
these REGIMNES they are in bed 
with, are doing, and hold them 
accountable, and that won’t 
happen— 

 
BROOKE 

--until they know. 
 

Cowell is happy Brooke gets it.  
 

BROOKE 
So you’d want to do it again? Post 
again.  

 
COWELL 

Maybe. I just don’t know. It’s the 
camera -I just don’t like the 
camera.  

 
BROOKE 

But the camera likes you.  
 

COWELL 
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Says YOU.  
(Pause) 
What’s the food you least like?  

 
BROOKE  

Gifiltefish.  
 

COWELL 
Yes, that’s very easy to dislike. 
Do you know why you don’t like it?  

 
BROOKE 

Well, it doesn’t taste good, 
smells bad, weird texture, 

 
COWELL 

Ok, ok, I get it. But for each 
person like yourself, there’s 
someone who loves it, more than 
anything, like pure enjoyment. You 
like the camera. I hate the 
camera. Ironic or not. I’d rather 
take my walks than sit before the 
lens. 

 
BROOKE 

Rome wasn’t built overnight. 
 

COWELL 
No, it wasn’t, my dear. 

 
BROOKE 

This could take another dozen or 
so PSA’s to get REAL TRACTION. 

 
COWELL 

Oh. There’s plenty I WANT TO SAY. 
Getting 30 thousand to take 
notice, tells me it’s a worthy 
cause. I could write a PSA every 
day, but it’s the global impact 
that’s needed. 

 
BROOKE 

Grassroots. 
 

BEAT 
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BROOKE 

Let me run this by you. And I’m 
pretty sure you’re not going to 
fall in love with the idea, but 
hear me out. 

 
COWELL 

Ok.  
 

BROOKE 
What if you script the PSA, just 
the words, on paper, and I handle 
the rest of the media? 

 
COWELL 

Like a voice over? 
 

BROOKE 
No, but it’s LIKE a voice over. I 
just need the written words.  

  
Cowell is intrigued, Brooke reserved enthusiasm.  

 
 

INT. DARK OFFICE – DERKASTAN 
 
Raman is comfortably reclined in his chair, less on edge 
than usual. The room is quiet but busy. As Raman scans his 
crew at work, he notes a screen playing Cowell’s YouTube 
video. It catches his eye. Raman speaks in the direction of 
the analyst. 

 
RAMAN 

Apparently, he’s not as retired as 
we thought.  
(Pause) 
Put it up. 

 
The Cowell VIDEO PLAYS jumps on to the LARGE TV. Raman 
watches a few seconds. 
 

RAMAN 
He sounds tired.  
(Shouts) 
Old Man, mind your own business! 
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The Analysts knows the INSIDE JOKE. 
 
ANALYST 

Should we KEEP AN EYE ON him? 
 

Raman is unfazed by the analyst’s jab, contemplates. 
 
RAMAN 

No. Just profile him. For now. 
 
 

INT. OFFICE – POWELLS HOUSE – DAY 
 

Powell is seated at his home office desk. Impeccably 
organized. A simple but elegant leather chair, aged, but 
fitting. COWELL HOLDS Brooke’s iPhone in his hand, studying 
the video, BROOKE HOVERS over his shoulder, grinning from 
ear to ear.  

 
It’s SCREEN COWELL. The VIDEO PLAYS a perfect deepfake of 
Cowell, performing his PSA script. Cowell is contemplating. 
Pauses. 

 
COWELL 

We are good, we had our fun. No 
more.  

 
Brooke is flabbergasted. 

 
BROOKE 

Fun? This is important. This is 
essential.  

 
COWELL 

I’m too tired. This is beyond me. 
 

Brooke looks to plead her case. For the first time Cowell 
is stern with Brooke. 

 
COWELL 

I TOLD YOU I DON’T LIKE THIS. 
 

Brooke respecting his position, pauses.  
 

BROOKE 
You have a message. YOU are 
sharing your message without 
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appearing before the camera. The 
issue was credibility. DEEPFAKE 
solves it.  

 
COWELL 

By what? Fooling people? It’s 
called deep FAKE, for a reason. 
What if people learn about THIS? 

 
BROOKE 

It’s the message, not the medium. 
If the message is received, impact 
felt, your work is done. The rest 
is just— 

 
COWELL 

--my legacy.  
 

BROOKE 
For someone who’s lives in a cave, 
you are sure afraid about what 
people think. 

 
COWELL 

I’m not afraid. 
 

BROOKE 
This bridges the connection, 
emotional, or otherwise. The 
message will BE accepted. It won’t 
be lost. The message is given by 
YOU. 

 
COWELL 

Crazy talk.  
 

BROOKE 
That’s always said of genius. 

 
Cowell pausing in his tracks. 

 
BROOKE – THAT WORKED!   

 
COWELL 

What stops you from, putting words 
in my mouth?  
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BROOKE 
I dunno. Nothing I guess.  

 
COWELL 

I don’t like this, but I trust 
you. You know, it’s easy to trust 
a child. Then it ends. Adults are 
too complicated. Too many self-
interests. Kids want candy, to 
laugh.  

 
BROOKE 

That’s kind of creepy coming from 
an old man. 
(Pause) 
So I can post it?  

 
BEAT. 

 
Cowell acquiesces. 

 
COWELL 

No one will know it’s this 
deepfake? 

 
BROOKE 

No one. 
 

COWELL 
You should really COME UP WITH 
another name. It’s not about me. 
It’s about a greater good.  

 
BROOKE 

It’s about Justice.  
 

COWELL 
Right. 

 
BROOKE 

Ok. How about we call it Justice 
Hall? 

 
COWELL 

Catchy. Where did you come up with 
that? 
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BROOKE 
It’s what I named your Brand 
Channel. You know, your account on 
YouTube. After— 

 
Cowell is unamused, but Brooke’s clever digression moved 
the conversation beyond the deepfake.  

 
COWELL 

--I know what justice hall is. 
 
 

INT. LIVING ROOM – BROOKE HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
The TV is playing. Mom is reading news on a tablet, Dad is 
fussing with a telescope in the corner, Brooke is on the 
couch, on the iPhone. CNN is on TV – no one is particularly 
watching. An Anchor transitions from an ending news story 
on the wildly successful Fortnite, into the Power of Social 
Media personalities. 

 
ANCHOR 

News, by any other name, is not 
news. YouTube brand channels 
continue to earn big bucks for 
those who’ve successfully cornered 
target markets. As we’ve seen a 
generation of Fortnite 
millionaires arise, even old 
timers want to jump on the 
bandwagon. 
  

Frozen frame of Cowell appears in small corner of TV 
Screen. 

ANCHOR 
Former U.S. Cowell released his 
second public services 
announcement in as many weeks. 
Informative, yes. But to what end?  
 

(Laughs to co-host – a LIVE SIDEBAR) 
 

Someone should tell him Alphabet, 
the parent company of Google, only 
pays when you have a million 
subscribers. Gotta little ways to 
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go Mr. Cowell, if you want to get 
paid. He’s got 55 thousand views…  

 
CO-HOST 

Ninja has 2.4 million on his last 
life stream event.  

 
ANCHOR 

Oh, the times. And next we have— 
 

DARK. The TV goes off.  
 
Brooke swipes her iPhone, which turns the TV off. Mom 
noticed. Brooke is upset.  

 
MOM 

You did great work. Amazing. 
And..It’s still early. Call it a 
GOOD START. 

 
BROOKE 

They are making fun of him! 
 
MOM 

It’s CNN – the kinder, gentler 
news. You should be happy Fox News 
isn’t on.  

 
INT. BROOKE ROOM – NIGHT 
 
BROOKE SEATED at her workstation. Cowell’s NOTEPAD in hand. 
She’s flipping pages, skimming his notes. Brooke starts 
typing from one page. Flips ahead a few pages. FROWNS. 
 

BROOKE  
Guess we are taking the gloves 
off.  

 
Brooke glances back to the first page, then jumps ahead to 
the last page, the most recent script. 
 

BROOKE 
He said they are all equally 
important. I agree. 

  
Reads, as she flips from page to page. 
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BROOKE 
Decisions, decisions. Fake Media, 
Dependence of P2P news and 
Misinformation, Big Oil, Big 
Sugar, Regime Changes, 
Immigration, Forced Intellectual 
Property Transfer…. 

 (Thinks aloud) 
Could I wrap all this into ONE? 
Ahh. No. 
Einy, meeny, miny, Moe. RC it is! 

  
Brooke selecting one script and beginning to type. 

 
BROOKE 

A lot of pend up anger in here. 
  

Brooke is using multiple keyboards and mouse. 
 
BROOKE 

Now, let’s change his shirt, hair 
a little bit, and add a more 
official looking background, maybe 
give him a little tan.  

 
With the click of the mouse, Cowell appears darkly tanned. 
Brooke has second thoughts.  

 
BROOKE 
Ugg. No tan IT IS. 
 

EXT. CAFÉ – DAY 
 
RAMAN, a few LARGE HENCHMENT, and a smaller NEW GUY ANALYST 
are EATING LUNCH. It’s equally uncomfortable for everyone, 
except the NEW GUY.  
 

RAMAN 
I think it’s important once in 
while to get out of the office. Do 
you agree? 

 
The HENCHMEN NOD in unison, largely out of fear. The New 
Guy nods and smiles, almost giddy.  

 
RAMAN 

So, everything is good?  
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Again, HENCHMEN NOD, a couple “Yes, sir.” New Guy chimes in 
late and too loud.  

 
NEW GUY 

Yes, sir. Very good sir. 
 
RAMAN 

That’s good. This is a great 
chance for me get feedback, from 
you know, my staff. Most you, 
know, maybe not the NEW GUY, but I 
have an open door policy, right?  

 
The HENCHMEN exchange wry glances and meager nods, the NEW 
GUY smiles, and buys into the conversation a little too 
much.  

 
RAMAN 

So, what’s new? 
 

Quiet. HENCHMEN intentionally put too much food in their 
mouths to avoid openly avoiding the conversation.  

 
RAMAN 

Listen. I appreciate everyone has 
private lives, and if we are just 
going to be work associates, I’m 
okay with that too. 
(Pause) 
Ok than. So what’s new, workwise? 

 
The New Guy eagerly speaks up. 

 
NEW GUY 

Well, sir. The US based, ah, 
former target, Cowell. He’s really 
pumping out content. None, mention 
US by name, but. We know that’s 
coming.  

 
RAMAN 

Yes, yes. I suspect you are right. 
He was quite vocal about our 
leadership in the past. Really put 
himself out there. But, then he 
had the backing of his government. 
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Almost untouchable. Now, he’s OUT 
ON HIS OWN. Odd. Risky. Must have 
nothing left to lose.  

 
NEW GUY 

Some of the syntax from the NEW 
messages matched known exemplars. 
So we forecast it’s only a matter 
of time before he directly names 
the Kingdom. There’s also an 
increase is the velocity and 
impact of his reach, still small 
overall. But why wait? 

 
RAMAN 

Why wait? Five new videos, right? 
All inferred to be about US? Could 
be? Of course, inside the belly of 
the beast, he thinks he’s safe to 
talk. Impossible to get to him? 
No, I think not. I can SELL this. 

 
NEW GUY 

Sir, the challenge wouldn’t be to 
kill him, but would be THE ESCAPE, 
and directing blame to our friends 
OVER the mountains. 

 
RAMAN 

Yes. Get me a list, male and 
female operatives, younger, must 
speak very good English, maybe 
visited before, and experienced 
only. 

 
NEW GUY 

Yes, sir. 
 
RAMAN 

Pack your bags. You are going.  
 
NEW GUY 

Me? I’m an analyst.  
 
RAMAN 
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Have you seen the American TV show 
Jack Ryan? He’s an analyst too. 
Go. NOW. 

 
The HENCHMEN CHUCKLE which earns them a harsh glance from 
Raman. The Henchmen’s smiles disappear.  

 
 

EXT. RESTAURANT – LAKE SAN MARCOS – DAY 
 

A restaurants outdoor patio area overlooking the lake. 
Cowell is seated alone. The patio is largely empty. Cowell 
is hooked, excitedly jots notes, flipping between several 
scripts. Brooke bounds O/S and sits across from Cowell. As 
Brooke sits, Cowell only glimpses up from his work. 
 

BROOKE 
I thought you’d be walking. 

 
COWELL 

I will. Later. 
 

BROOKE 
Did you take your walk earlier? 

 
COWELL 

No. I’m fairly busy child. There’s 
lots to do. 

 
BROOKE 

You’ve posted 10 videos. Current 
events, government issues, public 
trust. You have 500k followers. 
CNN mentioned you, AGAIN. Maybe 
consider toning down the hard-
liner rhetoric. You almost sound 
angry-- 

 
Cowell wasn’t listening to Brooke and continues his work.  

 
COWELL 

I can’t believe I didn’t do this 
earlier. 

 
BROOKE 
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Well, NO ONE did this earlier. The 
technology is new. Like bleeding 
edge new.  

 
COWELL 

(Cautions) 
Still, the possibility for MISUSE 
is new too. 

 
BROOKE 

(Borderline sarcasm) 
Yessireee. 

 
Cowell tears a few sheets of NOTES from the notebook and 
handing them to Brooke. Brooke skimming through, sighs. 

 
BROOKE – SLIGHT DISAPPOINTMENT. 

 
COWELL 

Everything ok? 
 
BROOKE 

Ah, yes. Well. 
 
COWELL 

Well? 
 
BROOKE 

I sort of hoped you’d, you know. 
Write a piece on cyber stalking. I 
mean it’s really important. To me. 
I know in the scheme of things, 
it’s not near the top. But I had 
kind of hoped after we hit all the 
HOT topics, WE, rather, YOU, could 
do a few with more LOCAL impact. 

 
Cowell smiles. There’s a folded up notebook page in the 
binder. COWELL hands it to Brooke. She already knows what 
it is and she is all SMILES. BROOKE quickly opens the note, 
skims the text. Ear to ear smiles. 

 
BROOKE 

Thank you! Thank you very much. 
You don’t know, rather you DO 
KNOW, how much good this can do.  
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COWELL 
Ok. Yes. Please do these other 
ones first, then THIS ONE. One a 
day, okay? 

 
BROOKE 

Well, yes. But. Let’s go with 
every other day. You don’t want to 
oversaturate. Remember, you said 
it, the Theory of Diminishing 
Marginal Utility.  

 
COWELL 

Too much of a good thing can be 
bad. Yep. Ok.  
(Smiles) 
Every other day, it is! 

 
Cowell resumes scribbling notes. He hasn’t really looked up 
and Brooke is bothered. 

 
BROOKE 

You’ve heard of OCD, right? 
 
COWELL 

Uh, huh. 
 
BROOKE 

You. 
 
COWELL 

What? 
 

Cowell gets it. 
 
COWELL 

Yes. Yes. Sorry about that. How 
rude of me? I’m just. I have so 
much to say. So little time. There 
are so many wrongs to right. 

 
BROOKE 

I’m with you. 100%. You just MAY 
need BALANCE.  
(Implores) 
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Put down the pencil, and go for a 
walk. Like my Mom says, the fresh 
air will clear you mind.  

 
COWELL 

(Slightly offended) 
What?  

 
Cowell beams at the NOTES he handed to Brooke.  

 
COWELL 

Is there something wrong? 
 
BROOKE 

No. No. I didn’t even look at them 
yet. Just, in GENERAL.  

 
COWELL 

Oh. Okay. I’ll walk just after I 
finish up. I promise. 

 
BROOKE 

Ok. 
 

Brooke slowly rises, NOTES in hand, glancing at Cowell, as 
she moves O/S.  Cowell continues. 

 
 

INT. LIVING ROOM – COWELL’S HOUSE – DAY 
 

In the living room, dignified, dark carpet, dark wallpaper, 
older model TV, grandfathers couch, sofa, coffee table and 
lamp. Cowell sits slumped in the chair. The clunky remote 
is beyond a lunge away on the coffee table. An empty 
breakfast plate, empty coffee mug. Cowell has been watching 
CNN for hours, waiting to see if he’s mentioned. He hasn’t 
been, and it’s wearing on him, he’s sad, forgotten. 
 

COWELL 
View, subscribers, hits, traffic. 
What does this mean to TV? How 
does anyone know who is absorbing 
what? Cable news. Does it really 
matter anymore? They are the 
worst. They are--   
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Cowell, FINALLY – his photo appears on the TV screen. Cut 
to the anchor for a comment, followed by a 3-second YouTube 
Clip, WARNING HERMIT KINGDOMS. Cowell smiles, sits upright. 
His day is made.  

 
Cowell turns towards the front window as the SOUND OF HEAVY 
CASE ON WOODEN PORCH. The Amazon delivery truck is 
partially in view. The delivery man passes by the window. 
Cowell looks back at the TV. He can get the groceries in a 
few minutes, as he savors the moment. Cowell doesn’t see 
the Amazon delivery truck depart. 

 
COWELL 

(Aloud, to convince himself) 
Well, this is PRETTY AMAZING, 
isn’t it.  

 
KNOCK, KNOCK, at the front door. Cowell, alerted, stands, 
and makes his way to the door, still enjoying his newfound 
persona. Cowell opening the door.  
 

COWELL 
Hello. 

 
COWELL, IS THIS THE AMAZON DELIVERY MAN? 
  
No, it’s the New Guy, hair combed differently than earlier, 
wearing large framed glasses, a new store creased short 
sleeve button shirt, new store creased Dickie pants. 
 

NEW GUY 
Hi.  

 
Cowell stares. New Guy is slightly nervous, but rehearsed 
his line, a little robotic. 
 

NEW GUY 
I was just walking by and found 
this.  

 
New guy precariously holding out a PEN.  
 

NEW GUY 
I think you may have dropped it.   

 
Cowell, still unsure if this was the Amazon delivery man, 
instinctively takes the PEN. COWELL EXAMINING THE PEN. 
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COWELL 

I don’t think this is mine. This— 
 
New Guy has turned, walking away, calls back. 
 

NEW GUY 
Keep it. 

 
Cowell watching New Guy departing, puzzled.  
 
COWELL – HES IN A RUSH. OH WELL. 
 
Cowell CLOSES his front door. 
 
CONTINUOUS 
  CUT TO 
EXT. COWELL HOUSE – DAY 

 
The New Guy, jittery, FUMBLING in his pocket for SOMETHING. 
NEW GUY FINDS a garage door opener looking device, it’s a 
TRIGGER. NEW GUY CLICKS the TRIGGER, REPEATS, glancing back 
over his shoulder, walking faster. 
  
CONTINUOUS 
  CUT BACK 
INT. COWELL HOUSE – DAY 

 
Cowell is back at the couch, looking at the TV. Already 
hoping for the news cycle rotation to return his image to 
the TV, PEN still in hand, almost FORGOTTEN.  

 
A WHIZZING NOISE, Cowell looking down, remembering the PEN. 
A PRESSURE RELEASE SOUND, Cowell freezes, puzzled. 
COLORLESS, nearly ODORLESS GAS. Cowell knows somethings 
wrong, DROPS THE PEN, and TRIPS over the coffee table 
trying to escape. TOO LATE. COWELL breathed in A FATAL DOSE 
OF VX NERVE AGENT.  

 
Cowell struggling to his feet, old age and panic slow him. 
Cowell turns toward the kitchen, already his hands rub and 
WIPE his face.  

 
CONTINUOUS 
  CUT TO 
INT. KITCHEN – COWELL’S HOUSE – DAY 
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Cowell stumbling to the sink, TURNING THE WATER ON. He 
doesn’t know what to do. COWELL SPLASHING water on his 
face. CHEST PAIN strikes, hand to his chest, inside of his 
shirt, feeling the tightness. COWELL - HEART ATTACK? COWELL 
sees the PHONE CRADLE, but the HANDSET IS MISSING. WHERE? 
Cowell’s nose is pouring mucus, his eyes tear, face is beat 
red and sweat covered. Cowell stumbles but catches himself 
along the counter. COWELL- WHERE IS THE PHONE? Scans, see’s 
it on the table partially obscured by the newspaper. COWELL 
BRACING TO LEAVE the sanctity of the hand on the 
countertop, unsteady feet. 

 
CAMERA CLOSE UP on COWELL’S PINPOINTED PUPILS. His face 
wanes, ASPHIXIATION.  

 
COWELL goes for the first step and FALLS, DEAD.  

 
All is quiet.  

 
CONTINUOUS 
  CUT TO 
EXT. ROAD – NEAR COWELLS HOUSE – DAY 

 
The New Guy jumps into a Jeep Cherokee SUV, rear passenger 
set, with three HENCHMEN. A henchmen looks at the New Guy 
and nods- Is it done? New Guy is a mess, but smiles wide-
eyed, sputters.  

 
NEW GUY 

Did it. Ah. It’s done. No 
problems.  

 
The Jeep rolls forward. 

 
 
 

INT. BEDROOM – BROOKES HOUSE – INT 
 
Brooke is seated at her workstation, on each of the 
monitors appears Cowell, dressed differently, slight shade 
changes on his skin, but all deepfake. Brooke toggles from 
one to another. Sighs. Looks out the window. Cowell usually 
walks about now, right? Back to her screen, she minimizes a 
window, and resumes playing War Games.  

 
KNOCK, KNOCK, and Mom enters on queue. 
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MOM 
Hey there. Still nothing? 

 
BROOKE 

No. Two days. He’s never not 
walked for TWO days. 

 
MOM 

Yes, and the two of you go WAY 
BACK. 

 
BROOKE 

Gottcha. 
 
MOM 

You may not understand, but US old 
folks, get colds stay indoors, 
need naps, hot soup. He’ll turn 
up. 

 
BROOKE 

Should I stop by his house? 
 
MOM 

Don’t be a pest. I’d give him some 
time. Maybe he’s out of town? 

 
BROOKE 

I think he would have told me. 
 
MOM 
(Laughs) 

Since he REPORTS to you… 
 

BEAT 
A more somber Brooke.  

 
BROOKE 

Some of these new clips are HEAVY. 
I mean. This stuff is going to 
turn heads. And. 

 
Brooke smiles.  

 
MOM 

And what? 
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BROOKE 
He did the piece for Millie. I 
mean, bullying. Cyber-- 

 
MOM 

--I hope you didn’t PUSH that on 
him. I mean he’s an adult and all. 
But don’t hijack.  

 
BROOKE 

I didn’t. It was ALREADY something 
he was working on. I just nudged 
it a little. 

 
MOM 

Well, he knows what he’s doing. Is 
it posting today?  

 
BROOKE 

No. We have a queue. He’s been on 
fire. So, I’m six deep, posting 
every other day. So next Thursday. 
It’s a great piece. I think its 
special. 

 
MOM 

He’s got a brilliant perspective. 
People listen to him. I’m sure it 
will save lives. 

 
BROOKE 
Me too.  
 

EXT. PORCH – COWELLS HOUSE – DAY 
 

Brooke walks down the driveway towards the porch. She is 
impatient as he approaches, excited to share social media 
updates, show final product, and thankful for the bullying 
piece. As she walks, she speaks to herself, rehearses her 
planned conversation with Mr. Cowell. 
 

BROOKE 
Hi, What’s up? I just wanted to 
check on you. No, no. 
Condescending. 

(Pause) 
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Hello Mr. Cowell, its been a 
couple days and I was worried. No, 
strange.  

 
BROOKE - Fresh start. Big breath. 
 

BROOKE 
It’s time for your walk! Now, 
that’s bizarre. 

(Sighs) 
I’ll just knock.  
(Deep inhale) 
You’re at a million views, 100k 
subscribers, I have the videos to 
show you before we post. By the 
way, I really liked the Cyber 
Bullying piece, would it be okay 
to post that next? 

 
Brooke smiles, satisfied. She steps upon the porch and 
SEES, two AmazonFresh Totes. Leaves lay between them. Have 
they been here long? BROOKE STEPS between the Totes, and— 

 
KNOCK, KNOCK. Waits a moment. BROOKE PEERING through the 
privacy window glass and see nothing. BROOKE LOOKING around 
and sees a Mercedes, older model, parked nearby.  

 
BROOKE - HE HOME, RIGHT? 

 
BROOKE 

I, at least need to get these 
inside. I know Amazon packs fresh, 
but how fresh for HOW LONG?  

 
Brooke tries the door, ITS UNLOCKED AND SWINGS OPENS, with 
a slow CREAK. Brooke picks up a TOTE in each hand, 
struggles with the bulk, and as she enters,  

 
CONTINUOUS 
  CUT TO 
INT. LIVING ROOM – COWELLS HOUSE-  DAY 

 
BROOKE CALLS OUT. 

 
BROOKE 
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Mr. Cowell? It’s me. Brooke. You 
have AmazonFresh outside. I’m just 
bringing it in. 

 
The home is quiet. The only noise is Brooke’s footsteps as 
she makes her way through the living room and into— 

 
CONTINUOUS 
  CUT TO 
INT. KITCHEN – COWELLS HOUSE – DAY 

 
The kitchen. Cowell’s lifeless body. A CORPSE. Motionless. 
Cold, dead for 2 plus days, on its side, faced away from 
Brooke. Brooke freezes in tracks; she slowly lowers TOTES 
to the floor, as if the noise may wake him, but BROOKE 
KNOWS HE’S DEAD.  

 
BROOKE STARES. TEARS IN HER EYES. BROOKE IS SOLEMN. Shocked 
but calm. She’s staring as she’s never seen a dead body 
before, in person.  
 
Brooke scans the room, sees the phone, the disturbed 
counter items. The house is silent; Brooke can hear a CLOCK 
TICK somewhere O/S. As she steps backwards, the FLOOR 
CREAKS, so loudly, BROOKE’S WONDERS if it were that noisy 
when she entered. 
  
Brooke turns and WALKS towards the front door, EXITS, 
closes the front door SOFTLY as she leaves. 
 
INT. BEDROOM – BROOKES HOUSE – NIGHT 
 
BROOKE is at her workstation. BROOKE STARES at her screens; 
the SCREENS ARE OFF. Bedroom door is open.  
 
Mom passes by in the hallway, BOOKS under one arm, CUP OF 
TEA in the other – Brooke’s door open? Odd? MOM POKES head 
into room.  
 

MOM 
Hey. 

 
Brooke didn’t hear. 
 

MOM 
Hello there, space cadet! 
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That catches Brooke’s attention. 
 

BROOKE 
Yeah, mom? 

 
MOM 

Are you okay? Is your little 
friend still missing? 

 
BROOKE 

Ahh. 
 
BROOKE – A PERPLEXING MOMENT. Brooke debates a course of 
direction, wants to asks Mom a hypothetical question, 
should she? Before Brooke decides, Mom’s already guessing. 

 
MOM 

Or did he choose a path you don’t 
care for?  

 
BROOKE 

What if you KNOW something will do 
a lot of good but not everyone is 
convinced? 

 
MOM 

If he said to wait, then wait. 
This is HIS project. YOU are just 
a MESSENGER.  

 
BROOKE 

What if he left it up to me? 
 
MOM 

If he said “Brooke” post what you 
want to post next, then you are 
now, for the moment, the decision 
maker. You do, what you decide is 
best, but its probably still a 
very good idea to run your plan by 
him first. 

 
BROOKE 

Ok. Thanks Mom. 
 

MOM- MY WORK HERE IS DONE. Mom half-smiles, goes O/S. 
BROOKE POWERS ON A COMPUTER MONITOR. 
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COMPUTER MONITOR shows a GOOGLE SEARCH RESULTS PAGE 
Private Mode –in the search box – if I find a dead body, do 
I have to notify the police, and UNDERNEATH – if I find a 
dead body, and I don’t report it, can I get in trouble? 
Followed by a LIST OF Quora and Reddit answers “Well, 
generally no, unless…” 

 
BROOKE 

(Quietly to herself, Brooke is 
reading, Likes the answer) 
Generally NO.  

 
BROOKE – DECISION MADE. 

 
Brooke scans the Google query again, then X’s out the 
GOOGLE SCREEN. 

 
BROOKE 

(Under her breath) 
We still have work to finish. I’m 
sorry Mr. Cowell. I really, really 
am. I think this is what you’d 
want.  

 
INT. DARK OFFICE – BAD GUY LIAR – DERKASTAN - DAY 
 
Typical work day. Raman at his desk, reclined in his chair, 
feet crossed at the ankles. RAMAN IS READING the issue of 
Wired Magazine, engrossed, but trite. Raman speaks aloud 
but largely rhetorically.  

 
RAMAN 

You know, about 20 years ago, this 
magazine was JUST AS THICK, with 
stories AND news. Now half this, 
IS ADS. I get it, you got to pay 
the bills. But— 

 
Raman flips the MAGAZINE, binder up, and SHAKES. A dozen 
flyers fall to the floor. 

 
RAMAN 

--really? Is this necessary. I’ll 
pay more for the subscription just 
to NOT have to clean up this mess.  
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Around the room Henchmen and analysts exchange glances in 
silence. No one speaks up. THEY HAVE LEARNED. 

 
RAMAN 

So, let’s hear it. What do we 
have? 

 
ANALYST 2 

Sir, our Risk Score continues to 
drop. We are nearly tied with the 
lowest footprint on record, since 
the— 

 
Analyst 2 pauses, for effect. 

 
ANALYST 2 

--ALLEGED rabid dogs crowd 
disbursement SPIKE in ’14.  

 
RAMAN 

Good. Very good. 
 

Analyst 2 allows himself a slight smile, looking at his 
peers for recognition, for pulling off that comment. 

 
Raman expected to hear-- 

 
RAMAN 

Was there no story on the death of 
Cowell? I thought there’d at least 
be something. He was a STATESMAN. 
(Pause) 
Though a largely forgotten one. 

 
The room is quiet. Analysts key away at their workstations. 

 
RAMAN 

Anything? Local obituary? 
 
ANALYST 3 

There’s no mention of his death. 
None at all. Just a lot of chatter 
about his YouTube Channel 

 
RAMAN 
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Well, that should die off soon. We 
should see that quickly dissipate. 
As the public says, on to the next 
thing! 

 
ANALYST 3 

Sir.  
(Pause) 
There’s a new video.  

 
RAMAN STRAIGHTENS UP IN HIS SEAT. RAMAN- DID I HEAR HIM 
CORRECTLY? 
Analyst 3 HALF TURNS towards Raman, careful to pronounce 
his words, with clarity, and without tone, POSITIONED TO 
quickly turn back, away from Raman after delivering the BAD 
NEWS.  

ANALYST 3 
Sir. Uploaded an hour ago. 

 
RAMAN FUMES, EYES RAGE.  
A VIBRATION NOISE from Raman’s pocket. RAMAN KNOWS HIS BOSS 
IS CALLING. Raman looks around, containing his panic. 
Analysts and Henchmen watch. Is RAMAN SQUIRMING? Raman 
exhales, answers, putting on his best, EVERYTHING IS OK 
voice. 

RAMAN 
(On Phone) 
Hello. 

 
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
 
RAMAN 

I was just about to call you. 
 
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
 
RAMAN 

No. No. Nothing’s the matter. I 
just knew. You know. It was time 
for our call. And you always call 
me. I just thought it would be a 
nice gesture if I— 

 
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
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RAMAN 

Ok. Understood. Anything else? 
 
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
 
RAMAN 

Yes, no issues. Done. Better than 
done. We used a VX agent, the 
strain will be traced to a 
Vladivostok arsenal. Loosely 
guarded. Won’t raise— 

 
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
 
RAMAN 

--the video. He just posted. Yes, 
of course we are aware of it. No, 
it was likely filmed days, weeks 
ago. He has content managers, 
brand managers. They queue these 
things up weeks in advance. Yes, 
he’s dead.  

 
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
 
RAMAN 

Yes, sir. Cooling off is a good 
idea. 

 
The audible click of the phone call ending is heard. Raman 
is staring at the phone in hand. His eyes gradually rise, 
slowly, methodically his body turns towards the Henchmen. 
The FOUR HENCHMEN, comically, are looking EVERYWHERE but at 
Raman. Raman speaks to the Henchmen. 

 
RAMAN 

Live, from beyond the grave.  
 
Raman turns, looking at the LARGE TV with Cowell’s YouTube 
video image frozen. 
 

RAMAN 
(Mocking) 
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He’s dead, yes. Sir. We know how 
to do our jobs. We are 
professionals! 

 
Raman quickly turns back to the Henchmen. Henchmen 1 
mistakenly feels like Raman was speaking directly to him, 
and looks up. 
  
HENCHMAN 1 – TOO LATE – EYE CONTACT. Henchman 1 answers, 
but isn’t entirely convinced. 

 
HENCHMAN 1 

Yes sir. He’s dead. 
 

RAMAN – THAT SOUNDS LIKE A NO. 
 
RAMAN 

Probably? We don’t take risks. Who 
saw Cowell take his last breath? 

 
Raman looks across the Henchmen. Quiet. A powerful demand. 

 
RAMAN 

Who? 
 

From behind Raman, and to the relief of the Henchmen. A 
voice calls out.  

 
ANALYST 1 

Sir, I did. 
  
RAMAN 

You did? Oh. So good. He’s dead. 
We are all good. We have analysts 
doing heavy lifting without a net. 
That’s great.  

 
Raman fake smiles, the Analyst is momentarily relieved, 
missing all cues. 

 
RAMAN 

So you stood there, over his dying 
body, watched his last breath, 
checked for pulse, found none, and 
left. You did that, right? 

 
Analyst 1 smiles fades with each word, realizing the trap. 
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ANALYST 1 

Well, not exactly. 
 
RAMAN 

Well, tell me. EXACTLY, WHAT YOU 
DID? 

 
Analyst 1 squirms.  

 
CAMERA CLOSE UP – Sweat beads quickly form and fall down 
Analyst 1’s forehead. 

  
CONTINUOUS 
CUT TO 
 
CAMERA CLOSE UP – Raman’s deep, dark, fuming eyes. 

 
CONTINUOUS 
CUT TO 
 
BAM! A GUNSHOT.  

 
CUT TO 
CAMERA CLOSE UP 

 
An empty space on the floor. Blood droplets splatter. 
Analysts 1’s head SMACKS against the floor. Eyeglass frame 
breaks on impact, contorted lens still on his head. 

 
INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL – DAY 

 
Raman and Two Henchmen are quickly traversing an airport 
terminal. No luggage, just duffel bags, wearing suits. 
Raman looks ragged, HE HASN’T SLEPT. Raman’s phone rings, 
he answers, continues walking quickly. 

 
RAMAN 

Another video? 
Send it to me.  
(Pause) 
Yes, it’s risky.  

 
Raman ends the call.  

 
RAMAN 

If you need it done right.. 
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INT. KITCHEN – BROOKES HOUSE – DAY 
 
In the kitchen, modern, high-end. BROOKE IS MAKING A 
SANDWICH. Brooke moves in quick spurts, to the fridge, 
pantry, toaster, cupboard, CONTINUALLY ON HER PHONE. Voila! 
Done. Add a glass of milk. 

 
CUT TO 
INT. BEDROOM – BROOKES HOUSE – DAY 

 
BROOKE ELBOWS books and papers aside in the corner of her 
workstation, and places the sandwich plate and milk glass 
in the cleared away space.  
 
Brooke’s stares at her phone. 
 
CAMERA ON PHONE 
SHOWS COWELL’S YOUTUBE PAGE.  
 
BROOKE SITS. The computer monitor COMES ALIVE, and the same 
image from the phone appears. Brooke places her phone down, 
picks up half a sandwich and TAKES A GIANT BITE.  
 
Brooke happily watching the YouTube Views number increase 
with each second.  
 
Under the muted video of Cowell taking head, is the 
Headline “Put an End to Cyber Bullying.”  

 
Brooke takes pause. Reflecting on her friendship. BROOKE 
CASTS A GLACE at the MOUSEPAD. Brooke swallows. 

 
BROOKE 

(To the mousepad) 
I should have put your name in 
there. You’ll never be forgotten. 

 
Brooke takes a smaller bit, washes it down with milk. 
Brooke opens up a new Private Brower window, searched for 
Lake San Marcos Police Department, Tip Line. She begins to 
type—“I would like police to check on my neighbor. He is 
elderly. I have not seen him— 

 
BROOKE PAUSES 

 



            67. 
 

On the adjacent screen, where Cowell’s Cyber Bullying video 
played, YouTube beginning another video, Publisher - 
obscure news website “Avios.” A video clip of Magda, CLOSE-
UP, EXTREME SADNESS AND DURESS, CATCHES BROOKE’S ATTENTION. 
BROOKE STARES. 

 
The audio SQUEAKS, piped into BROOKE’S UNWORN HEADSET. 

 
In the video - Magda, in pure tears and sadness, pleading 
for— 

 
BROOKE WANTS TO KNOW. BROOKE, EYES GLUED to the Magda’s 
taking head. BROOKE PUT ON THE HEADSET. 

 
Audio from Headset is heard. 

 
UNSEEN REPORTER 

(VOS) 
--someone to help her, find her 
husband. He’s been missing nearly 
three weeks. She believes the 
Derkastani government is may be 
involved.   

 
Brooke’s eyes leave the Magda video. Heavy sigh. Brooke 
glances at the San Marco PD report template. 

 
BROOKE 

I guess you can wait ONE more day. 
 
Brooke toggles the mouse, brings up the Deepfake program. 
BROOKE TYPING, quickly, the words “Derkastani,” “Regime,” 
and “Criminal” can be seen as she types them into the 
Dialogue Box. 
 
INT. KITCHEN – COWELL HOUSE – NIGHT 

 
Pitch black. A door opens. Multiple soft footsteps 
approaching. CLICK, a light turns on. It’s-- 
 
Raman and Henchmen in Cowell’s kitchen. RAMAN STARING at 
the CORPSE, PONDERING.  
 

RAMAN 
I guess I own you an apology Mr. 
Urbanzyk.  
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Instinctively, HENCHMEN FAN OUT.  
 
Raman kneels over the CORPSE, studying death. Satisfied, 
Raman stands. Henchmen returning to the kitchen. Another 
Henchman carrying in two AmazonFresh TOTES, drops them at 
the kitchen entrance, near the two other TOTES.  
 

HENCHMAN 
No one’s here. No computers. No 
cell phone.   

 
Raman turns to say something, a WISECRACK. His burner phone 
VIBRATES. As Raman’s answering the phone, BAM! He DEDUCES 
two TOTES were brought in after Cowell’s death. SOMEONE 
ELSE WAS HERE. 

 
RAMAN 

Hello. 
 
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
 
RAMAN 

I’m here. Our fried has MOVED on. 
  
VOICE ON PHONE 

(Indecipherable) 
 
RAMAN 

What?  
(Pause) 
(Sharp) 
Track it. Completely. Carefully. 
As if your life depends on hit. 
Get back to me immediately. 

 
Raman ends the call and examines the room, slowly, turning 
in place, deep in thought.  

 
HENCHMAN 

Sir, are we done? 
 
RAMAN 

No, we still have a little more 
work to do. Someone continues to 
post news videos of our little 
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dead friend. Lifelike videos. Have 
you ever heard of Deepfake? 

 
The Henchmen nod No. 

 
RAMAN 

(To corpse) 
Still causing trouble, even in 
afterlife? 
(Pause) 
This is interesting. And.  

 
 
INT./EXT. RAMAN’S CAR - DAY - MOVING 
 
Raman, in car, is a passenger, in a Ford SUV cruising along 
the highway, Henchmen quiet, Raman, packed elbow to elbow, 
in the rear passenger side seat. 

 
INT. DARK OFFICE – BAD GUY LAIR – DAY 

 
Analyst 3, at desk, computer screens open, in the middle of 
an excited, long winded reply, phone pressed tightly to 
head.  

 
INTERCUT BETWEEN Raman and Analyst 3 

 
ANALYST 3 

--used the YouTube account— 
 

Raman follows. 
 
ANALYST 3 

--worked into a Gmail sub-account, 
accessed by a dynamic IP lost in 
TOR--  

 
Raman squints, still listens. 

 
ANALYST 3 

--but segments of the unique sub-
account combined with the Twitter 
meta tags created a short list--  

 
Raman nods, slowly losing context. 

 
ANALYST 3 
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When we referenced Followers on 
both accounts and the unique 
identifiers, we found a high 
probability match for account root 
g_w^t3r_*fir3.  

 
Raman is lost. 

 
ANALYST 3 

We ran a sniffer for the root and 
found a previous identical match 
used, in a Los Angeles, Youth Camp 
Hackathon. She’s local. Her name 
is-- 

 
Raman enthusiastically presses the phone to his ear.  

 
ANALYST 3 (V.O.S.) 

(indecipherable) 
 

RAMAN – EYE BURST OPEN – GREAT NEWS! 
 
RAMAN 

Get me her address, photo and 
phone number? 

 
ANALYST 3 

I just sent it to you. 
 
RAMAN 

The next time you think I’m about 
to MURDER you, remind me of this.  

 
ANALYST 3 is speechless, takes the phone from his head, and 
stares at it as it may bite him.  
 
Raman checks his messages. There’s a photo of Brooke, on 
stage at a Hack-A-Thon, being handed a trophy, followed by 
a story. 

 
 

EXT. PORCH – COWELL HOUSE – DAY 
 
Brooke dreadfully walks on Cowell’s porch, sees the closed 
door. She notices the totes are missing, stops and 
considers. Something doesn’t feel right. She contemplates, 
decides, turns to quickly leave.  
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Brooke’s phone rings, a Hip Hop ring tone, already jittery, 
she jumps, slows her walk. 
 
Brooke sees Blocked Caller, and sends it to voicemail. 

 
Brooke returns the phone to her pocket and it rings again!  
She sees the Caller ID is “9999999.” She muses and rejects 
the call. 
  

BROOKE 
As-If that’s even a number. 

 
Brooke returns the phone to her pocket, and the phone 
Chirps. Her steps quicken.  
 
She looks and sees text message, from 9999999, a blue 
colored message “Have a minute? Pick up.”  
 
She texts “I’M CALLING THE POLICE YOU CHILD MOLESTER.” 
Brooke smiles. As she’s return the phone to her pocket— 

 
BROOKE 

That will get them. 
 

--The phone vibrates. Brooke stands still. 
 
BROOKE 

FaceTime, really? 
 

Brooke sees the blurry image of herself in the screen, as 
9999999, wants to FaceTime, the green and the red circles 
await her decision. 

 
 

Brooke deliberates, studies the distance, decides, and 
presses the Green button. The blurred image comes into 
focus, it’s— Raman! 
 
INT. BOOK STUDY – DAY 
 
A walls of books, dark furniture, a private room. Raman 
stands comfortably, wears a suit jacket over a dark T-
shirt. 

 
INTERCUT between Brooke and Raman 
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Now, Raman speaks with a near-perfect mid-western accent.  

 
RAMAN 

Hello, Brooke Murphy?  
 
Brooke looks sideways. Raman quickly continues. 
 

RAMAN 
Hi, I’m Bob Reyes, from The Post, 
Technology Desk. 

 
Brooke cautious. 
 

RAMAN 
We are following with previous 
Cyber VR contest winners, for  
their thoughts on how VR is 
progressing and its potential 
impact on the FUTURE.  

 
Brooke pleasantly surprised. 
 

RAMAN 
Sorry for calling you out of the 
blue. But-- 

 
BROOKE 

--No, no, Mr. Reyes. Reyes, right?  
 

RAMAN 
Yes, Reyes. We are speaking with 
several  
(Pauses for emphasis) 
Youth VR Experts, to get varying 
opinions. My editor thought you’d 
be a good person to speak with. 

 
BROOKE 

Yes, I’d love too. When? 
 
RAMAN 

Sooner is better. Today?  
 
BROOKE 

Today? I’m busy. Plus, I’m in San 
Diego. 
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RAMAN 

Well, we want to run the piece 
Sunday. I’m in LA. We can meet 
later today, or if we need to, 
FaceTime is alright too. We just 
won’t be able to get great photos. 

 
BROOKE 

Photos? 
 
RAMAN 

Well, yes. But I can’t tell the 
editor which photo to run. I can 
say the others we interviewed, 
have faces for radio. 

 
BROOKE 

Yes, I can make time.  
 

Brooke blushes.  
 

Raman glances beyond and a the phone, where his henchmen 
observe and wait, and raises his eyebrows. The henchmen 
smile and nod, marvel at Raman’s tactics.  

 
RAHAM 

We can meet at your school, your 
home, at Starbucks? Though I 
suppose a Frappuccino, on the 
Post… 

 
BROOKE 

That’s sounds great. How is 6? 
 
RAHAM 

Great! I just text you the 
location. 

 
Brooke looks at her phone, sees the iMessage, attached 
Bit.ly link. She clicks, an Unusual Flash on the screen 
doesn’t register, Maps open, a pin drops on a Starbucks. 

 
As Raman ends the FaceTime, there’s a moment, he flashes a 
sinister smile. A VIRTUAL PIN drops at a nearby STARBUCKS.  
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Brooke casts a dismissive glance at the porch. She sigh, 
the smile returns, she excitedly runs home with great news.  

 
A Henchman stares at a tablet, grunts, looks to Raman.  

 
HENCHMAN 

We’re in. 
 
 

INT. BEDROOM – DAY 
 
An empty swivel chair at the workstation. Brooke jumps to 
sit, all smiles. A distraction. Something.  

 
Brooke powers the computer, Google Search “Bob+REYES” and 
“Post.” A thousand matches. 

 
BROOKE 

He’s real. 
 
She toggles to Images. A hundred photos of many different 
people. She scans across the photos, tries to remember.  
 

BROOKE 
Hispanic or Middle Eastern? Maybe 
he lost weight? 

 
Brooke gives pause, grabs her phone, scrolls contacts.  

 
BROOKE 

I know. I’ll call— 
 

On the Contact List – James Janverin, (650) AREA CODE. 
 
BROOKE 
--JJ. 

 
Brooke dials and the phone begins to ring. She clicks on 
the Contact Card, up pops a photo, same as Raman had, but 
this one is not cropped. On stage next to 3rd place BROOKE 
is the Winner, a shoulder taller, with an enormous plaque, 
JAMES JANVERIN, 19, geeky yet attractive, confident. 
 
EXT. PARKING LOT - ALPHABET WORLD HQ – DAY 

 
A football field sized parking for Alphabet employees. 
Fields of luxury cars, side by side, with Prius and Tesla. 
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No vacant spots. JANVARIN, on foot, circles about a Prius, 
poorly parked, across three parking spots. There’s a note 
on the window, it reads “THINK OF OTHERS WHEN YOU PARK THIS 
WAY.” 
 
Janverin is fazed. The Prius is HIS. Driving is not his 
thing. He justifies-- 

 
JANVERIN 

What do they expect with spots 
this small? I need a robot to do 
this for me. 

 
Janverin’s phone rings. He takes the Google Pixel phone 
from his pocket, scans the screen. 

 
The Caller ID shows “3rd place- cutie- Broke.” He knows 
exactly who is calling. He’s sees the name is mis-spelt. 

 
JANVERIN 

I should fix that. 
 

JANVERIN CLICKS to answer – RAISES the phone to his ear. 
 
JANVERIN 
Hello! 
 

Thinks he’s successful, but isn’t – he hears ringing. Looks 
again at the phone, it still shows Answer or Reject. Again 
he clicks Answer – starts to raise the phone up, and 
REALIZES again, it didn’t answer.  

 
JANVERIN – FLUSTERED – repeatedly taps on the Answer 
button. When it DOES answer, he doesn’t notice. 

 
BROOKE 

Hello JJ. 
Hello? 

 
Brooke hears a series of beeps, as Janverin O/S continues 
to tap the Answer button. FINALLY— 

 
INTERCUT between Brooke and Janverin 

 
JANVERIN 

Hello? Brooke? 
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BROOKE 
Hey. I guess you know it’s me. 

 
LATER 

 
Janverin paces, listens intently.  

 
JANVERIN 

Reyes, the Post? No, I don’t know 
him. No one called me.  

 
JANVERIN 

No. Strange. Very-- 
 
JANVERIN 

What are you doing?  
 

JANVERIN 
Nothing? I can’t help if you don’t 
tell me. 

 
JANVERIN 

Deepfake posts? Those are crap. 
Not there yet. 
 

JANVERIN 
You did? 

 
JANVERIN 

And YOU THINK no one can trace it 
back to you? Doubtful.  

 
JANVERIN 

Think of the NASTIEST GROUP your 
POST COULD HAVE OFFENDED. 

 
JANVERIN 

YOU should hope it just the Feds 
or CIA.  

 
JANVERIN 

If it’s the Feds? You’re too young 
for jail. They’ll just take away 
your laptop and internet access 
for a year. The CIA? May give you 
a job. What if it’s not them? 
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JANVERIN 
Then who? There are some nasty 
groups out there. Real nasty. I 
know. Trust me. I… I have been. 
You know. Can I come by?  

 
JANVERIN 

Still in San Diego, right? I’ll 
come down this evening. I’d like 
to see.  

 
JANVERIN 

I have other friends there – need 
to see.  

 
INT. BEDROOM – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
The call ends, Brooke doubtful, returns the phone to her 
pocket and it Chirps.  

 
Reyes requests to Facetime. Brooke aghast and declines the 
hot Red Button.  

 
A vibration. She receives an iMessage from Reyes. “We need 
to talk” followed by “…..” a continuation. She holds her 
breath.  

 
BEAT 

 
The text word drop hard “about our friend Marcus.” Her face 
drops.  

 
BROOKE 

He know. Think, Brooke, think.  
I just need to clear my head. 

 
EXT. PARKING LOT – DAY - ESTABLISHING 

 
A mall parking lot. 
 
EXT. NORDSTROMS – DAY 
 
A SUV slows to a stop. Brooke exits the passenger door. 

 
MOM 



            78. 
 

I’ll be back when I finish getting 
groceries. You have 40 minutes. 
Okay? 

 
BROOKE 

Got it! 
 

Mom blows Brooke a kiss. The SUV crawls forward as Brooke 
walks into-- 
 
INT. NORDSTROM RACK – DAY  - CONTINUOUS 

 
--the teen clothing section. Carousels of apparel.  The 
department is largely empty.  
 
Brooke, on the phone with Janverin, fingers through 
Clearance Rack blouses. 
 

BROOKE 
The issue was ALWAYS the refresh 
rate. JJ, viewers don’t know what, 
but they know something’s just not 
right.  
(Pause) 
At that point, everything’s an 
epic fail. That hasn’t changed. 
Coders, kept trying to refresh 
faster, outrace the problem.  
(Pause) 
But THAT wasn’t it. The computing 
power needed is HERE, nothing new, 
I only SLOWED the refresh CONSTANT 
to the natural frequency, the mean 
of conventional interior lighting. 
Genius, right? We didn’t have to 
make it REAL, You just needed to 
match what people are accustomed 
to being REAL. Brilliant, right? 
You didn’t think of-- 

 
An awkward pause as Something catches her eye. She scans, a 
reflection of Reyes in a mirrored panel. Brooke gasps, 
spins, sees nothing. Janverin heard the gasp. Brooke 
nervously scans. 

  
BROOKE 
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No, no I’m okay. I just thought. 
I— 
Saw Reyes. Here, in woman’s 
clothing. 

 
INT./INT AIRPORT TERMINAL – DAY 

 
Airport terminal, passengers in line to board. Janverin is 
in line.  
 
He glances O/S to SOMEONE, nods.  
 
INTERCUT between Brooke and Janverin  

 
JANVERIN 

If you think you saw him, you 
probably did. Call the police! 
Stay where you are. In public. 
Find an employee. Call your Mom 
and the police! 

 
BROOKE 

I’m okay, I think. I. You really 
think I should call the police? I 
mean, how would he FIND ME?  

 
Brooke lowers the phone, stares and holds on it. 

  
BROOKE 

Unless he remote installed a 
tracking program - sideloaded. 

 
Brooke fells painfully alone. 

 
JANVERIN (V.O.S.) 

Remote Install of a Tracking 
program? Sideloading? What model 
phone? You have the X, right? No. 
You don’t get it. No one clones 
phones and no one pushes out baked 
in tracking. The Feds need a Title 
3 which is like White House level. 
The only ones with that KNOW-HOW 
are foreign intel.  

 
Brooke raises the phone closer to her ear. 
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JANVERIN 
Just call the police, to be safe! 
Okay? 

 
BROOKE 

I will. I call now. 
 
JANVERIN 

I’ll be there in a couple hours. 
We’ll talk.  

 
Brooke looks long at her phone. The KEY PAD. Brooke eyes 
the keys for 9-1-1, her wide-eyed distraught reflection 
looks back at her.  

 
An iMessage from Reyes “I wouldn’t call the police. I just 
want to talk.”  
 
She freaks out, tries to Screen Snap the text – but the 
feature is disabled.   
 
Brooke scans and sees a clerk folding clothing. Brooke 
walks, slowly at first, picking up the pace.  
 
Her phone rings, see sees the Caller ID is “9999999.” She 
vengefully answers.   

 
BROOKE 

Reyes, whoever the hell you are! 
I’m calling the police. You so 
much as come near me and I’ll yell 
RAPE. 

 
RAMAN (O.S.) 

I will kill you, your family, JJ, 
and everyone else. 

 
Brooke freezes, feet away from the counter. The employee 
glances up for just a moment and resumes folding. 
  
Footsteps, the click of fine leather dress shoes on a tile 
floor. Drawing near. A voice only feet away, it’s— 

 
RAMAN 

(Calm, evenly, in Mid-West accent) 
I want the Source Program. 
(Reverts to Russian accent) 
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Nothing else. I will leave. No one 
will be hurt. Just the Program.  
 

Raman towers over Brooke, as a scolding father. 
 
BROOKE 

What programs?  
 
RAMAN 

I know our Friend is Dead. I know 
you are Deepfaking his avatar. Do 
you understand?  

 
Tears roll down her cheeks.  

 
BROOKE 

Yes.  
 
RAMAN 

Yes? 
 
BROOKE 

I understand. 
 

Raman consoles and places a hand on her shoulder. 
 
RAMAN 

Genius, such as yourself, can 
expect these Little Setbacks. 
Don’t overthink. The files are 
large, yes? 

 
Brooke nods. 

 
RAMAN 

They will take a few hours to 
image, yes? 

 
Brooke nods. 

 
RAMAN 

The files are in your home, yes. I 
am sure you do not want my people 
to visit you at home. There’s no 
reason to talk about any of this. 
Or should I say “Any of what?  
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Raman laughs alone. 
 
BROOKE 

Do I upload it to some secret 
site? 

 
RAMAN 

No, put it on an External drive. 
It would be easy…  No IP trail to 
follow.  

 
BROOKE 

The folder is 2.8 TB – I don’t 
have an external that big. It’s 
like $100 at Best Buy. I don’t 
have that kind of money.  

 
RAMAN 

The hard drive will be in your 
mailbox in 30 minutes. I’ll expect 
it placed back in your mailbox in 
four hours. Enough time? 

  
BROOKE 

Yes.  
 
RAMAN 

Good.  
 

BEAT 
 
RAMAN 

(Returns to speaking with the 
Reyes – Mid-Western Friendly 
cordial tone) 
You should pick out something nice 
for yourself. You still have time 
before Mom returns. This, when, 
ahh, JJ arrives, you’ll look 
beautiful. 

 
Raman walks away, smiles warmly, while Brooke frozen.  
 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 
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A PLAYING CARD SIZED HARD DRIVE is connected to the 
workstation, the monitor screen shows a GREEN COLORED 
progress bar, 100% complete.   

 
A hand REACHING O/S, disconnecting the HARD DRIVE. Tucking 
the HARD DRIVE into a waistband, pulling a shirt over to 
conceal. A fuzzy silhouette exiting the room. 

 
KITCHEN  

 
On the table are snacks and opened sodas, settings for 
three. Mom and Janverin sit at the table, small talk. 
Brooke entering, in attire matching the fuzzy silhouette. 
  

JANVERIN 
Brooke? 

 
Brooke continues walking, waves a 1-minute finger at 
Janverin. Janverin’s eyes track her. 

 
BROOKE 

Just a second. I need to check 
something? 

 
Brooke exits the kitchen, headed outside. 

 
EXT. DRIVEWAY – BROOKES HOUSE –NIGHT - CONTINUOUS 

 
A driveway between the house and street. A mailbox at the 
corner.  
 
Brooke walks down the driveway, open the mailbox, takes the 
HARD DRIVE from her waistband, places it inside and raises 
the RED FLAG, returns inside. 

 
CUT TO 

INT./EXT. CAR – NIGHT 
 

Raman and Henchmen, tightly packed inside the SUV, observe 
Brooke as she returns to the house. 

 
RAMAN 

Good Girl. 
 

CUT BACK 
INT. KITCHEN – NIGHT 
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The sound of a door opening and closing. Brooke entering 
the kitchen, sitting between Mom and Janverin. 

 
BROOKE 

Yeah, so I feel silly. I mean 
paranoid right? 

 
JANVERIN 

It’s good to be cautious. I’m glad 
it was nothing. 

 
MOM 

You’re a big girl. I’d feel 
horrible if anything happened. I 
mean. It’s Nordstrom’s Rack. Not 
quite the same. What kind of mom 
am I leaving her 13-year-old alone 
to shop?  

 
BROOKE 

It’s okay, mom. All my friends 
shop without parents. 

 
JANVERIN 

Since when do you have friends? 
All you’ve mentioned is Mr. 
Cowell. Speaking of which, when 
will I get to meet him? 

 
BROOKE 

I think he’s away. When I see him, 
I’m sure he’d love to meet you. 

 
JANVERIN 

I remember him. Radical old guy. 
Good to hear he’s still in IT. 

 
Brooke breaks gaze.  

 
JANVERIN 

Let’s check out your program, 
shall we?   

 
 

INT. HOTEL ROOM – NIGHT 
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In a spacious hotel suite. Henchmen huddled around the 
coffee table, a voice on speakerphone, the HARD DRIVE 
connected to a LAPTOP, other laptops running. Raman paces 
in the foreground, BURNER PHONE pressed to his head.  

 
The voice on speakerphone is INSTRUCTING HENCHMEN to press 
a variety of buttons on the laptop. Then calls out-- 

  
SPEAKPHONE 

And, I’m in. 
 

A laptop, the cursor moves across the screen, as 
SPEAKERPHONE has remotely accessed the laptop. 

 
Raman speaks on phone, looks at the Remotely Accessed 
Laptop, with a certain satisfaction. 

 
RAMAN 

He’s in now. Yes. So easy, 
apparently a 13-year-old can run 
it. Tonight. Yes. Anything 
particular? 
(Pause) 
Got it. 

 
Raman ending the call.  
  
INT. KITCHEN – BROOKES HOUSE – DAY 

 
Breakfast. The kitchen door closes as Dad exits. Mom at the 
sink. A cereal bowl on the table. An iPad, on a stand, 
playing the morning news. 

 
MOM 

Good morning sleepy head! 
 

Brooke didn’t sleep well and it shows.. 
 
MOM 

I think I’ve told you to unplug by 
10, and sleep. You look like you 
pulled an all-nighter.  

 
BROOKE 

I’m okay. Just a lot going on. 
 
MOM 
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I’m sure. It was a real scare for 
you yesterday. 

 
BROOKE- WHAT? SPIES, CORPSE, YOU FOUND OUT? OH, JUST THE 
FAKE NORDSTROM SCARE, RIGHT. 

 
BROOKE 

Ahh. Yeah. Sorry I panicked. 
 
MOM 

Nothing to be sorry about. 
Besides, looks like your friend is 
back in town.  

 
MOM MOTIONING to the iPad playing CNN. Cowell’s face is 
speaking.  

 
BROOKE - ALARMED. 

 
MOM 

Did you edit that? Usually CNN 
won’t air his material, must be 
pretty right-wing. 

 
BROOKE JUMPING to the iPad, increasing the volume. We hear 
the reporter speaking. 

 
REPORTER 

In a strange twist, esteemed 
former US/UN Secretary Marcus 
Cowell clarified some of his 
recent positions, acknowledging 
his divisive and controversial 
opinions, were largely unfounded— 
 

The IPAD SCREEN as COWELL VIDEO RUNS 
 
COWELL 

--And for those reasons, we know 
the US SHOULD SPEND ITS RESOURCES 
domestically and cease meddling in 
affairs of some of these foreign 
countries as it could be both 
unproductive and far too 
dangerous. 

 
CUT BACK 
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TO REPORTER  
 

BROOKE in disbelief runs her fingers across the iPad. 
 
REPORTER 

A strange twist indeed. And next 
on— 

MOM 
I think he could use a little more 
fresh air. Don’t you? He’s gotta 
stay on message. Otherwise, he’ll 
lose his audience.  

 
 

INT. BEDROOM – BROOKES HOUSE –DAY 
 

Brooke frantically paces, dressed for school. Cowell’s 
YouTube clip on one monitor and Russian KGB Search Results 
on the other. 

 
BROOKE 

I know what I need to do.  
Wait. No I don’t. Just go to 
school. Forget all of it. No one’s 
watching some crazy old man on 
YouTube anyways. Someone will 
check on him soon. It will be 
over. The Russians won’t. Crap, 
they’ll still have the program. 
WAIT! 

 
Brooke stops and pauses. 

 
BROOKE 

NEVERMIND! They won’t know what to 
do. They are idiots. 

 
Brooke paces and deliberates. 
 
EXT. FIELD – DAY 

 
An exodus of teenagers as class ends.  
 
Brooke, backpack on, walks alone, distant, deep in thought. 

  
INT. OFFICE – FBI – DAY  
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A distinguished conference room table with chairs, a US 
Flag, a giant TV on the wall – not obvious, but the Cowell 
video is on the TV.  
 
Janverin dwarfed among a few large, stern looking clean-cut 
men in suits. The men watch as Janverin dials.  
 
EXT. FIELD - DAY 
 
Brooke’s phone rings and she sees “JJ” on the Caller ID. 
She sighs in relief. 

 
INTERCUT between Janverin and Brooke 

 
BROOKE 

Hi! 
 
JANVERIN 

You need to tell me NOW. NO MORE 
GAMES, what are you doing?  

 
Brooke gasps, freezes in her tracks, suddenly pale. 

 
BROOKE 

What? 
 
JANVERIN 

Two more Cowell videos just 
posted. Both Deepfakes.  

 
BROOKE 
Huh. 
 
JANVERIN 

Calling out foreign leaders, 
calling out OUR government. The 
code is glitched. Reddit Forum is 
already calling the videos fake. 
You gave Reyes, whoever, the 
program. THEY are going to think 
you double crossed them! 

 
As Janverin speaks, tears and worry flood Brooke’s face. 
Her rebuttal is weak.  

 
BROOKE 

I don’t know what you-- 
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JANVERIN 

--This is a real problem. You said 
they are listening. They were at 
Nordstrom – you’re covering. You 
need to the police station, now. 
Call your parents. Call Cowell. 
We’ll meet you all there. I have 
friends at the FBI who can help. 

 
BROOKE 

Ok. Ok. I will.  
 
 

INT. POLICE DEPARTMENT – DAY  
 

Detectives office area. Light activity. Rows of unmanned 
desks. Brooke and Mom sit. 
  
Janverin storms into the private area, flanked by three 
large suited-clad men. He is flushed, momentarily happy to 
see Brooke is safe. Brooke stands, the suit-clad men give 
distance, as does Mom. Brooke notices the SUIT-CLAD MEN. 

 
BROOKE 

What’s going on? 
 
JANVERIN 

I’ll explain. Where’s Marcus? 
 

Brooke gulps, eyes tear. 
 
JANVERIN 

Is he on his way?  
 

Brooke looks everywhere but at Janverin.  
 
JANVERIN 

Is this the phone? 
 

Janverin doesn’t wait for a reply and takes it from a 
placid Brooke and hands it to a suit. The suit plugs it 
into a SMALL BLACK BOX. 

 
Brooke’s lips tremble, motions towards the suits.  

 
BROOKE 
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Who are they? 
 
JANVERIN 

FBI Agents, on the Cyber Team. I— 
 

Janverin, allows himself a brief smile, boasts. 
 
JANVERIN 

--get to help them out, once in a 
while, with the, you know, tough 
stuff. 

 
His game face returns.  

 
JANVERIN 

Is Cowell on his way? 
 
BROOKE 

He’s dead. 
  
JANVERIN 
Dead? 
 

Mom hear, stands, and closing in. 
 
MOM 

What? Dead? Oh my dear god. How? 
Why? 

 
BROOKE 

A heart attack, I think. Last 
week. 

 
MOM 

Last week? You didn’t say— 
 
BROOKE 

I didn’t know what to say. He. We, 
wanted to finish posting his.. I 
knew if people knew he died, we 
couldn’t— 

 
MOM 

Jesus. Where is he? 
 
BROOKE 

On his kitchen floor. 
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MOM 

He’s dead, on his kitchen floor? I 
can’t believe this. 

  
Janverin stares at Brooke, speechless. 
  

JANVERIN 
That’s. Probably the most fucked 
up thing I’ve heard in my entire 
life. Are there bugs? The smell? 

 
BROOKE 

No. No. I don’t know. I mean, I 
saw him. Dead. I went back. I 
wanted to tell someone. But then 
Reyes— 

(Pause) 
I gave Reyes the program -with the 
Cowell renditions. He said he’d 
kill us if we didn’t. 

 
Brooke inconsolably cries. The FBI Agents huddle in talks. 
Mom is hugs Brooke tight. Janverin stoic in disbelief. 
  
Janverin’s phone rings, the ring tone obnoxiously blares, 
the hit SexyBack by Justin Timberlake. 

 
Janverin, eyes glue to Brooke, answers the phone.   

   
JANVERIN 

Uh, this is JJ. Who is this?  
 

Quiet. Just long enough for THREAT TO BE MADE WITH IMPACT. 
JANVERIN who goes ghostly pale. He speaks in a robotic, 
measured manner. 

 
JANVERIN 

Yes. I understand. 
  

Janverin’s odd tone captures Brooke’s attention and she 
pries free from Mom’s clutch. Brooke stares intrigued. 
Janverin curtly hands her the phone. 
  

JANVERIN 
Here. It’s for you. Says he’s a 
fan of your work.  
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Brooke beguilingly accepts, and presses the phone to her 
ear. Both Mom and Janverin watch as Brooke’s eyes are 
narrow slits. 

 
BROOKE 

Hello? 
 
RAMAN 

Hello. 
 

Brooke immediately recognizes the voice, shivers rifle 
across her body, goosebumps on her arms, a distant stare. 

 
RAMAN 

You’ll act normal. I’ll whisper. I 
can see what you do so don’t try 
anything. Yes? Say YES. 

  
BROOKE 

YES.  
 
RAMAN 

Good. There is a problem your 
program. YOU WILL FIX, Yes. You 
tell the police and your little 
FBI friends it was just a prank. 
You are sorry YOU MADE THE VIDEOS. 
Give them a written statement, 
YOU’LL SAY YOU DID IT. Say you’re 
tired. Tell them Mr. Cowell is in 
Europe for two weeks. You didn’t 
mean to upset. I will call you in 
EXACTLY TWO HOURS. Get your phone 
back, after you leave, WIPE your 
phone, factory reset. I’ll text 
you an App, you install.  Set your 
USERID to g_w@t3r_@fir3, you know 
that one, right?  
(Pause) 
By the way, tell your friend Cozy 
Bear says hi. He needs to help 
make the Feds go away. Yes? 

 
BROOKE 

Yes. 
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The call ends. Brooke hands Janverin the phone. They are 
nose-to-nose, terse and curt, a vein pulses in his neck. 

 
JANVERIN 

What? What the fuck have you 
gotten me into? 

 
 

EXT. POLICE DEPARTMENT – NIGHT 
 

A parking lot. Janverin, Mom and Brooke walk to Mom’s SUV.  
 

MOM 
Frankly, I just don’t know what to 
believe. Well, the police are 
stopping by Mr. Cowell’s home, 
just to be sure. I really hope 
this was just a joke. A really 
bad, tasteless joke. But I see the 
silver lining- what made you do 
it. No wait, I can’t. Let’s see 
what your father has to say about 
this. 

 
Mom give Janverin a hug.  

 
MOM 

Maybe see you tomorrow?  
 

Janverin fails to conceal his dismay. 
 
JANVERIN 

I have a full day and a late 
flight back. 

  
Mom enters the SUV. Brooke and Janverin alone. 

 
JANVERIN 

The FBI can’t fix this. Their 
cyber group is filled with rank 
amateurs. When it’s over, they’ll 
write a great report about it. 

 
BROOKE 

I’m so sorry. 
 
JANVERIN 
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I wish there was more I could do. 
(Instructs her) 
Fix the glitch for your Black Hat 
friends. Get Cowell in front of a 
TV crew, LIVE. After you get sent 
to juvie, YES, your social worker 
to death.  

(Pause) 
Maybe, never cry wolf again? Let’s 
chalk this up to life experience. 
And for Christ’s Sake, get a new 
phone.  

 
INT. MOMS SUV – NIGHT - MOVING 

 
Mom drives. The ride is quiet. Brooke examines her iPhone.  

 
Phone Banner reads “Are you sure you want to factory 
reset?” Brooke clicks Yes. 

 
 
INT. BEDROOM – NIGHT 
 
Brookes at her desk in pajamas, glances at the clock, a 
breath.  
 
A quick web search for Cozy Bear – and a litany of story 
HEADLINES fill the monitors. Russians suspected in Dioxin 
poisoning. FSB VX poisoning. Social media mis-information. 
  
Brooke clicks on each. On VX gas she reads “asphyxiation” 
and a moment of realization. 
 
Brooke toggles to YouTube – see new video, uploaded on her 
page. She tries to log-in but the password was changed.  
 
Brooke’s phone vibrates – Caller ID - 9999999 – Screen 
reads “WALK AWAY” “No 1 cause of death for cats.” 

 
BROOKE 

Everywhere.  
 

Brooke closes the window, abruptly powers down the system, 
and sulks in frustration.  

 
INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY 
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Commotion downstairs, sounds of many footsteps, radio 
chatter, door close.  
 
Brooke on the last stair, rounds the corner and sees-- 
 
--The Police, FBI, JJ, Mom and Dad, all eyes on her as a 
Quiet spreads. Janverin moves close as background whispers 
resume. He’s stern. 
 

JANVERIN  
The police found his body. How 
much of THIS it true? Did you know 
For a week? 

 
Brooke stares in silence, and slowly nods. 
 

JANVERIN 
Are you posting all the deepfake 
videos? 

 
BROOKE 

I. I. Cowell and I made the first 
one together. Then I made the 
renditions. After, he just gave me 
the script, and I made the video. 

 
JANVERIN 

Who is making the video now? 
 
BROOKE 

I gave Reyes the program, the 
account, the Cowell renditions. 
He’s posting now. I guess- the 
program destabilized, he needs me 
to debug it.  

 
Janverin deep in thought. 

 
JANVERIN 

I don’t like this one bit. Are you 
willing to help? It’s risky. We 
may be able to set a trap.  

 
 
EXT. PARKING LOT – HOTEL – DAY 
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A parking lot, a White Econoline Van, rear door open. 
Henchmen carry computers and peripherals, gently placing 
them into the van. Raman paces on the phone. 

 
INT. FANCY STATE OFFICE – DERKASTAN – DAY 

 
A state office, filled with men in suits, a meeting coffee 
break just began. The supreme ruler, the King, speaks as a 
tyrant.  
 
A man seated next to the King has taken a call, begs the 
King for forgiveness and to be excused, he is Shavkat 
Usmanov, 40, sneaky bad-guy. 

  
RAMAN 

--apparently, YOU DON’T. If you 
ruin this, with your SHORTSIGHTED, 
blind ambition, I WILL TELL the 
KING who is at fault. 

 
SHAVKAT 

No, no. Let’s not talk a crazy. 
Your help, it will be remembered.  
It can be fixed, no? I think there 
may soon be a vacancy, your boss, 
right? 

  
RAMAN 

Yes, yes. It can be fixed. No, it 
won’t be clean. Unless I get more 
video.  

 
SHAVKAT 

Details, details. You get this 
done. I’ll worry about details.  

 
RAMAN 

I’ll handle this side, you get 
more renditions. 

 
The phone call ends. 

 
Raman vents aloud to the henchmen. 

 
RAMAN 

I told him he needs 30 hours of 
high resolution video to get a 



            97. 
 

complete rendition – he sends over 
3 minutes cut from a FOXTV 
INTERVIEW. How does he expect to 
tar and feather a government 
dissident with that? Inadequate. 
It may be his undoing. 

 
HENCHMEN 

The Falafel House is ready. 
 
RAMAN 

Good. We still have options. 
  

Raman takes a device his pocket, hits a switch, and AUDIO 
POURS OUT. Raman hears the room full of voices. He rewinds. 
Hears “Found Cowell’s body” and “They are with the FBI” and 
“Trap.” Raman eyes sink in deep focus. 

 
RAMAN 

(Mumbles) 
Fewer options. 
(Boasting) 
I’m always up for a challenge. 
(To Henchmen) 
Get these to the Falafel House. 
(motions to the computers) 
Set it up. Quickly. Keys.  
(motions to the SUV). 

 
The Henchmen tosses Raman the SUV keys which he catches 
single-handedly from mid-air. Raman strides to the SUV, 
enters, and speeds off. 

  
INT./EXT. RAMANS CAR – DAY – MOVING 

 
On the street, in the JEEP SUV, Raman drives fast as he 
weaves through traffic. Audio from the transmitter streams. 
 

MANS VOICE (V.O.S.) 
We’re here to keep you safe.  
You’ll need to stay put.  
I have my best men here for your 
protection. Okay? 

 
BROOKE (V.O.S.) 

Alright. 
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Raman smiles. 
 
MANS VOICE (V.O.S.) 

I’ve need to check in with 
division, get more resources on 
this. I’ll be back in a couple 
hours. 

 
Raman drives the SUV onto Brooke’s street. Raman sees—
HUNTER MERRICK – 40’s, tempered, curt, as he exits Brooke’s 
house 
 
EXT. HOUSE – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
Many parked cars. 
 
Raman sees the door close, a nano-second later, SLAM, the 
audio relays the sound of the door.  
 
Merrick walks down a driveway. Raman slams the brakes, 
stops short, and Merrick looks up.  
 
Raman, with pep, exits the JEEP SUV, and moves resolutely 
towards Merrick. Raman, a deep breath, mumbles softly in 
his Mid-Western accent.  

 
RAMAN 

Good morning. You are? 
 
MERRICK  

Supervisory Special Agent Hunter 
Merrick. You? 

 
RAMAN 

Agent Tim Carter, Cyber LA.  
(Puffery) 
Sir! 
(Puffery works) 
I was asked to liaise, see if 
division is able to OFFER YOUR 
TEAM any assistance. I’m sure YOUR 
MEN have everything in COMPLETE 
control. I just want to make 
myself available, stay out of YOUR 
WAY. Is, there anything I can do 
at the moment? 
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MERRICK  
We are good. For. Now. The team is 
inside. Ask for Agent Petrillo, 
he’ll get you up to speed.  
(Ponders) 
Quick for Division. 

 
RAMAN 

Yes, sir. I guess they feel bad 
about ALL THE OTHER TIMES. 

 
Merrick smiles, both on their way.  
 
Raman reaches the front door and pauses just long enough 
for Merrick to enter his car, and start the engine. 
  

CUT TO 
INT./EXT. CAR – DAY - CONTINUOUS 
 
Merrick glances at the house, sees Raman, Something is odd, 
as it appears Raman watches him from the corner of his eye. 
  

MERRICK  
Agent Timothy Carter, LA? That 
place is revolving door.   
(Pause) 
Traffic is going to suck balls. 

 
Merrick drives away. 

 
CUT BACK 

EXT. HOUSE – DAY - CONTINUOUS 
 
Raman exhales, opening the front door.  

 
INT. KITCHEN – BROOKES HOUSE – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
At the kitchen table, snacks, drinks spread about.  
 
Brooke sits affront an uneaten waffle, pokes it 
indifferently.  
 
Janverin, seated next to her, facing towards the living 
room entrance, his plate only crumbs, waiting.  
 
Mom cleans. All silent. O/S, the sounds of MEN CHATTERING 
in the adjacent Living Room can be heard. The front door 
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squeaks as it open and softly closes. The MEN CHATTERING 
pauses, for a few seconds. Brooke breaks the silence. 

 
BROOKE 

I’m really sorry. 
 
JANVERIN 

Stop saying that. It’s not your 
fault. I would have done the same 
thing. 

 
Brooke smiles a little. Janverin eyes her waffle. 

 
BROOKE 

Really? 
 
JANVERIN 

Well, no. Not really. 
 

The MENS CHATTER resumes, a new voice draws near, enters 
the Kitchen. Janverin looks up as Footsteps enter the room, 
sighs indifferently as Another Suit enters. 

  
Janverin holds his gaze, wonders if there’s news. Brooke 
still stares down at her waffle. The suit speaks.  

 
RAMAN 

Hi, Agent Carter, from the FBI 
Division Office. 
  

Brooke goes pale, freezes ridged. Her head doesn’t move, 
and her eyes strain to see the man. 

 
RAMAN 

Can I borrow this young girl for a 
few? I’d like to see this PROGRAM 
everyone’s talking about. 

 
Mom continues to clean, glances for a second. Janverin, 
nothing amiss, shifts his gaze to Brooke. 

 
JANVERIN 

Yeah, sure. Division? Brooke do 
you mind taking— 

 
Janverin notices Brooke’s change. 
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JANVERIN 
You okay?  

 
RAMAN 

I’m sure she’s been though a lot. 
But these kids are tougher than 
they look. We just want to get 
this done before anyone gets 
(laughably) 
harmed. 

 
Janverin stares at Brooke and wonders. Raman looks Brooke 
over, contemplates, and decides. Raman scans, slowly licks 
his upper lip, and a darkness consumes his brow.  

 
SLOW MOTION 
Raman pulls a Suppressed Pistol from his jacket.  
 
POOF, POOF, into JANVERIN, break, POOF, POOF, into Mom.  
 
Janverin falls out of his chair; Mom falls onto the 
counter, knocks over a dish, as she falls to the floor.  
 
Brooke screams but only hears the faint echo of gunshots.  

 
INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY  - CONTINUOUS 

 
Raman takes cover along the wall. He aims, waits, as 
unsuspecting agents and police inquire.  
 
Raman opens fire.  
 
A GUN FIGHT BREAKS OUT.  
 
BAM, BAM, as Agents and Police, confused, begin to return 
fire.  
 
DIVING FOR COVER.  
 
RAMAN POISED continues his assail.  
 
Brooke to the floor, crawls away.  
 
RAMAN advances on the cops’ position.  
 
Raman is ruthless, shooting wounded agents and police as 
they crawl towards cover.  
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An Agent has dragged an injured police officer behind a 
wall, reaching for his radio to call for help, fumbling to 
find the button – yelling “Back up, we need back up” Did 
the call go out?  
 
POOF, POOF, POOF, Raman shoot, each in the chest, then 
head.  
 
BROOKE reaches the kitchen back door. 
 

CUT TO 
EXT. YARD – DAY – CONTINUOUS 
 
Brooke strides towards the fence.  
 
Brooke climbs the fence, tears her clothing.  

 
CUT TO 

 
EXT. NEIGHBORS YARD – DAY – CONTINUOUS 
 
She falls face down on the opposite side, in a neighbor’s 
yards. She bangs on the sliding glass door, screams.  

 
CUT BACK 

INT. HOUSE – DAY 
 
QUIET -As Raman stands over the massacre. Raman turns, 
holsters his pistol, and heads into the kitchen.  

 
CUT BACK 

INT. KITCHEN – DAY  
 

Raman scans the kitchen. Just the bodies of Mom and 
Janverin, and an open door. Raman rushes forward and scans 
the back yard, hears Brooke’s nearby cries. 

 
CUT BACK 

EXT. NEIGHBORS YARD – DAY  
 
BROOKE 

Help! Help! Somebody. 
 

A shadow inside the house approaches, cautiously, it’s an— 
ELDERLY WOMAN – 60’s, granny-type, glasses. 
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INT. KITCHEN – ELDERLY WOMANS HOUSE – DAY 
 

Kitchen, dark with sliding glass door. BANG, BANG. Muffled 
screams through the glass. The Elderly woman approaches, 
stares, wondering, senses Brooke’s panic, decides. 

 
Elderly woman fumbles to grasp the slider handle, leans to 
pull the door open. Brooke anticipates and times, but the 
locked door doesn’t open, Brooke slams into the glass.  

 
Brooke’s cries, and looks over her shoulder, sees nothing.   

 
The Elderly Woman unlocks the door but forgets the Safety 
Bar, the door opens several inches. 

 
ELDERLY WOMAN 

Dear, are you-- 
 

Brooke impatiently tries to squeeze through, wedges, get 
stuck.  

 
POOF, POOF.  

 
The elderly woman, face contorts in pain, collapses, as the 
door opens— 

 
Brooke sees Raman inside Pistol in hand, smoke rises from 
the barrel.  

 
EXT. NEIGHBORS YARD – DAY  
 
Brooke squeezes back out as Raman lowers the gun and grabs 
for her. Brooke runs towards another fence. Raman pauses, 
watches, presumes, turns and disappears into the shadows.  
 
EXT. YARDS – VARIOUS – DAY 
 
Brooke happens to be good at fence jumping and continues to 
traverse a yard, jump a fence, look back, repeat. 

 
EXT. STREET – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
Brooke clears a fence and lands on the sidewalk. Large 
trees obstruct her view. Brooke continues to move, begins a 
jog across a street.  

 
BAM! 
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Raman’s SUV strikes her, she bounces off the SUV’s hood, 
settles on the windshield, unconscious.  

 
Raman hurriedly exits the SUV, quickly scans the streets.  

 
A flat-footed neighbor sees Raman kneel to scoop up Brooke. 
Worry and regret cross the man’s face.   

 
MAN 

Are you going to call 911?  
 
RAMAN 

NO, No, I’m going to get her to a 
hospital.  

 
The man looks sideway. Raman takes out his Pistol – POOF-
POOF. The man falls.   

 
Raman carries Brooke to the backseat.  

 
Raman grabs his phone and dials as he enters the Jeep. 

 
RAMAN 

It’s me. 15 minutes out. We’ll 
need a cleanup. Aisle 6. 
 

 
EXT. STREET – DERKSTANI FRONT – DAY 

 
A non-descript downtown commercial storefront. Vehicles are 
parked street side. A bus stop with a bench with two women 
seated, sipping coffee, snacking on muffins. The women are—
MILLE BROWN – 20’s, cranky and worn, and CARRIE BROWN – 
30’s, snark yet keen. 

 
MILLIE 

This is a nice change. 
 
CARRIE 

Seated here, seated there. On a 
bench, in a car, on a roof. 
Watching for God knows what. 

 
MILLIE 

I’m green. I should be here. You 
should be doing something 
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adventurous. Maybe it’s 
alphabetical?  

 
CARRIE 

Pardon? 
 
MILLIE 

Since our lasts names are both 
Brown, maybe that’s why we keep 
working together? 

 
CARRIE 

Whatever. This place is a front. 
If counter-intel says watch, we 
watch. None of their cases move 
fast. Besides, we’re out of the 
office. Fresh air. 

 
MILLIE 

Coffee and muffins. 
 

A White Econoline Van stops in front. Henchmen exit, moving 
to the van’s rear. The henchman in charge directs the 
others, he’s on the phone, looking focused. The henchmen 
open doors and carry computers. 

 
CARRIE 

Well, Hello There. 
Cameras rolling? 

 
Millie looks down at her phone, and sees a LIVE VIDEO of 
the storefront.  

 
MILLIE 

Yes. 
 
CARRIE 

Good. I’ll call this in. See if 
you can make out the tag. 

  
INT. PRIVATE OFFICE – FBI – DAY 

 
Government office space. Merrick enters, sits, looks over 
innocuous papers, sighs.  
 
He casually flips through a stack of POST-ITs.  
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MERRICK 
(Aloud to himself) 
Ah. Russian hacking, Russian 
hacking. Chinese hacking. 
What the hell! Derkastani hacking.  
Is that even a thing? 

 
INT. PRIVATE OFFICE – FBI – DAY 
 
Government office space. Professionally looking Men and 
woman mill quietly about. We are following the walking legs 
of someone. A phone ring comes from inside a pocket. A hand 
reaches in, answers, raising the phone up to— CHRIS MAZOR, 
40, serious, all the time. 

 
We hear ONE-SIDE of the conversation. 

 
MAZOR 

Mazor. 
 

MAZOR 
Hello. How’s it— 

 
MAZOR 

Ok. Ok. No, we weren’t expecting 
any— 

 
MAZOR 

Get video run— 
 

MAZOR 
You already did. Then get— 

 
MAZOR 

It is! Ok then. I’m walking over 
now. 

 
Mazor exits his office, phone pressed to his ear, and we 
follow him to-- 
 
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
A large conference room with a wall is FULL of Large and 
medium screens, most are Blue screens, but the Large screen 
is streaming grayish colored video from the Exterior of the 
Falafel House. Analysts move about.  
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MAZOR 
(On phone) 
Yes, it’s coming through. Yeah, 
they look like mercenaries. 
Computers? Laptops or Desktops? 
How many?  
(To the room) 
Let’s get ID’s on these creeps. 
Known, or recently flagged 
Derkastani operatives. 

 
Photos populate the Blue Screens. A variety of rugged 
looking thugs appear. The images cycle though, each photo 
for a few seconds, RAMANS IMAGE is among them.  

 
MAZOR 

(On the phone) 
Additional assets? Uh, no. I think 
you’re all set. 

 
Mazor ends the call and chuckles. 

 
MAZOR 

Those girls… 
 
 

INT. HALLWAY – FBI OFFICE – DAY 
 

A maze of hallways inside the FBI office. As Merrick walks 
his phone vibrates and he answers. 
 

MERRICK 
Hey, ASAC Mazor! 

  
Merrick rolls his eyes. 
 

MERRICK 
I was in the field, sorry I missed 
the call. I’ll read your brief, 
right away.  

 
Merrick reaches a hallway intersection. He was about to 
turn Left, pauses.  

 
MERRICK 

Sure, now? Yeah, no problem.  
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Merrick changes direction and ends the call. 
 

MERRICK 
Always something with those guys. 

  
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY – CONTINUOUS 

 
Merrick opens the conference room door, mid-entrance.  
His phone vibrates, he stops in the doorway and answers, 
looks at his feet. An analyst indiscernible speaks and 
points to the Large TV, at an Image of Raman.   

 
MERRICK 

Hello? Yes, this is. 
 

Merrick focuses on his call, doesn’t hear the analyst. 
 
ANALYST 

This is Rabani Raman. We suspect 
his LEAD of what they like to call 
their  
(allows small laugh) 
INTEL DIVISION, but he’s largely 
nothing more than another one of 
the King’s Yes-Men. Close ties to 
a few of the potential successors. 
Rising star. He entered the US 
last Friday. First time in over a 
year. Unlikely he’s sight-seeing.  
Not really a target but worth 
tailing if we stumble across. 
Next— 

 
MERRICK 

You’re right to call us. 
 

He hangs up, looks at the phone, a non-descript glance. 
 

MERRICK 
Shit. 

 
He turns, quickly walks away.  

 
 
MAZOR sits, watches the Large TV. 
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An adjacent TV plays live stream of the Falafeel House. An 
adjacent screen play Playback, rewind, slow motion fast-
forward as Mazor waves an analyst to run the loop. Mazor is 
on the phone. Stills from Video others.  
 

MAZOR 
(On phone) 
I see it. Yes. It’s a girl. Well, 
YOU don’t know who HE is. AND you 
don’t know if he has a daughter. 
You ever heard of the 4th 
amendment? Prove to me she’s in 
danger. Suspicious, sure. That’s 
why we end this call, and YOU call 
the local police. Have them do a 
welfare check – you’re a concerned 
citizen reporting suspicious 
activity. Do not direct the police 
to do anything. Let them make the 
decision. Understood? 
(Aloud to room) 
Someone, call over to Cyber see if 
we can track any web activity. 

 
INT. CAR – DAY 

 
Carrie and Millie don tactical gear. It’s cramped. Carrie 
lowers the phone, searches her contacts, as she speaks in 
frustration. 
  

CARRIE 
That dumb ass wants us to wait. 

 
MILLIE 

Is that what he said? 
 

Millie stops her gear check.  
 
CARRIE 

He wants the locals to make a 
welfare check. 

 
MILLIE 

That’s something. So call. 
 
CARRIE 

That’s what I’m doing. 
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Carrie dials. 
 

CARRIE 
Hi, Dispatch. This is— 

 
LATER 

CARRIE 
They should have been here by now. 

 
MILLIE 

They may still bogged down with 
that active shooter. Not too far 
from here. Wonder who was the 
lucky one to get that call? 

 
A police CAR PULLS affront the Falafel House. Both Carrie 
and Millie stare. 

 
INT. BACK ROOM - FALAFEL HOUSE – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
Storage room, shoddy table, computers set up, folding 
chairs. Brooke slouched on the floor in a corner as Raman 
is standing over her, his hand to her cheek. BROOKE 
AWAKING, a cry of pain as she’s reaching for her leg. 

 
BROOKE 

I think my leg is broke. My head 
hurts. 

  
RAMAN 

You’re ok. 
  
BROOKE 

What happened?  
 
RAMAN 

You tripped and fell. We are 
headed to the hospital. I’m with 
the FBI, I just need you do one 
thing first. 
  

Brooke looks long at Raman and remembers. She glares.  
 
BROOKE 

I know – you killed them. 
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Raman shifts his weight from foot to foot, and shrugs. 
 
RAMAN 

You can’t blame me for trying, no? 
  
BROOKE 

Yes, you’re a Murderer! You killed 
my Mom, JJ. Cowell too. 

  
RAMAN 

Yes. I guess I did. 
 
BROOKE 

They’ll catch you. You want me to 
fix this so you can keep posting 
your horrible videos? If I don’t, 
you’ll kill me too. You’re 
probably going to kill me anyways. 

 
RAMAN 

Dear, no. You are too special.  
 
BROOKE 

But I’ll talk, I’ll tell them.  
 
RAMAN 

Tell them what? What will they do? 
They can’t touch me. 

  
BROOKE 

They’ll put you in prison. They’ll 
tell Putin. 

  
RAMAN 

My dear child, how gullible. I’m 
not Russian. How can you even 
begin to understand, when you 
don’t even know who you’re dealing 
with? 

  
BROOKE 

You said Cozy Bear! Russian FSB.  
 
RAMAN 

Yes, because YOU expect to figure 
out who I am work for. Why have 
online anonymity when you don’t 
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have IRLA? Self-defeating, isn’t 
it? 

  
Brooke looks sideways. 

 
RAMAN 

What do you want? For me to Stop, 
I won’t. Go ahead, tell your 
government what you did, your life 
will be ruined - discredited. As 
for your rotting friend – he may 
have deserved a good burial. His 
usefulness ran its course. Nothing 
will change. You will fix this. We 
will continue our game. There is 
no other way. My people will ruin 
your code again. This is no 
victory. There are only losers. I 
don’t think I’ll be able to get 
you to fix it again, will I? I 
think not. Just this once. You 
will go free. 

  
Brooke considers, then stands.  
 
A faint knock. Raman hears and he casually closes the 
office door. 
   

CUT TO 
INT/EXT. CAR – DAY - CONTINUOUS 

 
From inside the car, Carrie and Millie observe a uniformed 
police officer as he approaches and knocks on the Falafel 
House door. A henchmen answers, opens the door slightly to 
speak with the policeman. 
  
The Henchmen gestures that nothings here, sorry.  

 
The officer returns to the police car.  

 
Carries phone rings. It’s the officer. 

 
CARRIE 

(On phone) 
He said he’s alone. No one else 
there. You didn’t hear or see 
anything? Ok, Ok. You heard 
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footsteps, someone else was 
definitely inside. Good, I need 
that. He lied to you. Perfect.  
(To Millie) 
That gives us PC. 

 
CUT BACK 

INT. BACK ROOM – FALAFEL HOUSE -DAY - CONTINUOUS 
 

Raman peers through a CRACKED OPEN DOOR at the 
Henchmen/Police conclusion. Raman sighs, turns, steps 
towards Brooke.  
 
Brooke seated at the computer. Brooke grimaces in pain and 
begins to tap the keyboard. 
   

RAMAN 
The clock is ticking my friend.  

 
Brooke’s hands shake and tears stream. Her voice cracked. 

 
BROOKE 

I’ll be done in a minute. You’ll 
keep your word?  

 
RAMAN 

Of course. 
 
BROOKE 

Tell your computer guy he’s crap.  
 
RAMAN 

I would but he’s dead. 
 

Shivers down Brooke’s spine.  
 
RAMAN 

I’m kidding.  
 
BROOKE 

When they changed the video files, 
they used the wrong root which 
destabilized the rendition frames.  

 
 

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY 
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Mazer is seated, staring at the wall of screens, and did 
not hear the door opening. Merrick standing behind, already 
teetering on the edge – staring at the screen.  
 
Merrick gasps.  
 
Mazer turning in his chair, nonchalantly. 

 
MAZER 

Thanks for making time. Not sure 
what we have going on, but— 

 
MERRICKS EYES LOCKED ON THE SCREEN IMAGE OF RAMAN -  

MAZER NOTICING 
 
MAZER 

--You okay?  
 

CUT TO 
INT. HALLWAY – DAY 

 
Merrick and Mazer, run neck and neck, phones out.   

 
MERRICK 

We ID’d the shooter. Derkatani 
operative. Get a TECS Lookout.  

 
MAZER 

Yes, yes. Get me everything you 
have on Ramini Raman. We need HRT 
now, dispatch to-- 

 
MERRICK and MAZER FLY BY A SECRETRY, BURST INTO— 

 
CUT TO 

INT. EXECUTIVE OFFICE – FBI OFFICE DAY - CONTINUOUS 
 

Executive office, large mahogany double doors. Both MEN 
sputtering messes— 
 
EXT. STREET -  DAY 

 
Millie and Carrie seated in the car. Tactical gear on.  
Waiting.  
 
Overhearing Car to car radio traffic. 
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VOICE 1 (V.O.S.) 
5 minutes out. Cross road 
Perkins/Smith.  

 
VOICE 2 (V.O.S.) 

3 MINUTES OUT. Got Todd and Ken a 
block back. 

 
Millie looks at Carrie. Carrie looks up at a street sign 
and sees “Perkins Ave.” 
 

MILLIE 
Somethings going on?  

 
CARRIE 

Nearby too. 
  
VOICE 1 (V.O.S.) 

Who SITE lead?  
 

VOICE 3 (V.O.S.) 
ASAC said SA C. Brown.  

 
MILLIE 

That’s you?  
 

Carrie, realizes. Picks up the radio.  
 

CARRIE 
(To radio) 
Bravo 3, this is Agent C. Brown. 
What’s your 20? 

 
Millie’s phone rings, she answers, listens. Carrie’s phone 
rings but she’s on the radio. Millie turns to Carrie, 
jittery, strain in her eyes. 
 

MILLIE 
It’s the S-A-C. THIS TARGET 
(nodding towards the Falafel 
House) 
is mission critical. HRT is 
cleared for entry. Containment 
resources en route. You’re site 
lead.  

 
Carrie exhales deep, calms, an intense focus.  
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Inbound assets asking where to set up. Carrie spurts of a 
series of cross street, and fields of observation. Millie 
assists on calls.  
 

CARRIE 
Papa 2 and 3, let’s get ped 
traffic cut at adjacent 
intersections. Copy? 

 
INT. OFFICE – OFFICE FRONT – DAY 

 
Henchmen call Raman aside – Whisper to Raman, as they peer 
out the window. No cars, no people, NOTHING. Raman 
suspects.  

 
BEAT 

RAMAN 
Quickly. Send two men, NOW. THEY 
TAKE THE JEEP, drive towards the 
San Diego Airport, circle twice, 
then exit, head towards the 
border. Get them in hats, 
sunglasses. One must LIMP as he 
walks, other carries A CARDBOARD 
BOX. 

 
Henchmen stare in wonder and confusion. 
 

RAMAN 
Don’t think! Just DO IT. Run it if 
you have to. Now go! 

 
Henchmen scurry as Raman turns, walking to the storage 
room, where he sees Brooke and says— 

 
RAMAN 

This may be uncomfortable, but we 
will sit here until this is done. 

 
Brooke sitting idle, in pain. 
  

BROOKE 
It’s done. 

 
Raman’s burner phone rings. He looks at Brooke, then the 
computer screen, and answers. 

 



            117. 
 

RAMAN 
(On phone) 
Yes. It works? Fixed? You are 
sure? 
Good. Upload it. I know, I know. 
Only EAS servers.  
(Adds code phrase deadpan)  
I may be running late for dinner.  

 
Raman ends the phone call. Raman holds a piece of twine and 
a blindfold made from a T-shirt.  
 

RAMAN 
Otherwise. The great thing about 
this country is every day, entire 
households turn up dead, and its 
barely news.  

 
Raman casually waves the twine and blindfold. 

 
RAMAN 

This is just for OUR safety. Your 
friends will soon be here. 

 
Raman restrains her. She’s scared but doesn't resist.  
 
 
INT./EXT. STREET – DAY 

 
Millie and Carrie inside the car, continue managing the 
phones and radios. Feverous call activity. Millie looking 
through her window, seeing— 

 
TWO HENCHMEN EXITING. One Henchmen kneeling and changing 
the license plate. Another henchman carrying a banker’s 
box, slightly limping. 
  

CARRIE 
(On radio) 
All teams, movement. Two subjects. 

  
MILLIE 

(On phone) 
Are you seeing this? Is that our 
guy? 

 
RADIO 1 (V.O.S.) 
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Papa 1, Do we stop?  
 
CARRIE 

Stand by. 
 

Carrie looks at Millie. Waiting. The Henchmen enter the 
SUV, drive away.  

 
PAPA 1 (V.O.S.) 

DO WE STOP. 
 
CARRIE 

Negative, negative. You have eyes. 
Two units pivot to support rolling 
surveillance. 

 
PAPA 2 (V.O.S.) 

Which units? 
 
CARRIE 

Stand by. 
 
PAPA 1 (V.O.S.) 

Target passing. High speeds. We’re 
gonna need cover. 

 
CARRIE 

(To Millie) 
The girl is still inside. She’s 
our priority. 

 
Millie nods in agreement. 

 
CARRIE 

(On radio) 
Papa 2 and Zebra 1, stay here, on 
containment. HRT is moving in 
shortly. Other units support Papa-
1, switch to Alt Channel. 

 
Three dark sedans flying by Carrie’s car in the direction 
of the Henchmen SUV.  

 
INT. FALAFALE HOUSE – DAY 

 
Raman peers out the window. Two Henchmen stand nervously.  
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RAMAN 
(To the henchmen) 
Keep your eyes open. I’ll draw 
them away. You wait five minutes, 
then head out the back door. Get a 
taxi. Head to the Orange County 
Airport. Understood? 

 
HENCHMAN  

What about the girl? 
 
RAMAN 

Leave her. 
 

EXT. FALAFEL HOUSE – DAY 
 

Raman, who has taken henchman’s jacket and an old hat, 
exiting the Falafel shop, quickly entering the Econoline 
Van, and drives in the opposite direction as the SUV.  

 
INT. CAR – DAY 

 
Millie and Carrie see A FIGURE, Raman exits in haste. 

 
CARRIE 

He doesn’t have the girl. 
 
MILLIE 

She’s still inside.  
 
CARRIE 

We can follow him. We stay on the 
girl. 

 
RADIO 

HRT moving up in 30 seconds.  
 

Raman in the Econoline speed away.  
 
 

EXT. STREET – DERKSTANI FRONT – DAY 
 

We see from outside. HRT stacks, breaches, flash bangs, 
enters. Gunshots, automatic gunfire. Pause. Two henchmen 
shot dead. Millie and Carrie behind their car, guns out. 
Waiting.  
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PAPA 2 (V.O.S.) 
We got the girl. She’s safe. Bound 
and gagged, but ok. Two Zulus 
down.  

 
Millie and Carrie are elated. 
 
  
EXT. GATE – RUSSIAN CONSULATE – DAY 

 
White Econoline Van circles block downtown outside a large 
contract, ominous structure. Raman is driving, looking a 
mess. No parking.  
 
Raman slams his hand on the steering wheel. 
 

RAMAN 
Dam.  

 
Raman double parking the van in the street, jogs to a gated 
entrance, flashes a document at the guard as he passes a 
sign “Consulate of Russia.”  
 
Raman eyes the skies for drones or helicopters. 
 
Reyes enters Russian consulate. Reyes sits in the lobby 
among dozens of people. He hides. A secretary approaches.  
 

SECRETARY 
Sir, is there something you need 
help with? 

 
RAMAN 

(Acting unaware, in broken 
English) 
Ah. No. I may have questions. Ok 
to wait, here? 

 
SECRETARY 

Yes, sir. Of course. 
 

LATER 
 
Raman sits. 15 minutes pass. Raman closes his eyes.  
 

RAMAN 
What do do?  
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INT. GUARD BOOTH SECURITY CAMERAS – DAY 

 
Security Camera’s show consulate activity with Raman 
seated. The camera TURNS OFF.  
 
INT. WAITING ROOM – RUSSIAN CONSULATE -DAY 
 
An immense suited man approaches Raman.  

 
MAN 

Hello, your appointment is ready. 
Please, this way.  

 
RAMAN 

No. I think you are mistaken. I 
have no appointment. 

 
MAN 

No. Mr. Raman, I believe you do. 
 
Raman face washes with angst. 
 
Two more LARGE MEN approach him. 
 

 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY 

 
Hospital Room. Brooke in a bed, an IV on her arm. Head 
bandaged. Leg, elevated in a cast. Wiping away tears.  
 
Outside the glass doors are police, FBI, chattering. 
Through the glass, an unusually pale, suited man, with 
perfect hair, cutting through the crowd without a word, 
enters Brooke’s room. The man pauses briefly at the doorway 
but continues bedside. 

 
BROOKE 

I said no visitors.  
 
MAN 

(No emotional effort) 
That’s okay.  

 
BROOKE -WOOZY FROM PAINKILLERS – WHAT?  

 
MAN 
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(Creepy delivery) 
You’re a very lucky little girl. 

 
BROOKE 

I don’t feel like going over this. 
I mean my parents are dead. You 
found Cowells’ body.  

 
MAN 

You got lucky. You just don’t know 
how LUCKY.  

 
The man squats, then awkwardly pulls a chair close to the 
bed, and sit.  
 

MAN 
So tell me. About the Deepfake 
technology. 

 
BEAT  
 
BROOKE STARES THE CEILING IS DISBELIEF. 
 

MAN 
Where’s the root program? How did 
you learn about reframing to light 
wave ratio? Do you know anyone 
from the NSA?  

 
 

INT. OFFICE – RUSSIAN EMBASSY – DAY 
 

The Ambassador’s office. Ambassador, 60’s, on the DESK 
PHONE. A small group of suited men stand over. WE HEAR ONE 
SIDE OF THE CALL 
 

AMBASSADOR 
Yes, of course, suspicion of a 
capital crime, he has no Russian 
diplomatic status. He is, after 
all, from an entirely different 
country.  
(Pause) 
Yes, yes. Earlier.  
(Pause) 
Earlier, it was wrong, he did 
enter the consulate. You tracked 
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his phone here, but surely, you 
tracked it leaving? No? 
(Pause) 
In the ocean? Maybe he likes the 
beach?  
(Pause) 

 
A few men in the circle share a muted laugh, the Ambassador 
smiles.  

 
AMBASSAOR 

(Continues) 
But I promise you, our consul 
general WAS with him. He used 
another exit, no not that one.  
(Pause) 
I don’t know. Exactly. He needed 
to leave, something about a flight 
to catch, or lunch, somewhere 
across town.  
(Pause) 
Maybe. He mentioned his favorite 
sandwich? He mentioned a name, 
Oscar’s. Yes, Oscar’s I think. 
(Pause) 
What? I did not know. 

 
Ambassador - Snaps in air, mutes phone. 
 

AMBASSADOR 
(To circle) 
Idiots. The place closed three 
months ago. 

 
Ambassador takes phone off mute. 
 

AMBASSADOR 
The camera? For exit? Yes, 
unfortunately, due to maintenance, 
was down. I can assure you our 
people wishes to cooperate and 
assist in finding Mr. Raman, he 
was, as much a friend to us, as he 
was to your government.  

 
          CUT TO 
INT. DARK OFFICE - RUSSIAN CONSULATE – DAY - CONTINUOUS 
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There’s a bunch of TIRED MEN hurriedly putting a poor 
DISGUISE on a Raman IMPOSTER. 
  
A phone rings, a man answers. Men revert, quickly getting 
him out of the clothing. 
  

FADE OUT 
 


