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* Speech was given to man

to disguise his thoughts.”

— Charles M. de Talleyrand



FADE | N:
EXT. CARTER HOUSE, SILICON VALLEY, 1970'S, N GHT

The residential nei ghborhood seens |ike any other. Under the
full nmoon, the trees lining the street cast shadows t hat

oppose the |ight.

Through the front w ndow of the Carter household, a
television fills the living roomw th noving blue |ight.

I NT. LIVING ROOVM CARTER HOUSE, NI GHT
SUPERI MPCSE: “Frank, 7 years ol d”

A standup piano conpl enents an oriental chest in the corner.
A flowery couch and armchairs with huge zebra pill ows
surround the TV. Ared lava |lanp glows on the end table.

MARTHA CARTER, 30s, brunette, | ooks weary but content as she
sits on the couch, nending with needl e and thread.

FRANK CARTER, 7, cute and boyi shly handsone, lies on the
green carpet watching TV, chin propped up in his hands.

ON THE TV SCREEN

A pasty-looking H STORIAN with bad teeth, dressed in a green
sweater and ill-matching tie, stares into the canera.

H STORI AN

(English accent)
In 1898, in the first weeks of the
Spani sh American War, WIIliam
Randol ph Hearst was so keen to
sell newspapers, he printed lurid
descriptions of imaginary battles
—before American troops had even
| anded i n Cuba.

BACK TO LI VI NG ROOM

Mart ha shakes her head di sapprovingly, and | ooks at Frank.

MARTHA
Lies always lead to trouble. |
hope you' Il renenber that, Frank.
| never lie. God never lies. Your
father, well, that’'s another story.

Martha's eyes dart left and her |ips pout.



Pi pe snoke rises from behind the newspaper in a nearby arm
chair. GEORGE CARTER, Frank’s father, 30's with glasses and
short curly brown hair, clears his throat.

Ceorge | owers the newspaper, renoves the pipe fromhis
mout h, and | ooks at her icily.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - LATER

Frank sits on the couch watching TV, peering from behind a
zebra pillow he clutches in his |ap.

ON THE TV SCREEN - STAR TREK

In a cave, aliens with exposed brains peer at Captain Kirk
through a force field as he gestures urgently to a scantily
clad, primtive bl onde.

CAPTAI N Kl RK
W' ve got to escape!

BACK TGO LI VI NG ROOM
As Frank watches TV, his eyes grow wide and |ips trenble.

A hand clutches Frank’s shoul der; he screans and his face
spasns with fear.

Martha smles and caresses his hair with her hand.
MARTHA
It’s okay, honey. It’'s tinme for
bed.
He gl ances fearfully back at the TV set.

FRANK
Mom they can read your brain!

| NT. BEDROOM

A nightlight projects white stars onto the wall, plastered
Wi th posters for horror novies. Aterrariumfaces the bed.

Mart ha hol ds a book of fairy tales as she tucks Frank into
bed. In Superhero pajamas, he | ooks at her earnestly.

FRANK
Mom where do babi es come fronf
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Martha snmiles, sits on the bed, and tussles his hair.

MARTHA
Well, when a nman and a wonman are
truly in love, the stork brings

t hem a baby.
Frank’ s face distorts comcally with doubt.
EXT. FRONT YARD, CARTER HOUSE, SILICON VALLEY, DAY

Frank and 7-year-old freckled PENELOPE, plain in overalls
and bl onde pigtails, huddle on the |awn, at the edge of the
sidewal k. Flower terraces decorate the yard behind them
They |l ay side-by-side on their stomachs in the grass, heads
resting on crossed arns.

Frank | ooks at her, smrking.

FRANK
A stork, hah hah! Jeez, Penny, can
you believe that?!

PENEL OPE
(1'isping)
Humph! My nom said there’ s an
el ection, and the man hijackul at es
with a spoon ... Then he
i nsevenates an egg and ..

She scratches her head.
PENEL OPE
| guess he squeezes the egg up her
hoohoo.
Her face distorts comcally.
Frank | ooks at her incredul ously, laughs and rolls his eyes.
Penel ope sm rks.
FRANK
It’s like that story about the
Toot h Fairy!
Frank’s face tw sts quizzically then his eyebrows arch.
FRANK

Why do grown-ups |ie?
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They frown at each other and shake their heads darkly.
EXT. BACK YARD, DAY

An oak tree crowned with a plywood tree-house shades the
| awn.

In the garden, string stretches between corner stakes to
fence the sections, posted with seed packets picturing
carrots and tonatoes.

Anot her di agonal |ine of string quivers.

Penel ope holds a Dixie cup to her ear. String leads fromit
across the garden.

She | ooks dreami |y across the garden to where the string
connects to another paper cup that Frank holds to his ear.

She sm |l es and presses the cup to her nouth.
PENEL OPE

| promse I'll never lie to you
Franki e. Honest.

Frank nakes an ugly face as he steps on a snail, CRUNCH He
smles then frowms as he presses the cup to his nouth.
FRANK
Hel 1 0? This is agent X3. Can you

hear me?
| NT. HALLWAY, CARTER HOUSE, 1980's, NI GHT
SUPERI MPCSE:  “Frank, 15 years ol d”

Mul ticol ored pens pack a pocket protector in Frank’s shirt
pocket. Fifteen and pinpled, he leans into the tel ephone
al cove, and smles nervously into the rotary phone.

FRANK (V. Q)
Life is hard enough wi thout Iies.
And they really conplicate sone
things, |ike |earning about |ove.

FRANK (on phone)
So, Lisa —

Hi s voice cracks. He clears his throat and grips the phone
tightly.
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FRANK (on phone)
So, uh, would you like to go out
Sat urday ni ght ?

Frank’ s ear hugs the receiver, his eyes blink the seconds.
GRL"S VOCE (O S., on phone)
Oh, sorry, | can’t. | have to
wash ny hair that night.

Frank’ s face stretches down to his feet and his eyes shoot
| asers into the phone.

| NT. LIVING ROOM CARTER HOUSE, DAY

SUPERI MPCSE:  “Frank, 18 years ol d”

MARTHA, 40s, vigorously VACUUMS the carpet approaching the
couch. She pauses to dust the end table. She wears short
hair and a house dress, glasses and apron.

Frank, 18, with black square-framed gl asses and a faint
nmust ache, reads a nagazine on the couch. He lifts his |egs
and she vacuuns under neat h.

MARTHA
Thank you.

She gl ances out the picture window and across the street.
MARTHA
There’ s Penel ope. Looks like she
has an admrer.
Frank turns and | ooks out, suddenly alert.
FRANK SEES:
Across the street, PENELOPE, 18, l|ong-haired, tall and
awkward, wal ks with an athletic young man in a Varsity
j acket. She tal ks excitedly. He carries her books.

They smle and wal k along the sidewal k toward the front door
of her house.

BACK TO LI VI NG ROOM
Mart ha pushes the vacuum out of the room

Frank frowns and stares out the window. He junps up and
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sits in the armchair nearest to the window He stares out
and his face darkens with jeal ousy.

He shifts position to reach the side window. He opens it,
then sits with his ear pointed toward the w ndow.

Qut si de, Penel ope and the young man | augh.
EXT. DRI VEWAY, CARTER HOUSE, NI GHT

Frank dri bbl es a basketball and bounces it against the
house’s brick wall.

Penel ope skips into the street then checks herself and sl ows
to saunter over to himgracefully.

PENEL OPE
Hi , Frank.

Frank | ooks at her warmly, starts to smle, then frowns and
goes back to playing with the basketball.

She shuffles closer and puts her hands in her pockets.

PENEL OPE
VWhat’'s up?

FRANK
Sane- 0 sane-o.

She beans a smle at hi mand watches the basketball.

He dribbles with his back to her.

PENEL OPE
So ... thought about who you'll
ask to the Promyet?
He catches the ball, turns and | ooks at her sourly.
FRANK
The Pronf? Nah, |’mnot goin’. Not
ny scene.

He turns back to dribbling and bouncing off the brickwork.
FRANK

Was that the captain of the
football team| saw you with?
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He catches the ball and pauses.
PENEL OPE
Yeah, we’re doing a project
t oget her for Social Studies.
Penel ope wat ches Frank careful ly.

FRANK
Hhmmm

He bounces the ball off the brick wall and catches it.
FRANK
Maybe 1’11 invite one of the
cheerl eaders. They're all so hot!
Penel ope | ooks at himw th grow ng di sappoi nt nment.
He dribbl es the basketball between his |egs.

She turns to hide her face.

PENEL OPE
well ... | don't care!

She glares at himand a tear wells.

She runs across the street.

Frank stops dribbling and sadly watches her go.

She enters the front door of her house and SLAMS the door.

| NT. BAR, SILICON VALLEY, N GHT

SUPERI MPCSE:  “Frank, 21 years ol d”

Frank perches on a tall stool, eyes fixed on his date. He is
21, with blowdried styled | ocks and snoot h deneanor, wearing

a blue pin-striped suit, power tie, and wire-franme gl asses.

CI NDY, attractive, md-20s, wears a persistent smle as if
she can’t believe her |uck.

They sip cocktails at a small dark table. Behind them a

di sco ball sparkles and an upscal e crowd dances to poundi ng
DI SCO MUSI C
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Cl NDY
(Valley girlish)
Crui sing the Riviera sounds
totally rad, Bl ake!

She sucks Pina Colada noisily through a STRAW

Frank nods wsely, swirls and sniffs a brandy, and inserts
his hand vertically into his jacket pocket.

FRANK
(stilted English accent)
Keeps the grass from grow ng
beneath one’s feet, eh, what?

She giggles and eats himup with her eyes.
Frank sips fromhis brandy snifter.
Cl NDY
| would just die to see your

famly’ s castl e!

She | eans cl ose and sni | es.

FRANK
Such fond nenories ... swmming in
the noat, flying kites fromthe

ranparts.

From the bar, Penel ope, 21, perky with short bl onde hair and
cute figure, steps confidently toward them staring at Frank.

PENEL OPE
Frank?

She sm | es at Frank.

Frank | ooks at her and smles wth gleeful recognition. Then
fear spreads across his face.

PENEL OPE
It’s Penel ope ...

Penel ope grabs his armand smles warnly.
Frank | ooks at her nervously.

FRANK
Uh, hi
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PENEL OPE
How are you?

Frank | ooks wildly at Penel ope, then at C ndy, then back at
Penel ope.

FRANK
Uh, I'’m sure you nmean Bl ake, Bl ake
Rot hschild. Remnd ne, did we
nmeet in Monte Carl 0?
He extends his hand in an awkward offer of a handshake.
Penel ope | ooks qui zzically from Frank to C ndy, then back.

Penel ope steps up to the table and smles m schievously at
Frank. She turns to G ndy.

PENEL OPE
Actually, we first nmet on the
Ri vi er a. Italian, of course.

C ndy’ s eyes shoot daggers at Penel ope.
Penel ope | ooks sharply at Frank.
PENEL OPE
That’ s where our |ove child was
concei ved.
Penel ope’ s voice throbs dramatically.
Cndy is floored.
Frank is perspiring.
PENEL OPE
Bl ake, that’s why | tracked you down.
Qur child needs your bone marrow

C ndy CHOKES on her Pina Col ada.

PENEL OPE
It’s Leukem a, Bl ake. The
transplant is very painful, I'm
told, but it’s a matter of life

and deat h.

Penel ope gul ps and w pes her forehead.
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Frank bl i nks nervously.
Cindy’ s eyes roll.

Penel ope | ooks at G ndy dramatically, raises her eyebrows,
tilts her head, and | ooks up to the heavens.

FRANK
(to G ndy, | aughing)
She’s just kidding ...
C ndy | ooks at hi m soberly.
Cl NDY

[l just go powder ny nose while
you two sort this out.

She makes a thin smle, hops off her perch and heads away.

Penel ope | aughs and | ooks affectionately at Frank.

PENEL OPE
So, |I'"m hone for the sunmer!
She snmiles at him sideways.
PENEL OPE

G ad to see ne?
| NT. BEDROOM FRANK' S APT., SILICON VALLEY, 1990's, N GHT
SUPERI MPCSE:  “Frank, 25 years ol d”

Lanplight reflects in the mrror above a bl onde wood
dresser. The matching bed table holds a coaster, box of

Kl eenex and a bottle of nmassage oil. Playboy and Scientific
Arerican litter the floor. A pinup and a well-marked

cal endar decorate the wall.

Frank, 25, with short hair, sits on the unmade bed | ooking
unhappy and tal king on a touchtone tel ephone.

FRANK (on phone)

No! Cancer! Om gosh!... Treatnents
in Mexico? Kathy that’s terrible!
Ch. Yeah, thanks. 1'lIl mss you,

too. Well, good luck. Uh huh. Bye.

Frank hangs up, crosses his arnms and | ooks suspiciously at
t he phone.
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FRANK
Shit!

H s face shows heartfelt pain.

FRANK
|” m never gonna get any action!

He junps up, agitated, and paces over to a terrarium taps
on the glass and peers in, slowy searching.

FRANK
VWen will I find love, HIllary?
Hllary?

Inside the terrarium a pet chaneleon FLICKS its tongue and
stares back, but Frank doesn’'t see it.

Frank pulls up a chair to sit at his desk and turns to his
Appl e personal conputer. He taps sone keys, triggers a dial
tone then the ululation of MODEM DI ALI NG

He stares into the conputer screen and taps nore keys on the
keyboar d.

He | ooks reflectively at the conputer then nods w sely.

FRANK
Machi nes never i e.

Frank pats the keyboard as he watches the brightening
conput er screen.

On-screen, the word “Downl oadi ng” blinks as a picture
sketches colorfully into full detail line-by-line —the
alluring smle ... of a buxomnodel in a red bikini.

EXT. FRONT STAI RWAY, U.S. EMBASSY, LONDON, ENGLAND, NI GHT
SUPERI MPOSE:
“ PRESENT DAY
U. S. Enbassy
London”

Two white-hel meted UNI FORMED MARI NES present arnms in front
of a col onnaded entryway, surrounded by w ought iron fencing.

A line of couples in formal dress, armin-arm snakes inside.
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| NT. OFFI CE, AMBASSADOR S RESI DENTI AL SUI TE, NI GHT
In the dark, ballroom DANCE MJSI C echoes from downstairs.

TICK ... TICK ... Latex-gloved fingers delicately twirl the
conbi nation | ock on the door of a four-legged iron safe.

Each TICK registers graphically on the blue-lit, handheld
di spl ay, connected by a black wire to the face of the vault.

Li ght reveals a fem nine brow and intelligent eyes that
flick between the conputer display and conbi nation | ock.

Her skin glows — revealed by a skin-tight, deeply cut,
little black dress — as she kneels in front of the vault,
concentrating on the display.

The taught curves of her figure tense with concentration.

Her fingers turn the knob of the conmbination | ock. TICK

Red lights blink on the conputer display; the graph spikes
and glows brightly.

Curvaceous biceps turn the handl e and nuscl e open the vault
door as red |lips and sparkling teeth GRUNT.

FEDERI CA, 30s, tall and gorgeous with short red hair, beans
as she crouches in front of the yawning safe and leans in to
survey the sparkling contents of the safe:

Shel ves of jewelry and stacks of docunments and currency.

Her hands quickly grab at the nearest docunent and her
fingers riffle paper to check the title page.

ON THE PAGE
NAT. O - TOP SECRET
BACK TO SCENE

She smles and helps herself to a ring and two bracel ets. She
hastily stuffs small bundl es of cash into her shawl ’s |i ning.

She admres a di anond neckl ace, then fastens it to her neck.

She hefts a block of $100 bills but frowns and tosses it back.
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FEDERI CA
(wistfully)
Too big.
She gl ances quickly at the watch on her wrist.

She lifts a fist-sized shiny nmetal box fromthe floor and
places it level into the mddle of the safe’s | owest shelf.

She tosses in her handhel d conputer, then strips off her

| atex gl oves — revealing exotically-decorated fingernails —
and tosses themin.

She reaches in and activates the shiny netal box.

The netal box BEEPS and a tiny green LED blinks on.

she el bows the vault door closed and |latches it, then spins
t he conbi nation | ock.

She turns and rises swiftly, takes a last | ook at the |arge
bl ack vault, crosses the room and hi des behi nd a credenza.

She fingers a small black renote control. A green |ight
glows on its face. She presses the button as she hugs the
wall and | owers her head, facing away fromthe safe.

VWOOWP! SOUNDS OF BURNI NG HI SSI NG cone frominside the safe.
The top of the vault begins to snoke and gl ow dul |l red.

Federica stands and | ooks at the safe with a grimsmle. She
tosses the renote control onto the top of the safe. It SIZZLES,
bubbl es and scorches into snoke, |eaving only a bl ack snear.
She runs to listen at the door, surveys the roomwth a

smle, then slips the shawl over her bare shoul ders. She

qui etly opens the door and backs out into the corridor.

| NT. EMBASSY CORRI DOR, NI GHT

Federica turns to see a MARINE GUARD wal k into the corridor.
She | ooks back into the room seductively and | aughs.

FEDERI CA
Ckay, Tiger.

She backs into the hall and gives a sexy wink and smle.

She cl oses the door and turns to saunter down the corridor.
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She smles at the Marine Guard wal ki ng toward her.
The Marine Guard frowns at her, then smles.

MARI NE GUARD
You aren’t all owed here ma’ am

He points her way out.

She | ooks at himand smles sexily as she rounds the corner.
I NT. END OF CORRI DOR, NI GHT

Federica skids up to the window at the end of the hall.

She throws the w ndow open then | eans out with both arns.

A hand brake hangs on a rope outside the w ndow.

She grips the hand brake with both hands and | eaps into the
dar kness.

The ROPE SI ZZLES and her bl ack dress shines as she glides
downward to | and gracefully in the garden

Federica steps over a |ow garden fence and adjusts her dress.

On the brick wal kway, just beyond a hedge, THREE MARI NE
GUARDS ai m Pl STOLS at her.

MARI NE GUARD
Don’t nove!

Sur prise bl anches Federica s face. Her eyes dart.
FEDERI CA
(Ameri can accent)
kay boys, let’s take it easy.
Two German shepherd guard dogs strain at |eash toward her.

She gestures appeasingly with open hands.

MARI NE GUARD

Hands up!

FEDERI CA
In this dress that could cost ne
my dignity!
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The Three Marine Guards aimtheir pistols carefully.
Federica raises her hands and the shawl THUMPS to the ground.
| NT. SECURI TY DESK, Cl A HEADQUARTERS, LANGLEY, VA, DAY
SUPERI MPCSE: “Deep Basenent - Cl A Headquarters”

Four men in suits stride toward a guard post at the end of a
| ong concrete tunnel lined with fluorescent tubes.

SENATOR JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER, 65, wal ks quickly, confidently,
trailed by his entourage. He is white-haired, expensively-
suited. @ asses sharpen his severe |ook. A security ID
card jerks wildly around his neck with each step.

The CI A PRESS COORDI NATOR, a harried young man, desperate to
pl ease, keeps pace, smling and tal king fast.

PRESS COCRDI NATOR
How are you today, Senator?

The Senator | ooks like he’'s amused at the question.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
I’mfine, just fine.

PRESS COORDI NATOR
We’'ve arranged a facilities tour
for you, Sir, ending with a | ook
at our | atest success, Project
Di ogenes.

TWO MALE Al DES, 20s, chase after the Senator, burdened with
rai ncoats, briefcases and | aptops.

At the security barricade, two white-hel neted UNI FORMED
MARI NES toe a bl ack/yellow striped |line on the floor. They
slip their hands over their hol stered sidearns.

The Senator’s voice boons as he stops sharply at the checkpoint.
SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
No thank you! Straight to the
machi ne, ny man!

The MARI NE | N CHARGE exam nes the Senator’s security ID and
barks into a tel ephone.
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MARI NE | N CHARCE (on phone)
Senat or Rockefeller has arrived.

A 2ND MARI NE, stern-faced, gestures crisply with a white-
gl oved hand at the entourage.

2ND MARI NE
Pl ease step back if you do not
have cl earance to enter

The entourage steps back behind the yell ow bl ack striped zone.
2ND MARI NE waves the Senator in as if directing auto traffic.
The Press Coordi nator sputters and toes the yell ow bl ack |i ne.

PRESS COCRDI NATOR
But you' re scheduled with the
Director at noon ...

The Senator waves himoff and steps through a netal detector.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
['ll be there ...

The CI A PRQJECT MANACER opens the door and steps out to the
security desk. He wears a pocket protector, pager on his belt,
rolled up sleeves, and a security ID clipped to his shirt.

PROJIECT MANAGER
(to the Marine in Charge)
"1

kay, | take himfrom here.

The two Marines glance and nod at him

The Senator extends his right hand to the Project Manager
and t hey shake hands.

PRQIECT MANAGER
Senator, |I'’mthe Di ogenes Project
Manager. We weren't expecting you
for another coupl e hours.

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM
The Project Manager guides the Senator into the small room
PRQIECT MANAGER

Careful. Watch your head. Pl ease
don’t touch anything —very fragile.
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He takes the Senator’s el bows and backs himinto a small seat.

The Senator, Project Manager, and a young, eager-eyed
TECHNI Cl AN weari ng headphones fill the cranped space.

The Senator’s eyes bob around the small room

Dials and knobs line the walls along with conputer displays
and keyboards. An oscilloscope uncoils a sine wave endl essly
on a green grid screen. The room HUVS.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
This all |ooks very high tech. So
where is the actual machi ne?

The Project Manager chuckl es.

PROQIECT MANAGER
You're sitting init. This
prot ot ype has very short range, so
we actually have to bring the
subject inside it.

He gestures toward a w ndow which takes up half the wall.

PRQIECT MANAGER
That’s the I ntervi ew Room

The Senator attentively shifts to | ook.

Through the glass wi ndow, a netal table and two fol ding
chairs sit in the mddle of a small drab conference room

PROQIECT MANAGER
The attenuation coils take up the
two floors bel ow. Now that we' ve
proved our concept, our next step
is to mniaturize.

The Senator scoffs.
SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
Proved your concept! Hah! | have
to see it to believe it.
The Project Manager picks up a phone.

PRQIECT MANACER (on phone)
Bring in the subject.

He turns to the Techni ci an and nods.
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PRQIECT MANAGER
Start ‘er up.

The Project Manager |ooks at the Senator and grins.

PROJIECT MANAGER
| think the oversight commttee
will find their noney well -spent.

The Senator | ooks at him skeptically.
The roomis HUMincreases in pitch and vol une.
| NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM

One wall is mrror, the others glass. A fluorescent tube
flickers and BUZZES.

The door opens and two Marine guards slowy wal k a prisoner
into the room holding her above the el bows and at the wists.

Federica linps into the room blindfol ded and hobbled. She is
handcuffed, wearing an orange junp suit, hair in disarray.

A MARI NE GUARD outside, white-helneted with sidearm cl oses
t he door behind them

A TALL MARI NE stands Federica in front of the table then
pushes the chair into the back of her knees.

TALL MARI NE
Sit.
Federica sits and places her hands on top of the table. The
two Marines handcuff her to bolts in the table, take off her
blindfold, and exit.

Federica squints with msery and rolls her eyes as she | ooks
at herself in the mrror.

FEDERI CA
Oh, shit.

The | NTERVI EMER, 40s, opens the door and steps in. He is
qui ck-eyed, acne-scarred, with cl ose-cropped salt-and-pepper
hair, civilian clothes, and mlitary posture.

He smles at Federica and stares at her from across the table.
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| NTERVI EVEER
You cl eanup nice, Federica. And
you | ook good in orange!

Federica watches himinpassively, assessing.
The Interviewer reaches into his pocket

Federica's eyes snap to follow the Interviewer's hands —
her forehead creases; she cringes.

The I nterviewer notes Federica' s fear.

| NTERVI EVEER
Rel ax. No nore rough stuff now
that you' re back in the states.

The Interviewer plops a PACK OF Cl GARETTES down on the table.

| NTERVI EV\ER
Snoke?

Federica | ooks at himinquisitively.
| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM

The Senator, Project Manager, and Technician watch Federica
and the Interviewer through the two-way mrrored wall.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
Now just a mnute! That’s a woman!

The Project Manager hands the Senator a pair of headphones.

PRQIECT MANAGER
Yes, specially chosen, Senator.

The Senator puts them on and watches the Project Manager.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
It’s political suicide if we get
caught torturing a wonan

PRQIECT MANAGER
Have no fear, sir. It’s not
torture; it’'s safe and humane. |
chose a woman to enphasi ze t hat
this is noninvasive and painl ess.

The Senator sml es.
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SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
Marvel ous. Do proceed!

The Senator cups the headphones in both hands.

The Technician turns a knob on a wall-nounted control box,
usi ng one hand to hold the headphones to his ear.

A conputer screen shows a top view of the Interview Room
Cross hairs nove across the video i mage of a sil houetted head.

A FUZZY VOCE like a distant radio station pipes faintly
t hrough the headphones on the Technician’s head.

The screen shows a back view of the Interview Room Cross
hairs float across the screen and center on the head.

The oscill oscope’s green graph spikes; red indicators blink.
On screen, the cross hairs aimat Federica' s left tenple.
A wave of STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS ri ses and fades.
FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
(Austral ian accent)
Ci garettes!
Bot h the Technician’s hands spring to press his headphones
to his ears. He adjusts a knob on his desk consol e and
wites in a notebook.
SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
What did she say?
(to the Techni ci an)
Can you boost ny vol une, sonny?
The Senator gl ances at the Technician’ s notes.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
You nean to tell me ... !

An erratic green |ine squiggles across a conputer nonitor.
Through the glass, the Interviewer stares at Federica.

| NTERVI EVEER
Keep the pack ... Look.

The Interviewer |eans close and whi spers.
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| NTERVI EVEER
This is your |last chance to talk.

| NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM
Federica' s |lips pucker as she watches herself in the mrror.
The Interviewer pulls up a chair, straddles it and | eans in.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Your breath is torture.

| NTERVI EVVER
Who are you working for?

Federica' s eyes narrow as she | ooks at the Interviewer.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Bl oody fool. I'lIl tell you ..

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM
A green line draws a nmountain across the conputer screen.
FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
when | have a knife up your
ass.

The Technici an chuckl es as he listens on the headphones and
wat ches through the glass. He jots into his notebook.

The oscil |l oscope dances; nunbers blink in red.

The Senator waves his arns, incredul ous.

FEDERI CA
You can't make nme tal k. Not even
your breath will nmake ne talk.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
He’d kill me and everyone |’ ve
ever known.

The Technician | eans forward, hands pressing headphones to
his ears.

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM

The Interviewer |eafs through a folder in his hands.
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| NTERVI EVEER

| know we've already tried a |ot

of int

eresting ways to nmake you

talk ...

Federica's face har

dens.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)

Ooh ..

The Interviewer |ooks her in the eyes, |ong and hard.

But |
opport

| NTERVI EVVER
want to give you one nore
unity before you drive us to

our last resort.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)

Not nor e!

Federica's face is

i nscrut abl e.

FEDERI CA

VWhat's next?

The Interviewer glares at Federica and | eans in close.

| NTERVI EVEER

VWhat’'s his nane?

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM

The Senator, Project Manager, and Technician watch raptly.

Through the gl ass,

in the Interview Room Federica stares at

the mrror, unflinching.

You’ | |

VWher e

" m st

The Senator i ntensi
wide ‘O.

Federi ca shakes her

LiesAbout Love

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
never make nme say it.

| NTERVI EVEER
is he now?

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
ronger than you, weakling.

fies his interest. H's nouth opens in a

head No.
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| NTERVI EVEER
VWhat were you after in the Enbassy?

I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM

FEDERI CA
Il won’t talk without ny | awer
present .
| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM
FEDERI CA
You' |l get nothin outa ne.

The Technician concentrates and |istens on his headphones.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
... hever betray Peter Mieller.
| ove him
The Technician wites quickly on a notepad and sm | es happily.

TECHNI Cl AN
Got it!

The Senator claps his hands and shouts with joy.
| NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM

TWO KNOCKS on the glass pronpt the Interviewer to | ook at the
mrror. He smles at Federica, then hastily | eaves the room

In the mrror, Federica' s eyebrows pinch together,
per pl exed, as her eyes follow the Interviewer’s exit.

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM

The Interviewer pokes his head into the crowded room The
Techni ci an takes off his headphones and turns to smle at
hi m and give a thunbs up.

TECHNI Cl AN
Beauti f ul !

Senat or Rockefeller claps his hands and stands up | aughi ng.
He stubs his toe and falls onto his butt.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
owl

LiesAbout Love Copyright © 2011 by Kendall Callas Kendall@microCounsel.com 23



24
I NT. | NTERVI EW ROOM

The Tall Marine stands at attention just inside the door.
Federica watches in the mrror as the Interviewer re-enters.

| NTERVI EV\ER
This interview is over. Got what
we wanted. Thanks.

The Interviewer smles at Federica, pulls a cylinder from
hi s pocket, opens his nouth wi de, then uses a breath spray.
Federica stares at him unbelieving.

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM

Sm | es decorate the faces of the Senator, Project Mnager,
Technician, and Interviewer; all |augh and shake hands.

SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
I ncredi bl e! Your funding is
assured. Just incredible ... Wat
happens next ?

Senat or Rockefeller’s smle fades as he rubs his bruised butt.
PRQIECT MANAGER
Shrink it, so we can hide it and
make it portable.
The Senator |ooks at himguiltily.
SENATOR ROCKEFELLER
And what happens to this guy Peter
Muel | er ?
EXT. ARLI NGTON NATI ONAL CEMETERY, VA, DAY

Green grassy | awns, scul ptured hedges and funerary statues
flank the w de asphalt path.

Federica wal ks determ nedly toward t he nonunment ahead, the
hub of several paths that slice the graveyard geonetrically.

A GARDENER approaches slowy in a GOLF CART and smles at
her. In the cart’s bed, a black garbage bag tops a pile of
| eaves and a rake sticks out.

Federica hugs the side as the Gardener drives by.
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Once past her, the GOLF CART RACES AVWAY.

EXT. MARBLE PLAZA, ARLI NGTON NATI ONAL CEMETERY
Federica wal ks in and sits on a marbl e bench.
The marbl e Tonb of the Unknown Sol dier rises inpressively.

A woman on a far bench takes notice. Voluptuous with big
hai r, she nonchal antly stands and strolls over.

She admires the view while turning in a full circle in front
of Federica, then sits beside her on the bench.

Federica | ooks at her with suspicion.
The woman gl ances at Federica coquettishly, then speaks.
NUVBER 3
(gruff male Germanic voice)
Ya got no idea it’s nme, do ya?

Federica | ooks at “her” in shock.

FEDERI CA
Nunber Three?

Federica guffaws and | ooks at her in awe.
Nunber 3 smles show ng yell ow teeth.

NUMBER 3
Yah. How do | | o0o0k?

Federica | aughs and sm | es.

FEDERI CA
| ncr edi bl e!

NUVBER 3
Alnt it a laugh?

“She” swi ngs her bosom si de-t o-si de.
FEDERI CA
Five years |I’ve known you? This is
your best disgui se.

Nunber 3 fluffs ‘her’ skirt.
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NUMBER 3
My finest work! Since they grabbed
you, we decided a little nore
effort in security would be w se.

‘She’ 1 ooks around conspiratorially.

NUMBER 3
They killed Mieller.

Federica | ooks at ‘her’, shocked.

FEDERI CA
Damm!

Federica | ooks down sadly, then grabs Nunmber 3's arm and
gl ares passionately at ‘her’.

FEDERI CA
| didn't tal k!

NUVBER 3
No one doubts you, Fed.

Nunber 3 | ooks around carefully and slips a package from
“her’ purse onto the bench between them

NUMBER 3
Here's a new passport. Your
instructions are to skip bail;
| eave the country. Di sappear.
We're shutting down for a while.

Federica pockets the package and | ooks di sappoi nt ed.

FEDERI CA
| understand. There’'s sonething |
need to do first. Were s ny
nmoney?

NUMBER 3
| brought your share. It’s quite a
brick of cash; too big to fit in
this cute little purse.

Nunmber 3 smles pertly and points at a nearby marbl e garbage
recept acl e.

NUMVBER 3
It’s in the garbage bag.
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Nunber 3 stands, wobbles on ‘her’ high heels. One heel
breaks off the shoe; she sits back down hard onto the bench.

NUVBER 3
Shei ssel!

‘She’ smirks at Federica and sm | es.

NUMVBER 3
Oh, that wasn't very | ady-1iKke.
You know, | was afraid the
pant yhose would pinch ... but it’s
much nore confortable than
thought ... | feel ... free!

Nunber 3 takes off ‘her’ shoes and prances on the marble.

Federica stands and wal ks over to the garbage receptacle and
pul I s out a bl ack garbage bag.

It’s enpty.
She | ooks quickly into the container, then | ooks at Nunber 3.

FEDERI CA
Three! Where’'s the noney!

Nunber 3 pads over, |ooks panicky into the garbage bag, then
into the marbl e receptacle.

Nunber 3 | ooks desperately at Federica, then darts * her
eyes suspi ciously back down the path.

NUMBER 3
The gardener!

Nunber 3 throws down ‘her’ shoes and races off down the path
MONTAGE: SHRI NKI NG Cl RCUI T BOARD SCHEMATI CS

* Blue and white line diagranms fold and shrink

e Thin paths of gold weave between resisters and capacitors
* A wave of copper lines stretches across a circuit board

 Shapely drops of silver solder dot green silicon at
precise intervals

EXT. HOTEL SAN CARLGCS, CANCUN, MEXI CO, NI GHT - A WEEK LATER
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SUPERI MPOSE:  “ ONE WEEK LATER’

Bel ow the red-tiled roof, overlooking the bal cony, a palm
tree CREAKS in the noonlight. Beyond, the SURF CRASHES
agai nst the white sand beach, never m ssing a beat.

| NT. BATHROOM HOTEL ROOM NI GHT

KIM cute, late 30s, wears a frilly red bra and a bath towel
around a small, curvaceous figure. Her skin glows in the soft
light. Black curls with red highlights encircle a pretty face
wi th sharp eyes. She applies mascara, staring in the mrror.

FRANK (V. Q)
Eventually, | saw how conmon |ies
are. Wite lies, |ies of
om ssion, lies to avoid conflict.

Sone |lies are even big business,
i ke cosnetics ..

| NT. BEDROOM HOTEL ROOM

SUPERI MPOSE:  “ Frank now’

The purple drapes over the sliding glass doors swell in the

tropical breeze. Atall white candle on the bed table |ights
a pair of half-unpacked suitcases spread over the furniture.
FRANK sits up in bed to reveal pink nipples and curly chest

hair. M d-40s, al nost handsone, clean-shaven, pot belly in-

t he- maki ng, he has a full head of neatly-conbed hair.

In the bathroom an O S. BLOW DRYER st ops.

Frank | ooks inpatiently at the bathroom door.

FRANK
Babe, you gonna be much | onger?

Li ght seeps under the bat hroom door and a shadow noves.
KIM (O 'S.)
(si ngsong)
Just another mnute, sweetie.

From above, the bed sheet | ooks |ike a 3-1egged plateau, a
triangle stretched taught between Frank’s feet and his penis.

SERI ES OF SHOTS: KIM TOUCHES UP | N THE BATHROOM #1
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 Kimgargles a colorful liquid over the sink.
» She applies deodorant to her underarns.
| NT. BEDROOM

Frank sulkily kicks his feet up under the sheet and reaches
to pick up the renote control fromthe bed table.

The TV flashes to life.
ON THE TV SCREEN
Former President Richard N xon soberly addresses the nation.

Rl CHARD NI XON
| am not a crook.

The SOUND CUTS off and “MJTE’ appears on the TV screen.
SERI ES OF SHOTS: KIM TOUCHES UP | N THE BATHROOM #2
e Inthe mrror, lipstick shines on the curves of her |ips.
e An atom zer spritzes her neck with perfune.
| NT. BEDROOM
The white candl e on the bed table has burned an inch shorter.
Light fromthe nuted TV canoufl ages the roomin noving shadows.
The bat hroom door bursts open brightly. Kimsmles and
strides seductively into the dark bedroom wearing a sexy red

sequined mniskirt and a tight, skinpy top.

KI M
Ta- dal

She does a sexy stripper dance straight into the room spot-
lighted by the bathroomlight, and TAPS THE TV OFF.

Frank and the bed are plunged into darkness.

She steps toward the bed and sings a breathy, sexy tune. She
strips off her top to reveal her racy red bra. Wth anot her
step, she renoves her skirt, black G string underneath

She strides up to the bed with a seductive w ggle, poses
with a flourish, and smles at Frank.
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Frank SNORES softly in bed, head propped up on a pillow.

Kims smle deflates. She approaches the bed, sits down
gently next to Frank. She smles at him caresses his hair.

KIM

(si ngsong)
Fr ank.

He continues to SNORE, so she nudges him
| npatient, she stands up then drops jarringly onto the bed.

KIM
Fr ank!

Frank stops snoring and wakes with a start.

FRANK
Sorry, hun, nusta fallen asleep.

She pouts, looking irritated.

KIM
Ki nda spoiled ny entrance.

30

He puts on his GLASSES fromthe night stand and smles as he

| ooks her up and down with |usty appreciation.
She smles and wiggles in red bra and black G string.

FRANK
Honey, you | ook gorgeous!

Ki m beans at hi m

KIM
| wanted to | ook special for you.

She | ooks di sappointedly around the room and cocks her head.

Kl M
| was hoping you m ght have a
little gift for ne. You know, I|ike

sonmething in a tiny jewelry box.

She touches his chest.
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KIM
Since it’s our last night in Cancun
and we’ ve had such a lovely tine...
Frank | ooks downcast.
FRANK
Sorry sweetie, | should ve thought
ahead.
He snuggl es up and ki sses her.
She squirnms away and speaks carefully.
KIM
We should tal k, Frank. Like | said
about maki ng deci si ons.
He pulls her closer and begins to kiss and caress her.
KIM
| need to feel our relationship is
progr essi ng.
Frank speaks closely into her ear.

FRANK
Darling, I'll love you forever.

Kimsmles, |ooks at himand holds her breath in anticipation.
Frank | ooks dream |y into her eyes.

FRANK
| just need nore tine ..

She shifts onto her side and faces away from him

Kl M
Then |’ ve got a headache.

Frank’ s face transfornms with di sappoi nt nment.

She grabs the renpte off the bed table, turns on the TV and
pulls the bedding tightly around her body.

ON THE TV SCREEN

Forner President Bill Cinton frowns at the camera.
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Bl LL CLI NTON
| did not have sex with that
woman, M ss Lew nsky.

I NT. FRANK' S OFFI CE, M CROTEK, SILICON VALLEY, DAY

Qutside the office window, the large roomis a stacked
|attice of glassed-in offices. Mddern, brightly lit, uber
office gray and black furniture, with a conputer workstation
at every desk. An inflatable KING KONG towers m d-room

Behind the glass wall of Frank's side office, the RI NG of
phones and CLACK of keystrokes is hushed.

Large col or photos of integrated circuits decorate Frank’'s
office wall above a mounted cut-in-half hard disk

JONAH, 30s, dark-skinned with dreadl ocks, smles and knocks
on the wi ndow of Frank's office.

Frank | ooks up fromhis desk and cheerfully waves Jonah to
enter. Frank is sunburned, wearing a short-sleeved dress
shirt and tie. In his shirt pocket, a pocket protector holds
4 pens and a nechani cal pencil.

Jonah, enters and smles at Frank. They shake hands warmy.
JONAH

Wel conme back, man! You're | ooking
t anned! How was the vacation?

Frank picks up an orange BOITTLE OF SUNBLOCK from his desk
and playfully sprays it toward Jonah.

FRANK
That’s the snell of paradise.

Frank | aughs.
FRANK
Cancun was beautiful! W spent a
ot of tinme on the beach.

On the desk, next to a nuscular w nd-up toy nouse, Frank turns
around a photo in a heavy netal frame so Jonah can see it.

| NSERT: photo of Kimin a red bikini on a white-sand beach.

Jonah | ooks closely, smles and blushes then | ooks at Frank.
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JONAH
Kimis hot in a bathing suit!

Frank | eers.

FRANK
Yeah, we spent a lot of tine in
the room too.

Jonah smles nervously and takes a seat on the couch.
Frank edges out of his chair and smles broadly at Jonah.

FRANK
But, it's good to get back in
action. | cane in early to catch
up and ...

He funbles on his desk to find a file folder with a red band.

FRANK
| was pretty surprised by this.

Frank plops it on the desk in front of Jonah. The fol der
bears bold red lettering: 'Level 5 Secret'.

Jonah picks it up and | ooks at the cover: "Project D ogenes".

FRANK
Read it. It's background on
Proj ect Di ogenes.

JONAH
Ch, no, man, I'monly cleared to
| evel 4.

Jonah hands the folder back to Frank, unopened.

JONAH
Schematics canme in while you were
gone. Super notherboard — never
seen anything like it. Jimsaid
scal e-down was a bitch. My group
assenbled it, did phase one
circuit tests — a lot of new stuff.

Jonah | eans cl ose, | ooks conspiratorial.
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Jonah stares

JONAH
Looks like it's supposed to fit in
your ear, like a hearing aid!

at Frank and rai ses his eyebrows.

Frank | ooks qui zzi cal .

JONAH
Had to wait for you to get back to
finish final testing and sign off.
Jiminsisted on waiting for you.

Jonah | ooks expectantly at Frank.

FRANK

|’ve only skimred it, but it |ooks
like a mainfrane smaller than the
head of a pin! Measures el ectro-
magnetic activity in the prefrontal
cortex. Calibrates to the frequency
of pre-vocalized speech. | think

it can tune-in to pickup ... thoughts!

They stare at each other and | augh. Frank | ooks amazed.

Jonah nods.

Frank starts

FRANK
| ncr edi bl e!

JONAH
No way!

FRANK

Rem nds ne of that renote-contro
tank we did | ast year. Renenber?

JONAH
W mniaturized the circuitry into
a helnmet that allowed themto
drive it by thought-control. Never
qui te worked.

to | augh.
FRANK

Tank kept firing its cannon when
they ordered it to turn left!
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They both bust up | aughi ng.
Frank tosses the file onto his desk dism ssively.
I NT. FRANK' S OFFI CE, NI GHT

Most of the offices are dark, except for the blue gl ow of
conmput er nonitors.

Bl ueprints and schematic draw ngs cover Frank’ s desk. He
stares at his conputer nonitor, typing at the keyboard one-
handed.

In Frank’s other hand, he holds a snall object between thunb
and forefinger. H's desk light is bent to illumnate it
along with a magni fying panel on a frane.

Frank turns to scrutinize the THOUGHT TRANSLATOR

It looks |like a hearing aid — a bul bous, flesh-toned nugget.
A cl oser | ook reveals, on one side, golden ribbons of wre,
the beauty of integrated circuits, and a pul sing bl ue energy.

Frank’s face frowns in disbelief. He shakes his head No.

Frank | ooks at the conputer screen, a finger on the Enter
key. He | ooks back at the device and taps the Enter key.

Onits side, atiny light blinks red, green, blue, then dins.

FRANK
Bi ngo.

He uses forefingers and thunbs to delicately SNAP an opaque
fl esh-col ored sheath over the Thought Transl ator’s i nnards.
Now it |l ooks |ike an ordinary hearing aid.

Joy glows on his face as he carefully sets the Thought
Transl ator down on his desk and stares at it.

He minutely repositions the franed photo of Kimthen | eans
back contenplatively in his chair and stares at the ceiling.
TAP- TAP- TAP sounds on his glass door

Frank jolts upright and | ooks toward his door anxiously.
JI M opens the door and leans in. He smles but |ooks tired.

He’'s 60s, white-haired, with stress lines carved deeply in
his forehead. He carries a briefcase and wears suit and tie.
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JIM
Frank, you’'re back!

FRANK
Hey, Jim TG F!' Thought |I’'d ease
in and tackle the pile on ny desk
t oday.

JIM
|” m gonna check e-mail then head
hone. You should too. Don’t Kkill
yourself on your first day back!

FRANK
Thanks, boss. Just running di ags
on this Di ogenes project.

JIM
Geat! Let’s talk about that first
t hi ng next week. They’ve been
clanoring to get it rel eased. Mke
sure it’s locked in secure storage
over the weekend. Have a nice
| ndependence Day!

Ji m backs out and heads into his much | arger corner office
next door to Frank’s.

Frank puts away the magnifying panel, straightens his desk
| anp, and gl ances at the Thought Transl ator.

He | ooks at the picture of Kimand presses his |ips together.
Frank types on the keyboard and | ooks into the nonitor.
FRANK
(readi ng)

Aimcarefully ... two neter range.

A smile creeps onto Frank’s face. He pulls his chair up to
his desk and takes the Thought Translator in his fingers.

He holds the device up to the Iight and marvels at it.

He presses his fingernail into a stud on the end. Atiny
I ight makes a 3-tone CH RP and blinks red, green, blue.

Hs smle flattens as he gently nests the Thought Transl ator
into his left ear. It fits snugly, alnost invisible.
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Frank noves his head to see out his w ndow.
He sees an enpty corridor.
He frowns and gl ances si deways.

Slowy, Frank rotates in his chair 180° to | ook through the
gl ass paneling and blinds into Jims office next door.

Frank holds his hands at the sides of his head |ike
blinders, aimng carefully at Jim s head.

As the Thought Translator hones in, STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS
subside in Frank’s ear to reveal Jinis voice.

JIMS THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Ckay. Batman twelve. B-A-T-MA-N
one-t wo.
Sur prise prods Frank’s eyebrows up.

Through the blinds, in his office, Jimsits at his desk hand
poi sed on the keyboard.

Frank qui ckly wheels his chair back around to face his desk.

Frank | ooks around guiltily. He plucks the Thought
Transl ator out of his ear.

Frank presses the stud. The Thought Transl ator answers wth

a 1-tone CH RP and goes dark. He carefully places the Thought
Translator into a small custom shaped case and SNAPS it cl osed.
Frank | ooks up, pale, awed, and stares into space.

EXT. M CROTEK PARKI NG LOT, SILICON VALLEY, N GHT

Red letters spell out “M CROTEK’ atop the nodern yell ow
three-story building in background. Freeway, a small | ake,

and shiny netallic-colored buildings surround it.

I nside a blue Toyota Prius, Frank fastens his seat belt and
sm | es.

He renoves the Thought Translator fromhis ear, pulls its
bl ack case from his pocket and puts it away.

He smles and bites his |ip as he puts it in his jacket pocket.

He | ooks at hinself in the mrror as he starts the | GNI Tl ON.
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EXT./I NT. FRANK'S CAR, SILICON VALLEY, N GHT

Frank turns out of heavy traffic into the drive-through |ane
of a fast food restaurant. A brightly-lit sign proclains,
“Hanni bal s Fried Chicken”. A car waits in front of him

A Hi spani ¢ man pushes a nmany-col ored popsicle cart along the
si dewal k, |l eaving a musical tune in its wake.

Frank pulls the black case fromhis pocket, opens it, and
removes the Thought Transl ator.

He presses the stud and a tiny light CH RPS three tones and
emts a blink of red, green, then bl ue.

He delicately inserts it into his left ear.
Frank drives his car up to the drive-up w ndow.

An ATTENDANT, cute, perky, and busty, pops her head out the
drive-up w ndow friskily.

Frank bobbles his head to fix his aimon her. As the Thought
Transl ator targets, STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS rise then fade.

ATTENDANT’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q.)
smle, sell.

She smles brightly.

ATTENDANT
Howdy, what would you like to
order today?

FRANK
A bucket of spicy fried chicken and
a giant side of red beans and ri ce.

ATTENDANT’ S THOUGHTS (V. O.)
Bucket spicy, gi red ... He wants
green beans ... no, cornbread!
She smles and | eans down on her el bows.

ATTENDANT' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Sell, sell, sell.

Her breasts bulge at Frank's eye |evel.
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ATTENDANT
The cornbread is awfully good for
only three bucks.

Staring, Frank's face perks up and he slowy smles.

FRANK
Yeah, sure.

ATTENDANT’ S THOUGHTS (V. O.)
Sucker !

ATTENDANT
That' Il be seventeen dollars
twenty-three cents pl ease.
Frank extends a $20 bill out of his w ndow towards the woman.
She reaches for the noney, exposing cleavage.

Frank’ s eyes dip to look lustfully at her chest.

ATTENDANT’ S THOUGHTS (V. O.)
Anot her jerk ogling ny tits!

Frank' s el bow slips on the steering wheel and honks the HORN
Frank | ooks horrified.

FRANK
Sorry!

The attendant sm | es as she extends his change.

ATTENDANT
Thank you!

ATTENDANT' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Pi g!

Frank | ooks chast ened.
| NT. DINING ROOM KIM S APARTMENT, NI GHT

A mrror and a sexy portrait of Kimdom nate the room The
wal I s, carpet, and tablecloth conspire in pastel tones.

Kim | eans across the hardwood table to adjust a rose in the
centerpiece. Her skirt tightens to highlight her figure.
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A DOOR CHI ME sounds in the entryway.

She picks up matches fromthe table, strikes a flane, and
lights the centerpiece candl es. She bl ows out the match,
prinps in the mrror, then wal ks to the door.

She peers briefly through the peep hole, then opens the door.
Frank peers in smling.

Kims smle is neasured.

KI M
H, sweetie!

FRANK
Hey, honey.

They kiss deeply until she pulls away and snooths her hair.

KIM
So, | thought you said a |ight
day. |It’s past six.
FRANK
Sorry, sweetie. | got involved in

a really amazing project.

Frank wal ks in and deposits a bucket and a bag on the table,
enbl azoned “Hanni bal's Fried Chi cken”

KIM
What’s this? Aren’'t we going out?

She | ooks at himw th a hint of displeasure.

FRANK
| thought it would be nice to
spend as much quality tine
t oget her as we can before we sw ng
back into the routine.

She smi |l es and nout hs “okay”. They Kkiss.

FRANK
We shoul d spend tinme getting to
know each other so we can nake
deci sions, as you said, about us.

KIM
Cancun was SO ni ce.
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Kimsmles brightly and squeezes Frank’ s hand.
She opens the bag then peers inside.

Kl M
No green beans?

| NT. BEDROOM NI GHT

Purple curtains and fabric wall hangings soften the room
The makeup table and chair conplinent the wooden bed stand.

Kim s negligee has fallen aside in the bed. She and Frank
roll around under a sheet, nude.

FRANK
Baby, you | ook gorgeous.

She curls around himbut he shifts to directly face her.
She | ays her head back on the pillow, smling.

KIM
|’ mglad you |ike.

Kimrubs Frank’s belly with her hand and noves toward him
but he noves back to nmaintain his aim

Kimsmles and | aughs and | ays back on the bed.

In Frank’s ear, STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS from t he Thought
Transl ator roar, then subside, to reveal Kim s voice.

KIMS THOUGHTS (V.Q)
after the wedding, you diet.

Frank chuckl es and noves cl ose and ki sses her. In his ear,
STATIC ri ses and her voice fades.

Frank noves back and holds his head rigidly ained at hers.
FRANK
Baby, | just want to | ook at you
for a mnute.

Frank sm | es and peels back the sheet to view her curves.

Kimsmles at Frank and wi ggl es seductively.
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KIM
Al'l yours big guy.

FRANK
| love you.

Frank caresses her hair and down her neck.

KIMS THOUGHTS (V.Q)
Don’t mess ny hair.

Frank’ s eyebrows pop up and his hand freezes m d-caress.

42

He

smles, awkwardly gyrates his hand, then scratches his nose.

Kimsmles sweetly.

KIM
| love you too, honey.

Frank ki sses her deeply and caresses her body.

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Not so nmuch tongue pl ease!

He ki sses her neck, then rolls on top of her.

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. O.)
Ug.

FRANK
Your skin is so soft.

Ki m gl ances down as Frank hovers above her.

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Doesn’t it get any bigger?

Frank ki sses her.

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
If only you were hung |ike Al berto.

Frank pulls back; his face ripples with shock.

FRANK
VWha—

Frank rolls off her onto his back and gazes sadly at the

ceiling.
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Kl M
Huh?

Frank’s face roils.

KI M
VWat's the matter, sweetie?

Frank turns back, then rolls onto his el bow to aimat her.

FRANK
Kim we had such a good tine in
Cancun. | just wanted to make

sure we both meant what we sai d.

KI M
O course, sweetie.

FRANK
| " m serious about you, babe. To
me, that neans nonogany.

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
j ust depends on how big a rock
you give ne.

Kim gives Frank a neasured sml e.

KI M
Uhuh.

Frank is stunned. He | ooks at her closely and his eyes narrow.
FRANK
Say, do you know the nane of the
pool attendant —the new guy?

Kim s eyebrows shoot up in surprise.

KIMS THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Al bert o!

KIM
Who? No. Wiy?

Frank’s face drops as a ripple of doubt turns to conviction.
| NT. KI TCHEN, DAY

Morning light streams in the window Kimsits quietly at the
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kitchen table in a robe and reads the paper, sips coffee.
Frank stonps in, barefoot in pajanma bottons, and glares at her.
Kim peers over the top of the newspaper and eyes Frank.

WAt chi ng Ki m suspiciously, he pulls a box of Cocoa Puffs
fromthe cupboard and SLAMS it down on the counter.

She flashes a perplexed | ook at Frank and |l ets the paper drop.

Frank’ s eyes shoot daggers at her as he NO SILY grabs a
spoon froma drawer, then SHOVES it cl osed.

Kimrests the paper on her lap and | ooks at Frank,
concerned. He SPINS a bow down onto the tabletop. It
revolves loudly until Kimstops it with her hand.

Frank glares at Kimwhile he pours cereal into the bow .

She wat ches hi m nervously and fol ds the newspaper onto her | ap.

KIM
What ' s buggi ng you?

Kims eyes follow Frank’s novenents to the refrigerator. He
| eaves the refrigerator door open while he pours mlk into
the bow, then returns the m |k and SLAMS t he door cl osed.

He sits down gruffly and CRUNCHES a nout hful of cereal,
glaring at Kim

Kim narrows her eyes and tosses the newspaper onto the table.
She gestures with open pal ns and rising eyebrows.

KIM
Use your words, Frank!

He swal |l ows and flushes. He | eans very close to her.

FRANK
| know all about you and Al berto.

Kimis eyes widen in astoni shment. Her nouth drops open.
KIM

Frank, whatever you’re thinking,
it’s not true!
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EXT. CARTER HOUSE, SILICON VALLEY, DAY

Shady trees line the wide street. Atall pine and a mail box
shaped like a clipper ship front a |lush garden and green | awn.

| NT. KITCHEN, CARTER HOUSE, DAY

MARTHA, Frank’s nmom 60s, dyed brunette in glasses, wal ks in
across yellowed Linoleumtrailed by Frank. Flowery wall paper
lines the room along with blue built-in cupboards.

Frank sul ks | eaning against the cluttered Form ca counter.

FRANK
| al nbst broke it off with Kim
t hi s norni ng.

He cl asps his hands over his face.

MARTHA
Oh, honey!

Mart ha | ooks away from Frank, raises her clasped hands and
smles, then | ooks at Frank with a sonber expression.

MARTHA
|’msorry it’s not working out. Do
you want to share the details?
Mart ha pushes himinto a seat at the kitchen table.
FRANK
| think she’s seeing sonebody
el se!
She sits next to himand frowns.

MARTHA
|’msorry Kimlet you down.

Frank | ooks at her painfully and sighs.
Martha runs her fingers through his hair conpassionately.
MARTHA
You don’t need her anyway, honey.
You deserve way better

Frank’s head droops to his chest.
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FRANK
| don’t know. [|’mnot having nuch
luck finding the woman of ny dreans.

Mart ha reaches over to tilt his chin up and smles hugely.

MARTHA
You' | | never guess who dropped by
t hi s norni ng.

Frank | ooks at her expectantly.

MARTHA
The girl next door, you renenber
Penny?

Frank’ s expression begins to gl ow

FRANK
Lives in Dallas doesn't she?

She turns ani mat ed.
MARTHA

| renmenber during your Senior year
you two were thick as thieves.

Frank’ s eyes twinkle wstfully.

FRANK
So, what’s her story?

Martha smles and | eans toward him speaking conspiratorially.

MARTHA
We chatted over coffee. Inherited
her parents’ place a couple years
ago. Divorced |ast year. | think

she’s looking for a new start.
Frank smles to hinself, bobbing in his chair.
MARTHA
She was married for fifteen years.
So according to Dr. Phil, she
needs fifteen nonths to recover.
Isn’t that right?

Frank | ooks slightly disappointed.
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FRANK
Suppose so.

MARTHA
| invited her to Sunday di nner.

A question forns on Frank’s brow.

MARTHA
Can you pickup sonme groceries for
me? | nmade a |ist.

EXT. GROCERY STORE, NEXT DAY

Hybrid cars and | ate nodel SUVs crowd the busy parking |ot.
Frank pushes a cart along the blacktop into the store.

| NT. CEREAL Al SLE

Frank | ooks over the cereal shelves. At the far end of the
aisle, a pretty, housewifely MOTHER with two ki ds
approaches, rolling her cart. She stops md-aisle and
nmeditates on the array of boxes.

A TINY ARL, 3, riding in the cart, whips her head around to
make her pigtails fly. The BOY, 10, glides in a circle
around the cart on shoes with built-in skates.

The Tiny Grl stands in the cart, |eans over to the Boy, and
socks himin the ear. Quickly, she sits back into the cart,
assumes an i nnocent gaze. Both kids begin to WAIL.

The Mot her | ooks down with concern at the Tiny Grl, who,
CRYI NG, points at the Boy. The Mdther darts a sharp puzzl ed
gl ance at the Boy, spins himby the shoulder and yells at him

MOTHER
Be nice to your sister!

The Boy shrugs and gestures his innocence.

BOY
| didn’t do anyt hi ng!

The Boy turns and skates away from her toward Frank.

STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS fill Frank’s ear as the Boy gives
Frank a predatory stare.
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BOY’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Be fun to cut you with a razor
bl ade.
Frank wi nces as STATIC AND FLUI D SOUNDS again fill his ear.
The Mt her watches the Boy. Enotions burst across her face.
MOTHER S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
It took a helluva fuck to produce
you kid. | hope to God your Father
never finds out!

Frank | ooks di smayed and tosses a box of Cocoa Puffs into
his cart. He | ooks around, then rubs his ear.

Frank | ooks searchingly ahead and rolls his cart out the aisle.
| NT. BAKI NG SUPPLI ES Al SLE

Frank rolls his cart past an OLD WOVAN, 80s, who pushes her
cart slowy with both hands.

Frank focuses on her and smles, pretending to refer to his
list. STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS punp shrilly in his ear.

She takes a long pleasant | ook at Frank, smling.

OLD WOMAN' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
|’d do himanytine.

Frank’s face erupts with disgust. He jerks his head to | ook
forward and makes a hasty exit down the aisle.

| NT. GARDENI NG Al SLE

Under a sign that reads “Pesticides,” Frank sidles up to an
OLDER MAN, 50s, in a dark overcoat.

O der Man frowns as he reads a package of RAT PO SON bearing
the Skull and Crossbones.

Frank stills and stares at the back of the O der Man's head.
STATI C AND FLU D SOQUNDS churn and fade in Frank’s ear.
OLDER MAN' S THOUGHTS (V. Q.)

... wonder if she'll taste it in
her coffee?
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Frank’ s eyes grow big and his face shudders. H's nouth drops
open and he haltingly noves on, |ooking back with consternation.

| NT. PRODUCE SECTI ON
Frank adm res colorful displays of fruits and vegetabl es.

A YOUNG MAN AND WOVAN rol | their cart slowy together. She
steers toward a table of red, yell ow and orange bell peppers.

The cart stops abruptly and the Young Man bunps his knee
intoit. He glances sharply at the Young Wnan.

YOUNG MAN
Oowt

She sm | es and gl ances back at him and | aughs.

YOUNG WOVAN
Sorry.

STATI C AND FLU D SOQUNDS shriek and fade in his ear as Frank
steadies his head to fix his gaze on her.

The Young Man stares at her disbelievingly, picks up a pepper.
YOUNG MAN
How ‘ bout | nake tortilla
casserol e tonight?
She smrks at the Young Man and stares at the peppers.
YOUNG WOVAN' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
not again ... How ‘bout I
fuck Robert tonorrow.

YOUNG WOVAN
kay.

Frank wat ches them di scretely as he slowy wheels toward them
As Frank passes abreast of them he |ooks at the Young Man.

FRANK
She’ s sl eeping with Robert.

The Young Man and Young Whnan stare at Frank incredul ously.

Young Man | ooks suspiciously at Young Whnan, then at Frank.
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Frank | ooks at the Young Wwman, then back at the Young Man.
FRANK

And she hates the tortilla

casserol e.
The two turn and watch Frank in awe as he wheel s away.
| NT. MAGAZI NE SECTI ON
Frank picks a magazine froma large display and retreats to
his cart. Pretending to read, he freezes to aimhis head at
an attractive bl onde YOUNG LADY readi ng a nmagazi ne.

STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS fill Frank’s ear, then subside as
t he Thought Transl ator targets her.

YOUNG LADY’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
need panties ...

She turns the page and gl ances up at Frank watchi ng her.
Frank sm | es at her.
She smi | es vaguely and | ooks down at the magazi ne.

YOUNG LADY’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
VWhat a hunk!

Frank sm | es gl ow ngly.
She turns the page.

YOUNG LADY' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
green | ooks good ...

Frank | ooks perpl exed.
She flips the page to a nuscl eman photo spread.

YOUNG LADY’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Muscl es!

Frank sm | es again and puffs out his chest. He sumobns up
his courage, and steps up to her.

FRANK
H! Do you, uh, shop here —

Frank nervously clears his throat.
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FRANK
often?

Frank sm | es enthusiastically.
She | ooks up dully fromthe nagazine to focus on Frank.

YOUNG LADY’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Cr eep!

She | ooks horrified, tosses the nmagazine into her cart, and
wheel s of f.

Devastated, Frank’s smle defl ates.
| NT. CHECKOUT COUNTER

Frank tosses a box of Cocoa Puffs, a gallon of mlk, neat, and
ot her groceries onto the counter. He |ooks glumy at the clerk.

The CLERK, teenaged wi th pinples, shaved head and nose st ud,
surveys himwith a furtive glinpse and rings up the groceries.
H's eyes twtch and his lip curls into a smle at Frank.

CLERK
How are you?

Frank sm | es and nods. As the Thought Transl ator cali brates,
STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS humin Frank’s head. He pretends to
| ook around with his eyes as he finely orients his head.

The derk glances at Frank as he works the register.

CLERK
Fi nd everythi ng okay?

The Cerk | ooks curiously at Frank and smles pleasantly.

CLERK' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
St eal anyt hi ng?

The Cerk’s eyes gaze at Frank.

As the Clerk noves fromthe register to bagging, he notices
how precisely Frank tracks his novenments and frowns.

Frank sm | es.

CLERK S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
watching nme ... don’t like you.
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The Cerk smles benignly at Frank.

CLERK' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Hope you're here the day | bring

nmy Uzi.
Frank cri nges.
The Cerk prepares to bag the groceries.

CLERK
Paper or plastic?

EXT. POKER PARLOR, ARTI CHOKE JOE'S, SAN JOSE, NI GHT
Frank’s car pulls up into the parking lot, in front of a
sign that spells out in lights “Artichoke Joe’'s” bracketed
with an Ace of Clubs and a Queen of Hearts.

| NT. POKER PARLOR

A deck of cards SHUFFLES through the skilled fingers of a MALE
DEALER. Their red grid pattern contrasts against green felt.

Across the snmokey room decorated with mirrors and a neon sign
of overflow ng beer mugs, Frank plays poker at a circul ar table.

Frank smles, black and red chips piled high in front of him

Left of Frank sits the DEALER, a tall, beautiful, 40s Asian
woman, wi th proud posture, long hair, and bl azing fingers.

Five grimfaces survey each other warily. Five nmen in a circle.

REBEL, 30s, wears a Harl ey-Davi dson cap backwards and a bl ack
T-shirt; looks |like he ate one too many bargain hot dogs.

CEEK, 40s, cleans his glasses and wears several pens in his
shirt pocket. Cccasionally, a tic convul ses his chubby cheek.

EXEC, 50s, notionless, |ooks snmooth in dress shirt and tie.
H s Monte Bl anc pen matches his gl asses and cuff |inks.

GULF VET' s curly chest hair pokes through his unbuttoned
cano shirt. He picks his nose, staring steadily at Frank.

Frank grins fromear to ear as he stacks and counts his chips.

A scantily clad COCKTAI L WAI TRESS approaches the poker table
and smles at Frank. ICE CLINKS as she renoves his enpty gl ass.
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WAl TRESS
Anot her pineappl e juice, honey?

Frank smles at her, admiring her figure.

FRANK
No, thanks. Last hand.

Eyebrows rise on Rebel and Qulf Vet across the table.
A nmuted TV screen shows a boxing match in the background.

Rebel, left of the dealer, peeks at his hand, purses his
lips and flips two black chips into the pot.

REBEL
Cal I.

The Deal er neatens up the pot and snaps out a round of cards.
She turns a card up in the center —the Queen of C ubs.

The seven of C ubs, Ace of Hearts, two of Dianonds, and ten
of Hearts are also arrayed in the center of the table.

Each player now holds two cards.
Frank ainms his head at Rebel.
Rebel gl ances over at Frank.

The Thought Transl ator whi spers STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS i n
Frank’s ear as it focuses.

Rebel seethes subtly.

REBEL’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
rube cones in and takes the
nuts every hand ... unstoppabl e.

Rebel tightly slides his two cards apart, covering with both
hands, revealing a seven of dianonds and a three of cl ubs.

REBEL’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Seven an' a three, dang. That
dog's gonna feel ny boot tonight!
Frank noves his head mnutely to focus on GCeek.

The Thought Transl ator punps STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS t hr ough
Frank’s head as it acquires signal.
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Ceek eyes Frank's stack of chips. H's eye spasns briefly.

GEEK' S THOUGHTS (V. Q.)
How s he do it?

CGeek peels up the corners of the two cards lying on the felt
in front of himto show a Jack of Hearts and a Queen of Hearts.

Asmle flickers warmy across Ceek’s face.

GEEK' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)

Brother and sister ... rem nds ne
of that tinme — siss's skin was so
snmooth ...

Frank blinks and shifts to aimat Exec.

He edges his two cards apart, armand cards resting on the
felt: a Jack of D anonds and a four of Hearts.

Sadness edges Exec’s stony features.

The Thought Transl ator sw shes STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS
t hrough Frank’s ear as it focuses.

EXEC S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
she's gonna kill nme. That's
two thousand fl ushed!
Frank lets his gaze wander to Gulf Vet.

Qulf Vet’s eyes blaze angrily at Frank.

As Frank’s head centers on Gulf Vet, the Thought Transl ator
whi spers STATIC AND FLUI D SOUNDS in his ear.

@ulf Vet slides his cards vertically a half-inch, a seven of
Spades and a ten of O ubs.

GULF VET' S THOUGHTS (V.Q)
Seven and ten. Conme on baby!

Frank holds up his cards and spreads themw dely in one
hand, a Queen of Di anonds and an Ace of Spades.

Frank puts down his cards and pulls a digital canera out of
hi s pocket and places it beside his chips on the table.

The deal er snaps at him

LiesAbout Love Copyright © 2011 by Kendall Callas Kendall@microCounsel.com 54



DEALER
Pl ease don't put anything on the
table, Sir.

FRANK

| was hoping to take a picture of
nmy hand and the chi ps.

Rebel and @ulf Vet snicker.

DEALER
Ckay, but don't put it on the table.

Frank sm | es apol ogetically and pockets the canera.

The deal er points to Rebel.

DEALER
Your bet.

55

Rebel glares at Frank and tosses in his last four red chips.

The deal er points at GCeek.

DEALER
Twenty to you.

CGeek scowl s and tosses in four red chips.

GEEK
Cal I .

Exec nods at the pot and tosses in four red chips.

EXEC
['min.

Qulf Vet bites his lip and wordl essly tosses in four chips.

The Deal er | ooks intently at Frank.
FRANK
"' mgood for that, and raise
fifty.
Frank tosses in a pile of chips.

Each player | ooks at himhatefully in turn.

Rebel slaps the felt wwth his cards.
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REBEL
Fol d!

DEALER
(to Ceek)
Fifty nore to you.

A poker-faced CGeek | ooks levelly at Frank and tosses in chips.

GEEK
['"'min.

Exec slides in his chips.

EXEC
Me too.

@l f Vet | ooks darkly sideways at Frank and grows. He
tosses in a short stack of black chips.

GULF VET
Rai se one hundred.

Frank smles at GQulf Vet and pushes in chips agreeably.

FRANK
Rai se agai n, two hundred!

The Deal er | ooks to survey the other players.
CGeek and Exec toss down their cards.

CGEEK
Jeepers! Fol d.

EXEC
Too rich for ny bl ood.

The Deal er points to Gulf Vet who adds chips to the pot.

The Deal er turns over Frank’s cards, revealing his Queen of
D anonds and Ace of Spades.

DEALER
That makes two pair, Aces and Queens.

The Deal er turns over Gulf Vet’s hand — a seven of Spades
and a ten of C ubs.
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DEALER

That’s two pair, sevens and tens.
The man with the canera w ns again.
Rebel HOOTS.
The Deal er gathers up the pot and scoots it toward Frank.

Frank stands, smling, and ains his canera.

FRANK
Smi | el

@l f Vet snarls.

Al'l the players turn to glare in Frank’s direction.

The flash blinds themall as Frank snaps a photo.

I NT. / EXT. FRANK' S CAR, ARTI CHOKE JOE' S PARKI NG LOT, NI GHT

I nside his Toyota Prius, Frank stuffs noney into his jacket
pocket. He smles and | aughs and straps on his seatbelt.

Loud tapping draws Frank’s attention to the driver’s w ndow.
The chrone barrel of a 9mm pistol ains at Frank’s head.

FRANK
Oh!

Frank | ooks scared and rai ses his hands.

Qul f Vet gestures angrily outside of Frank’s car, standing
in a shooting posture.

GULF VET
Open t he wi ndow

Frank pushes a button on the car door but nothing happens.
FRANK
Uh, electric windows. | have to
turn the key to make ‘em worKk.

Frank points at the ignition with one of his hands.

@ul f Vet growl s and yanks open the car door.
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GULF VET
G mMme t he noney!

Frank reluctantly pulls a stack of cash from his pocket.
@ul f Vet snatches it.

GULF VET
Now gi nme your driver’s |icense.

Frank pulls the card fromhis wallet and offers it to him
Qulf Vet grabs it and angles it in the light to read it.

GULF VET
You just forget all about this —

He peers closely to read the nane on the driver’s |icense.

GULF VET
— Frank, or I'lIl be makin' a visit.

@ul f Vet SLAMS the door closed and backs away into the darkness.

Frank | ooks relieved. He glances over at the passenger car
seat, chortles, and reaches to touch his canera.

@ul f Vet jerks open the car door.

GULF VET
And the damm canera

Frank | ooks scared and hands it over.
Terror grips Frank; he holds his face in his hands.
EXT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG WASHI NGTON, D.C., DAY

Federica in long blond hair and a charcoal pin-striped suit
enters the BUSY SKYSCRAPER LOBBY t hrough a revol ving door.

| NT. PAY PHONE BOOTH, OFFI CE BUI LDI NG

Federica | ooks urbane in creamshirt and power scarf. Her
wat ch and cuff links flash as she listens on the phone.

Her eyes narrow as she spits words with an Australian accent.

FEDERI CA (on phone)
Screw the Frenchman! Gve it to ne.
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She fishes a matching pen out of her jacket.

FEDERI CA (on phone)
DI-OGENES - uh, okay.

She sits and wites the nane into a notepad.

FEDERI CA (on phone)
Yeah | do, it’s the nane of sone
ancient guy ...

She mimcs holding an oil lanmp in front of her face.
FEDERI CA (on phone)
al ways carrying a | anp,
| ooki ng for an honest man.

She sni ckers.

FEDERI CA (on phone)
Yeah, ain't that a fool’s errand
Especially in this town.

Her smile flattens and she puts pen to paper again.

FEDERI CA (on phone)
MI-CGROT-E-K Uh huh. Frank ...

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM CARTER HOUSE, NI GHT

The table is set with china and strewn with enpty serving
platters and plates showing the aftermath of a |arge neal.

Frank is slicked up, clean shaven, in an open-necked dress
shirt with gold chain. He smles at the wonman besi de him

PENELOPE, 40s, is nodestly attractive, attentive, vivacious.
She wags her finger in the air, sparkles her eyes and
fl ashes her teeth at Frank.

Frank presses the stud on the Thought Translator in his ear.

STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS fade as Frank cranes to aimhis head

at Penel ope, who sits close next to him

Penel ope | ooks at himoddly then shrugs it off with a smle.
PENEL OPE

| renmenber that tinme you kissed ne
behi nd t he garage.
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PENELOPE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Oh, Frank, you and nme -

In Frank’s ear, a | ow beep repeats tw ce.

MACHI NE VO CE (V.Q)
Low battery.

Frank’s face falls.
STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS rise and fall in his ear.

FRANK
Oh.

Frank touches the stud in his ear and | ooks gl um
Penel ope | ooks surprised and di sappointed at Frank’s reaction.
Frank recovers, |aughs, and clasps her hand.

FRANK
1’11 always renenber.

Penel ope fl ushes and eyes Frank appreciatively.
He beans back and rel axes his head.
Penel ope’ s face sobers.

PENEL OPE
So, your Momtold ne about your
vacation in Cancun, with your girl-
friend. That nust have been fun.

Frank | ooks across the table at his Momand stifles irritation.

CGECRCE, Frank’s father, 60s, bespectacled, grey and
dignified, smles | ooking fromFrank to Penel ope.

GEORGE
So, are you here for good, Penny,
or is this just a vacation.

PENEL OPE
|’mtaking a break from Texas to
finish nmy book; it’s about the
abuses of |egalese that led to the
nmortgage crisis. 1'll be here a few
nont hs, maybe 1'Il stay, |I’mnot sure.
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She smi | es robustly.
Frank stares at his plate and nods politely.

MARTHA
| hope we see a |lot nore of you
while you re here.

Penel ope gl ances denmurely and smles curiously at Frank.

PENEL OPE
|’d love to nmeet your girlfriend.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM KIM S APARTMENT, DAY

Frank stands, arms crossed, and glares at Kimwho sits on
t he couch snoking a cigarette.

FRANK
Are you sleeping with Al berto?

Frank | ooks at her stiffly. STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS f ade.
She takes a quick drag. Her eyebrows pinch.

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
d orious, yes!

Ki m bl ows out a stream of snpbke and | ooks shocked.

KIM
O course not, sweetie!

Frank | ooks puzzl ed.

FRANK
Don't | satisfy you?

She smles at himsweetly then takes a | ong drag.

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
You coul d never do for ne what he
does.

Kl M

O course, sweetie. Wiere is al
this comng fron?
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KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| " ve been so careful. How could he
suspect ?

Frank | ooks wounded, then his face pl eads.

FRANK
Can you forget about this guy?

KIM S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Forget how he inhabits nme?

She exhal es deeply then cooly | ooks Frank in the eyes.

KI M
He’s nothing to ne, Frank.

Frank’ s face droops.

FRANK
| thought we were in |ove.

KIMS THOUGHTS (V.Q)
You are ruining this, Frank!

Kim stubs out her cigarette and smles cutely.
KIM
(in a childish voice)
| wuv you, Frank.

Frank | ooks grim

FRANK
It’s over between us.

Kim s jaw drops.

KIM
You' re | eaving ne?

FRANK
Goodbye, Kim

Frank backs away but nmaintains his aim
Kims eyes slay Frank.

KIM
| faked it so many tines for you
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KIMS THOUGHTS (V.Q)
No nore online dating!

I NT. KITCHEN, CARTER HOUSE, DAY

Frank and his Momsit at the kitchen table. The grandfather
clock in the hall chinmes the hour with a deep BONG

Frank rhythmcally taps his fingers on the table.

FRANK
| told her straight out, it’s over.

Martha smles confidently and consol es him

MARTHA
She’ s not good enough for you,
Frank. You can do better.

Mart ha gazes at himconfortingly.

MARTHA
Let nme get you sone cer eal

Frank reaches to his ear and powers on the Thought
Translator. It chirps.

Mart ha reaches a bowl down from a cabinet, pulls a box of
Cocoa Puffs froma shelf, and deposits themon the table.
She grabs m |k out of the refrigerator and | eaves the door
open while she turns to | ook thoughtfully at Frank.

Frank | ooks directly at her. The Thought Translator fills
his ear with STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS.

MARTHA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
... wonder if | should tell him
he’ s adopt ed?
Frank’ s nout h drops.

She pours mlk in his bow.

FRANK
Uh, Mom did you ..

She | ooks at himdistractedly.

MARTHA
Oh, not hi ng.
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She turns away to return the mlk to the refrigerator and
closes it.

I NT. BAR, NI GHT

Ferns and dark wood add anbience to the dimy it room
crowded with business types and white collar workers.

Frank in jacket and tie sits atop a bar stool and sips a beer.
Next to him HOLLY swirls her white wi ne and di ps her nose

into the glass. Cute, 40s, dyed-redhead wearing office
casual, she smles a little too |ong at Frank.

Frank twists to aimhis head at her. STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS
fill his hearing as the Thought Translator fixes on Holly.

HOLLY' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
— 's cute ... sparkly eyes. Wnder
how much he makes?

Holly sm |l es coquettishly at Frank.

HOLLY
So, are you in the stock narket?

Frank’ s eyes wander all over Holly.
FRANK
Not really. Just through ny
pensi on pl an.
Holly’' s eyes sparkle at his response.

In Frank’s ear, STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS fade to a nml e voi ce.

MAN S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Yeah, she’ s okay.

Frank | ooks puzzled and pauses to refine his aimon Holly.
STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS rise, reacquiring signal

HOLLY' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Pensi on, good!

HOLLY

So how do you spend your dayli ght
hour s?
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STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS fill Frank’s hearing.

He claps his hands to his ears and stares straight at Holly.

FRANK
Huh?

Holly smles flirtatiously.

HOLLY
s there a safe place you go to
stay warm and dry during the day?

In Frank’s ear, STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS waver in and out.

FRANK
Par don?

Hol Iy | aughs.

HOLLY
Where do you work?

Frank | aughs, noving his head, and lets his aimdrift left.

FRANK
| work at McroTek. We miniaturize
el ectroni c devi ces.

The Thought Transl ator SHRI EKS STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS i n
his ear as it acquires a new target.

MAN S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
(grow i ng and harsh)
t oni ght!
Frank cranes to try to see whose thoughts he’s heard.
Holly smles inquisitively. Her eyes adore him
HOLLY
That must be chal | engi ng. What do
you do there?

MAN S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
|’ m gonna do it!

Frank tenses, stands and strains to hastily | ook down the bar.

Hol Iy catches his stare and gl ances down the bar.
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HOLLY
Sonmeone you know?

FRANK
Oh, thought | overheard sonething.

STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS warble in Frank’s skull.
He rubs his tenples.

FRANK
Jeez, | amgetting a headache.

He sits back down and gives her his attention, eyes distracted.

FRANK
Sorry. I'’min Quality Control
high level circuit-testing.

Frank rel axes and smles at her proudly.

FRANK
The finished product doesn’t |eave
t he shop w thout ny okay.

The Thought Translator’s STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS fi l
Frank’s ear as it engages again.

MAN S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
(cold and sinister)
Don’t rush! She’s in the toilet,
plenty of tinme. Like | practiced.
Stand and straighten ny belt. Open
it in my pocket

Holly | ooks at Frank w th anorous eyes.
Frank returns her interest.
MAN S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Sit and calmy pour it in her
drink ... sip ny beer
Frank stands abruptly and | ooks behind Holly down the bar.
A young man stands and sips a beer at the bar six feet away.

Hi s other hand hovers near the top of a glass of w ne
positioned in front of the enpty stool beside himand stirs.
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MAN' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
and stir.

THE MAN, 30s, dark-haired with gl asses, pale, boyish and
thin, pokes his finger into the w ne gl ass.

Shock and outrage rip across Frank’s face. H's nouth opens
and closes like a fish. He closes his eyes and rubs them

He touches the stud in his ear and the Thought Transl ator
CHI RPS of f. He renoves and pockets it.

HOLLY
Hey, don’t go away!

She reaches up and pulls Frank’s tie playfully.
He abruptly sits down and glares at Holly, rubbing his ear.
She smles at himalluringly.

Frank | ooks determ nedly back toward the bar, downs his beer
then smles at her.

FRANK
| will return.

Frank gets up and circles a knot of people to approach the bar.
The Man | eans agai nst the bar sipping his beer.
Frank sits in the enpty seat beside The Man.
The Man | ooks over irritably and waves hi m awnay.
THE MAN
Sorry, seat’s taken. She’s in the
bat hr oom
Frank hops off the stool and faces The Man.
FRANK
| saw you put sonething in her
dri nk.

Atiny smle curls the edges of The Man's |i ps.

THE MAN
You saw what ?

LiesAbout Love Copyright © 2011 by Kendall Callas Kendall@microCounsel.com 67



68

Frank | ooks flushed with Dutch courage.

FRANK
| saw you pour sonething in that
gl ass.
The Man is taken aback.
THE MAN

You are m st aken.

The Man’s Date, a cute attractively dressed young wonan,
returns and touches his shoul der, quizzical.

Frank puts hinself between her and the glass, points at The Mn.
FRANK
(to her)
| saw hi mdrug your drink!
The Man postures as shocked and innocent.
THE MAN
| just dipped ny finger into the
wine to taste it.
He | ooks angrily at Frank.
The Man’s Date | ooks at them both curiously.
FRANK
(to her)
l’mtelling you | saw hi m pour
sonmething into the glass and stir.
Frank gl ares at The Man, who gl ares back.

THE MAN
No, you didn’t!

Frank | ooks earnestly at The Man’s Date.

The Man’s Date | ooks uncertainly at The Man then at Frank.
She picks up the glass and looks init, snells it.

She | ooks curiously at The Man and offers himthe gl ass.

THE MAN S DATE
If this is okay ...
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THE MAN
I’mtelling you it’s fine.

THE MAN S DATE
then you drink it!

She | ooks himin the face expectantly.
He flattens his lips in determ nation.

THE MAN
kay.

The Man reddens. He | ooks defiantly at her and at Frank,
then takes the glass fromher and takes a gulp.

| NT. BAR - A FEW M NUTES LATER
The Man | ooks drowsy as Frank and The Man’s Date watch him
The Man yawns openly and | eans heavily agai nst the bar.

THE MAN
This is getting boring, let’s go.

The Man's Date shakes her head No.

FRANK
Shoul d we call the police?

She | ooks at The Man darkly.

THE MAN' S DATE
No, | don’t think so.

Frank watches her with concern.

She alights fromher stool to pick the wine glass up from
the bar and present it to The Man.

THE MAN S DATE
Go ahead and drink the rest, honey.

The Man groggily accepts the glass and sips it.

THE MAN S DATE
Now we’' || see what that woul d’ ve
done to ne. The bastard! This was
our first date!
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I NT. BAR - TEN M NUTES LATER
Frank and The Man’s Date watch The Man.
The Man SNORES vol ubly; his face rests on the bar
The Man’s Date | ooks sincerely at Frank.
THE MAN S DATE
Look, it was really nice of you to keep
a stranger out of harmis way. But you
should go now. He’s under control
and I know what | want to do.
Frank | ooks at her; concern and curiosity cross his face.
She stands and puts out her hand.
Frank stands and shakes her hand.
THE MAN S DATE
Thanks ... 1'll wait a few nore
mnutes. |I'’msure the barkeep wll
help ne get himin the car.
Seething fury burns across her face.
THE MAN S DATE
1’11 just make one stop before |
dunp himin front of his house.
Her face shifts fromvulnerable to evilly gleeful.
THE MAN S DATE
|’ m gonna buy a banana and sone
Cri sco.
Frank | ooks stunned as he waves goodbye and backs away.

EXT. BAR, SILICON VALLEY, N GHT

Frank wal ks a bit drunkenly along the busy, tightly-parked
sidewal k. He points his keys at his car and thunbs the renote.

The lights blink on Frank’s Toyota Prius and the car CH RPS.
Frank clinbs into the driver’'s seat and SLAMS the door cl osed.

I NT. FEDERI CA’ S PRI US, PARKED ACROSS THE STREET, NI GHT
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The driver of a black Toyota Prius sits up fromthe shadows
and watches Frank clinb into his car across the street.

Frank’ s Toyota Prius signals and pulls out into traffic.

Federica, wearing baseball cap and sungl asses, starts the
near-silent ignition of her Toyota Prius.

Federica' s Toyota Prius abruptly junps into tight traffic.
FEDERI CA
(Austral ian accent)
Bl oody hel I'!
EXT. BUSY STREET, N GHT

Wth one car between them Federica follows Frank away from
downtown. After two bl ocks, the streets thin out and darken.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET, SI LI CON VALLEY, N GHT
Federica pulls up behind Frank stopped at a red |ight.
Federica eyes Frank from behi nd.

FEDERI CA
Yeah, it’s time we neet, old boy.

The traffic light CLICKS fromred to green.

FEDERI CA
This is the fun part, what!

Federica stonps on the accel erator then | ooks down and
frowns. She steps on the accel erator again and the notor REVS

Federica' s car PURRS forward and RAMS into Frank’s car.

Federica smles, both hands on the steering wheel.

Federica' s foot rel eases the accel erator.

| NT. FRANK' S CAR, NI GHT

The car’s frame shakes, jolting Frank.

Frank grips the steering wheel and | ooks in his rearview mrror.

FRANK
OCh, crap!

LiesAbout Love Copyright © 2011 by Kendall Callas Kendall@microCounsel.com 71



72

Frank grabs the Thought Translator’s case fromthe car seat
and stuffs it into a pocket in the car door.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET, SILICON VALLEY, N GHT

Frank’s car pulls over to the side of the dark road foll owed
by Federica' s car.

| NT. / EXT. FEDERI CA'S PRI US

Through the w ndshi el d, Federica sees Frank’s car |ights
turn off and Frank gets out of his car. She takes off her
sungl asses and hat, then takes a snmall blue netal box from
the gl ove box and slips it into her jacket pocket as she
opens her car door.

EXT. FEDERI CA'S PRI US
Frank approaches as Federica femninely clinbs out of her car.
Federica | ooks himover, uninpressed.

FRANK
You okay?

FEDERI CA
(California accent)
Yes, | think so.

Frank | ooks fromthe back of his car to Federica, incredul ous.

FRANK
Jeez, you hit ne!

FEDERI CA
Al ny fault. So sorry.

Federica acts the part with a frank smle.

FEDERI CA
Looks |Iike no real damage. But
guess we’ d best exchange details.

Frank kneels down and touches a small scar on his car’s rear
bunper .

FRANK
This is just a scratch. | think we
can just forget it.
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FEDERI CA
That’s so kind. But 1'd feel
better if we exchange information.
Just in case.

Frank shrugs.

FRANK
Let nme get ny registration.

Federica' s eyes narrow as she watches Frank wal k back to his
car. Federica crouches and renoves papers froma pocket in
her car door. She pulls a small case from her jacket pocket,
wi thdraws a tiny black electronic bug and palns it.

Frank staggers slightly as he returns with his papers.

FRANK
Here’ s ny insurance card.

Frank and Federica exchange papers and scri bbl e notes.
FEDERI CA
Two-five-six Cheshire —is this
your hone address?

FRANK
Uhubh.

Federica presses the tiny black electronic bug into her |eft
palm and it blinks red once.

Federica smles genuinely at Frank.
Frank gives back Federica s papers and accepts hers.
Federica | ooks Frank in the eye as she shakes his hand.
FEDERI CA

Frank, it’s good to neet an honest

man!
Federica sportively pats Frank’s shoulder with her |eft hand.
The bl ack electronic bug clings to the armof Frank’s jacket.
Federica waves her keys with her right hand at Frank’s car.

Wth her left hand, she feels around in Frank’s right jacket
pocket .
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Frank wat ches Federica gesture, oblivious to being searched.
FEDERI CA
|’ ve al ways wondered if ny renote
woul d work on anot her Prius.
She points her renote at Frank’s car and thunbs the button.
Federica' s car lights CH RP and bl i nk.

Federica sm |l es at Frank.

FEDERI CA
Try your renote key on mne.

Federica renoves her left hand from Frank’s right pocket and
turns to position herself on Frank’s left side.

Federica | ooks at Frank encouragi ngly.

FEDERI CA
Come on.

Frank fishes his keys out of his pocket and points the
renote at Federica’s car.

Federica turns to watch his car and slips her hand into her
pocket to pull out the blue netal box.

Her fingers squeeze the box; it lights up and runs ti necode.
Wth her right hand, Federica pats Frank’s |eft pants pocket.
Frank’s car lights blink and CH RP

Federica smles, |aughs and shrugs.

EXT. FRANK' S HOUSE, SILICON VALLEY, N GHT

The nunerals ‘256" shine in the noonlight on the front of

t he garage beside a silent suburban bungal ow. The houses are
dark along the tree-lined street.

I NT. FRANK' S GARAGE, NI GHT

Frank’ s Toyota Prius sits parked in the dark.

Federica unsuccessfully tries the driver-side door.

She reaches into her pocket and pulls out the small blue
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nmet al box and squeezes it.
The display lights up and timecode begins to run
Frank’s car CHI RPS and the headlights flash.
Federi ca opens the driver-side door and clinbs in.
| NT. / EXT. FRANK' S CAR
Federica extracts an el ectronic bug from her pocket and
plants it under the driver’s seat. She quickly paws through
papers and junk in the glove box, carefully returning

everything to its place.

She slips her hand into a pocket in the car door and pulls
out the black Thought Transl ator case.

FEDERI CA
VWll, now, what's this?

She scrutinizes it carefully fromall angles, then opens it.

The enpty bl ack case reveals the hearing aid shape inpressed
into the foam

Federica' s face darkens and her brows knit in deep scrutiny.
| NT. / EXT. FEDERI CA'S PRI US, DAY - | NDEPENDENCE DAY
Frank’ s house is across the street a stone’s throw away.

In the shade of a tree, Federica sits in the driver’s seat
i stening to headphones and watching Frank’s front door.

In her headset, Federica hears a tel ephone ring.
FRANK (O. S., on phone)
(rmuf fl ed)
Hel | o.

Federica sits up and presses her hands to the headset.

FRANK (O. S., on phone)
Happy Fourth of July to you, too.

Federica shifts to watch Frank’s front door.

FRANK (O. S., on phone)
| sure am \Wat tine?
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Federica' s eyes narrow.

FRANK (O. S., on phone)
kay. | bought cherry pie.

EXT. FRANK' S GARAGE, DAY

Pi nk box beside him Frank backs his Prius out the garage.
The AUTOVATI C GARAGE DOOR CREAKS cl osed as he pulls out.

| NT. / EXT. FRANK' S CAR, DAY

Frank reverses the car out into the enpty street. He
notices a jogger approaching and stops.

FRANK
Let’s see if it works through gl ass.

Frank | owers his w ndow, pokes out his head, sml|es and waves.

FRANK
Happy | ndependence Day!

A WOVAN JOGGER in sweats and T-shirt eyes him as she approaches.

Frank pulls in his head, closes the w ndow, and conti nues
frantically smling and waving, tracking her with his head.

STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS ri se, fade as she passes, unsmling.
WOMAN JOGGER S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
... won't be Independence Day ‘til
nmy husband drops dead!

Franks face sours as he nods to hinself.

FRANK
It works through gl ass.

He cracks his neck, and drives off.
EXT. FRANK' S HOUSE, DAY

Across the street, down the bl ock, Federica s Prius
| ei surely takes off after him

EXT. CARTER HOUSE, DUSK

The sun sets as Federica watches the Carter house from her
car, parked in the shadows across the street.
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Penel ope, wearing cowboy hat and boots and jeans, exits the
house next door carrying a green tinfoil-covered bow .

Federica' s eyes narrow as she takes in Federica s novenent.
Penel ope wal ks up the wal kway to the Carter’s front door.
Federica stares at the house through binocul ars.

FEDERI CA' S POV: THROUGH BI NOCULARS

Wth welcomng smles, Frank opens the door and admts
Penel ope.

| NT. FEDERI CA' S PRI US

Federica presses her |ips together and nods a concl usi on.
She starts the IGNITION and drives off.

| NT. DI NI NG ROOM CARTER HOUSE, NI GHT

Depl et ed serving di shes of corn, chicken, and potato sal ad
litter the table. Plates are piled with chicken bones.

GEORGE
Penny, that was fine potato sal ad.

Penel ope crosses her hands across her stomach, crosses her
cowboy boots, smiles and | ooks contentedly at Mart ha.

PENEL OPE
And that chi cken was fabul ous!

MARTHA
Frank and Penny, you go sit in the
living roomand enjoy coffee.
We’ Il handl e the dishes.
| NT. BEDROOM FRANK' S HOUSE, NI GHT
A glass terrariumreflects noonlight in the darkness.

In the near dark, Federica finishes searching the pockets of
Frank’s suits then carefully cl oses the closet door.

She sits down on Frank’s unmade bed in disgust. She w pes
away perspiration as she uses a flashlight to examne ..

Frank’ s photo shines fromthe | am nated McroTek |ID card.
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FEDERI CA
Time to squeeze Frank.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM CARTER HOUSE, NI GHT

Martha smles in the kitchen doorway, eavesdroppi ng.
Frank and Penel ope | augh on the couch and sip coffee.
Penel ope smles at Frank as her |aughter dies away.

PENEL OPE
Ch, you can always naeke ne | augh.

Frank taps the Thought Translator in his ear; it chirps its
3- TONE WAKEUP.

PENEL OPE
VWhat was that sound?

FRANK
Huh? | didn’t hear anyt hing.

Penel ope shrugs it off and smles agreeably at Frank.

PENEL OPE
Hmm that coffee is nice.

Frank | ooks relieved.

PENEL OPE
Yeah, those were the good ol d days.

Frank shifts away in his seat as he fixes on Penel ope.

STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS fade in Frank’s ear as the Thought
Transl at or focuses on her.

PENELOPE’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| loved you then, Frankie.

Penel ope | ooks introspective as she eyes him

Frank | ooks at her with a face of awe.

PENEL OPE
We had such fun

PENELOPE’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Way didn’'t we get together?
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Frank clears his throat.

FRANK
| broke up with nmy girlfriend
yest er day.

PENELOPE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q.)
Because of ne?

A brief smle flares rosy on her cheeks. She |ooks warmy
at Frank, her face mature, nysterious, sexy.

PENEL OPE
|’m... sorry to hear that.

The DOORBELL sounds alarmngly, jarring the smle off
Frank’s face.

EXT. FRONT PORCH, CARTER HOUSE, NI GHT

The outdoor lighting spotlights Federica' s red-white-and-
bl ue m ni skirt against the house’ s brickwork. Her tight,
| ow-cut top enphasizes her figure.

Frank | ooks inquisitively at Federica.

She smles at himand w ggles seductively.

FEDERI CA
(California accent)
|’msorry to intrude Frank. |’ m

sure this i s unexpect ed.
Frank | ooks bewi | dered.
Federica | ooks deep into his eyes and flutters her eyel ashes.

FRANK
Is this about your car?

Federica noves in close and squeezes Frank’s shoul der.
FEDERI CA
No, Frank, this is about sonething
much nore inportant.

Federica renoves her hand, leaving a tiny black electronic
bug stuck to Frank’s sweater behind the shoul der.
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FEDERI CA
| need your help.

She clasps his hand to her bosom

FEDERI CA
|s there sonewhere we coul d be
al one?

She licks her lips and | ooks at himflirtatiously.
Frank’s face transforns fromrabid smle to frown.
He gl ances toward the dining room and steps back.

FRANK
Look, I'mflattered, of course,
but

Federica s face hardens.

FEDERI CA
Ckay, Frank, 1’1l cut right to the
sharp and bl oody point. | know
about Di ogenes. My enpl oyer is
prepared to offer you fifty grand
just for an opportunity to snap
photos of it.

Frank’s nmouth gapes as he levels his stare at Federica. In
his ear, STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS punp | oudly then subsi de.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
(Austral ian accent)
and nmaybe borrow it for a while.

Frank recoils.

FRANK
Look, I can’t have anything to do
wth this. [1'd lose ny job. You

have to go.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
This is worth a hundred mllion to
me, fool. Don't screw it up!
Frank points toward the door and Federica grabs his arm

She opens her jacket to show Frank her cl eavage.

LiesAbout Love Copyright © 2011 by Kendall Callas Kendall@microCounsel.com

80

80



8l
FEDERI CA
W' d be able to spend sone quality
tinme together, Frank, you and ne.
She smiles sexily and arches her torso.

Frank sm | es back, but noves a step away.

FRANK
No, no ... please |eave!

Federica opens her jacket nore to reveal a hol stered pistol.

FEDERI CA
Deal with ne or el se, Frank!

Frank | ooks at Federica suspiciously and stammers angrily.

FRANK
Who are you? How did you find nme?

Frank’ s eyes bulge in alarmand his hands fidget.

Federi ca shakes her head and gl ares at Frank.

FEDERI CA
Not hi ng matters now except how
surprised your ma and pa will be

if I have to break in here tonight
| ookin’ for you.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
bl ood all over, nmate.

FEDERI CA
Maybe | shoul d denonstrate ..

She draws a stiletto knife from her pocket, leans in to switch
open the blade so the tip stops just inside Frank’s nostril.

Frank starts and his eyes w den.
FEDERI CA
A few drops of blood m ght prove
very notivational just now.

From insi de, Penel ope parts the blinds and knocks on the
wi ndow and sm | es.
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PENEL OPE
You’' re hol ding up dessert!

Penel ope’ s face darkens with jeal ousy as she sees Federi ca.
Federica pockets the knife and smles toward Penel ope.
Penel ope frowns and rel eases the blinds.

Federica | owers her voice and gl ares at Frank.

FEDERI CA
So, what do you say, Frank?

Frank collects his thoughts and | ooks determ ned.

FRANK
| know you don’t just want phot os.
1’1l sell you the device ... for
twenty mllion.

FEDERI CA
What ?

FRANK
No | ess.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Yankee pri ck!

Her manner turns seductive again.

FEDERI CA
Now you’' re tal kin’ Frank! But cut
it in half, hun

FRANK
This has got to be worth a hundred
mllion to you! Okay ... 1’1l
settle for ten.

Frank | ooks determ ned.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
W ggling turd!

FEDERI CA

Done, Frank, ten mllion — tonight
— and all this is yours.
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She snmiles, presses agai nst

Frank | eers and sm | es.

Ckay.

See if you col

hi m and wi ggl es.

FRANK

VWhen and where?

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| ect a penny!

FEDERI CA

VWhere is the device now?

Frank cri nges.

Not here. At

FRANK
my house.

Frank stares at her with growi ng fear.

Federica' s face turns ugly.

| just searche

Frank swal | ows.

Hi dden.

Federi ca cal ne down and bac

How big is it?

Frank keeps a poker face.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
d therel

FRANK

ks off.

FEDERI CA

FRANK

Smal |, tiny.

Federica rel axes, smles wi dely and | ooks apol ogeti c.

FEDERI CA

Look, I don’t want to spoil your

party any further. 1’1l come to

your house at mdnight for ... fun

and profit.

Federica' s eyes shift from

inviting to deadly.
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FEDERI CA
O herwise, they' Il all suffer
horri bly.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
You first.

Frank swal | ows.

FRANK
Ckay, m dnight.

Sm |ing, Federica backs away from Frank, toward the door

FEDERI CA
"1l be wat ching.

Federica exits.
Frank’ s hands frame his face, trenbling.
| NT. KI TCHEN, CARTER HOUSE, NI GHT

Pots, pans, and knives large and small hang from hooks al ong
the wall. Martha wears an apron and scrubs dishes in the sink;
CGeorge | oads the di shwasher. Penel ope and Frank sit at the
kitchen table, ook worriedly at each other, and sip coffee.

FRANK
Her nane is Federica. She’'s sone
kind of crimnal. She knows about
my project — 1 don’t know how.
It’s big. She wants to steal it.

Martha dries her hands on a towel and turns to Frank.

MARTHA
Let’s call the police!

Frank guiltily | ooks down, grimacing.

FRANK
There’s a problem | brought it
home to field test it. Well

Frank swallows with regret.

FRANK
to play with it. | broke the rules.
If they find out I had it outside
the office, I'll lose ny job ..
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Mart ha and George | ook concerned. Penel ope | ooks thoughtful.

FRANK
| said|’d give it to her at mdnight
— just to get her off ny back.
She’ s danger ous.

Ceorge | ooks angry.

GEORGE
Did she threaten you? In ny house!

Frank | ooks down, shane-faced.

FRANK
But | can’t give it to her.

He | ooks searchingly at Penel ope.

FRANK
She threatened to cone back
tonight. And she has a gun

Penel ope’ s eyes dart, assessing.

PENEL OPE
Crcle the wagons!

Frank bri ghtens.
Penel ope stands and addresses themall with a brave voice.
PENEL OPE
Over at ny place. | have a top
notch security system and she’s
never seen ny pl ace.
Frank and his parents | ook at her hopefully.
PENEL OPE
We’ Il hunker down in my |iving
room Bring bl ankets and
|l eftovers. 1'lIl load ny shot gun.
Mart ha stands up and touches George.

MARTHA
Get your pills, honey.

Frank sighs in relief, then slunps with his el bows on the
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tabl e and conbs the fingers of both hands through his hair.
Mart ha steps toward Frank, eyeing his shoul der.

MARTHA
Sweetie, is that dirt on your
sweater? \Wat is it?

Mart ha steps over and pulls the tiny black el ectronic device
of f Frank’s shoul der and shows it to Frank.

FRANK
Good lord, it’s an el ectronic bug!

He holds it out for themall to see under the | anp above the
kitchen table. He drops it onto a nmagazine on the table’s
corner, takes off his shoe and smashes it down on the bug.

Broken bits of plastic and wire are all that’s left of the
bug on the cover of Better Honmes & Gardens.

Ceorge | ooks scar ed.

GEORGE
This gal’s a pro!

MARTHA
Now, don’t get overexcited Ceorge.

CGeor ge bl anches.

GEORGE
W' re in danger!

| NT./ EXT. FEDERI CA'S PRI US, NI GAT

Hal f a bl ock away, across the street, lights blaze fromthe
Carter’s house.

Federica sits in the dark watching. Reclined way back in the
driver’s seat, she uses both hands to hold her headphones,
listening intently. She jerks the headphones off angrily.

FEDERI CA
Shit! A shotgun

Her eyes narrow and her face hardens.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM PENELOPE S HOUSE, NI GHT

The rich fem nine decor is accented with a western notif:
crossed rifles top the mantl epi ece, a nounted pair of bul
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horns decorates the wall.
Mart ha and George sit on the couch, Frank in an easy chair.

Penel ope wal ks in bearing sl eeping bags and a SHOTGUN and
dunps the sl eeping bags on the | ove seat.

PENEL OPE
|’ ve set the alarm Any tanpering
wi th doors or wi ndows and the police
will be here in three m nutes.

Penel ope pulls shells from her pocket and | oads the shotgun.
She | ooks at themw th confidence.

PENEL OPE
Don't’ worry, we're safe here.

Mart ha and George smle weakly and raise their eyebrows.
| NT. DEN, PENELOPE S HOUSE, NI GHT

Frank and Penel ope | ean agai nst each other on a plaid fold-
out couch.

PENEL OPE
and it could be a career-ender
for you, Frank, if you get caught
wth it outside the office.

Frank swall ows his pride and cl oses his hands over his face.

FRANK
| know. | was wong to bring it
hone.

PENEL OPE

Not just that. There's a noral

i ssue about prying into other

peopl e’ s thoughts, don’t you think?
He | ooks at her earnestly.

FRANK
Pl ease forgive ne! | guess | was
just like a kid in a toy store.

She gives hima notherly smle
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PENEL OPE
Al right. That said, 1'd really
| i ke a denonstration.

Frank sm | es.
He taps the stud on the Thought Translator in his ear.

He cranes his neck to | ook Penelope warmy in the eyes as
STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS growl in his ear.

PENEL OPE
Tell me when.

Frank nods at her.

PENEL OPE
You can hear ny thoughts?

PENELOPE’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
My nost fun tinme ever was playing
records with you those sunmer nights.

FRANK
You said that you liked playing
records for ne that summer.

Frank and Penel ope settle closer and smle warnly at each other.
Penel ope’ s nouth opens wi de. She smles m schievously.

PENELOPE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q.)
Ki ss ne, Frankie.

Frank sm | es.
They inch together and close the distance between them
| NT. HALLWAY, PENELOPE S HOUSE, NI GHT

Frank hol ds his car keys and stands facing Penel ope, one
hand on the doorknob of the front door.

FRANK
| need work clothes and ny brief-
case. And | need to feed Hillary,
my pet chaneleon. | won't be |ong.

Frank | ooks at Penel ope longingly. H's hand drops fromthe
door knob.
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Penel ope’ s eyes burn at him
PENEL OPE
Not a good idea, Frank. W need to
sit tight and hunker down.

She noves cl oser, presses the back of her hand to her
f orehead and poses dramatically.

PENEL OPE
(southern draw )
You can’'t |eave us all al one!
She smles and falls into his arnmns.
| NT. HOTEL ROOM NI GHT
The sparse furniture casts eerie shadows in blue TV |ight.

A janitor’s uniformhangs on the cl oset door.

Federica thunbs bullets into a clip then SLAMS it into a
bl ack 9nm sem -automatic PISTOL and jans it into a baggie.

ON THE TV SCREEN
Presi dent George W Bush fills the screen

GEORGE BUSH
weapons of mass destruction ..

BACK TO HOTEL ROOM
Federi ca touches the renote control to turn off the TV.

A canera, l|laptop conputer, mni-printer, |amnator, the gun
in a baggie, and a litter of cables crowd the table.

Federica turns off the printer and surveys her work under
t he desk | anp.

Frank’ s | am nated M croTek I D card now bears a picture of
Federica, a new bar code, and the nanme “Fran Carter”

Federica takes a drag off a cigarette and | ooks at her wat ch.
Her digital watch reads 24:00, m dnight.

She opens the | aptop conputer.
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An i mage springs on-screen, a bright blinking dot on a
Silicon Valley street map.

FEDERI CA
Shit!

Federi ca shakes her head. Her face piques and she angrily
stubs out her cigarette in an ashtray.

Federica picks up a cell phone and dials. It RINGS

| NT. LIVING ROOM PENELOPE S HOUSE, NI GHT

Frank’ s cell phone BEEPS. Frank and Penel ope | ook at each
other romantically, sitting close together on the couch.
Frank’s parents are sacked out in sleeping bags on the
floor. BEEP. Frank digs his cell phone out of his pocket.
He answers with trepidation

FRANK (on phone)
This is Frank.

FEDERI CA (on phone, O S.)
What about our neeting, |over?

90

Frank stands. He swal |l ows, but bravery surfaces on his face.

FRANK
(whi spering to Penel ope)
It’s her!

FRANK (on phone)
Police are here now Stay away or
we w il use deadly force!

Penel ope grabs the phone and glares into it fiercely.

PENELOPE (on phone)
You don’t scare us! |’ve got a gun

| NT. HOTEL ROOM NI GHT
Federica shuts the | aptop, and powers off the |am nator.
FEDERI CA (on phone)

|’mcom ng for you, Frank! |’'m
com ng for you

She hangs up the phone and chuckles. She turns off the |ight.
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Federica quickly strips to her underwear. She slips into
bed, pulls up the covers and | ays her head on the pill ow.

She flips off the bed lanp. In the dark, she | aughs deeply.

FEDERI CA
| just love screwin” with 'em

I NT. LIVING ROOM PENELOPE' S HOUSE, NI GHT
Frank turns off his cell phone.

H s parents peer up fromthe floor, half sitting. Penel ope
eyes himfromthe couch.

FRANK
She says she’s com ng for ne!

Frank | ooks scar ed.

Ceorge flushes. He rises to a squat then stands up out of
hi s sl eepi ng bag.

GEORGE
W can't |let her—0Oh!

SLOW MOTI ON: | NT. LIVING ROOM PENELOPE S HOUSE
GEORGE’ S POV
Frank | ooks at George with intense concern.
FRANK
(sl ow noti on)
You okay, Dad?
BACK TO SCENE: NORVAL TI ME
CGeorge slaps his hand to his heart and col | apses.

| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM DAY

The BEEPS AND TONES of biosign nonitors weave a steady rhythm
wi th | abored BREATHI NG Fl uorescent lights HUM The |1V DRI PS.

George lies unconscious and intubated in the bed in green
hospi tal paj amas, covered by a sheet and an oxygen nask.

Martha sits beside the bed, coll apsed.

LiesAbout Love Copyright © 2011 by Kendall Callas Kendall@microCounsel.com 91



92

A uni formed NURSE | eaves the room as Frank wal ks in.

FRANK
Any change?

MARTHA
The doctor told me it was a heart
attack. They think the danage was
ext ensi ve.

She nops her eyes with a handkerchi ef.

FRANK
Ch, Mom

MARTHA
He was a good man.

Mart ha sobs i nto the handkerchi ef.

FRANK
Mom you | ook exhaust ed.

MARTHA
We' ve been here for hours.

FRANK
You shoul d go home and sl eep.

She ki sses Frank’s cheek.

MARTHA
No, but 1’1l wal k over and get
sone coffee. You'll stay with hinf
FRANK

Yes, Mot her.

She gets her purse, noves to the bed and takes George’ s hand.

MARTHA
(to Ceorge)
I’11 be right back, honey.

She turns to go.
MARTHA
(to Frank)
Say goodbye to your father, Frank.

She bursts into tears and rushes out the door.
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A Nurse conmes in and makes adjustnents to the IV tube.
She | ooks at Frank and smles confortingly.
NURSE
He’'s drifting in and out. He may
respond if you speak to him
She bustl es away.

Frank turns back to the bed and | ooks conpassionately at
Ceorge's face beneath the tubes and oxygen nask.

Ceorge's eyes are closed. His breath rattles in his
breat hi ng tubes which alternately fog and cl ear.

Frank tentatively takes George's hand.

FRANK
Dad, it's nme, Frank.

Frank wat ches hopeful |y.
Ceorge's eyes flutter.

FRANK
| want you to know that | |ove you

Frank smles grimy and sheds a tear.
Ceorge's breathing deepens. He blinks. H's eyes open

wi t hout focusing. He tries to speak, noans briefly, then
shifts in the bed and cl oses his eyes.

FRANK
Dad?

Ceorge' s eyes open slowy.
Frank squeezes his father's hand, his father squeezes back.
Frank sm | es.
FRANK

Did they tell you? You ve had a

heart attack. W’re all very

concer ned.
Ceorge | ooks at himdreamly. H's eyes focus on Frank.

Frank | ooks nervously towards the door.
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Frank renmoves the case fromhis pocket, opens it and pulls
out the Thought Transl ator.

He powers it on. It BEEPS 3 tones and blinks 3 col ors.
Frank carefully inserts the Thought Translator into his ear.
Frank | ooks at his father's face.

FRANK
Are you okay, Dad?

Frank's ear fills with runbling STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS as
t he Thought Transl ator cali brates.

FRANK
It's me, Frank. Can you hear ne, Dad?

Ceorge smles feebly.

GEORGE’' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Frank ...

Frank sm | es.
CGeorge’s eyes | ook beyond him

GECRCGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Mar t ha!

FRANK
Mom was here. | sent her away.
She needed a break. She'll be back.

GECRCGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| ove her so!

Frank | eans closer to George and tenderly brushes hair out
of CGeorge’'s face.

GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
your nother means so nuch to
me. | never would have nade it
wi t hout her at ny side.

FRANK
| know how nuch you | ove Mom

CGeorge's eyes shift to | ook at Frank.
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GEORGE’' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Frank ... I'"mafraid ... to die.

Frank nods and reaches to squeeze his father’s shoul der.
GEORGE’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Son, find soneone to |ove. Then
hold on tight —don't ever |et go!
Frank’ s eyes brim
GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| know | never said it enough:
want you to know I |ove y-
CGeorge collapses into the bed and cl oses his eyes.

Al arnms sound fromthe nonitors. Frank | ooks on, panicked.

The Nurse strides in and checks the patient’s pupils. She
adjusts the IV, then turns to Frank.

NURSE
You better let himrest.

The Nurse marks CGeorge’s chart then | eaves the room
Ceorge' s breathing becones raw and uneven

Frank | ooks concerned. His eyes dart to the call button on
the wall and blink rapidly.

GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
don't want to go.

George’ s features frown and struggle.

GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
" m not ready!

Hi s brow rel axes.

GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Oh, yes ..

H s features calm

GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
feel so |ight
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He smles thinly.
GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
So peaceful ... Now |l see ... the
truth.

Hi s face brightens.

GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| can hel p? Yes, | want to hel p!

Hi s eyes pop open and show revel ati on.
GEORGE’ S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| can see |’ve got work to do. So
many lies. If only we all weren't
so afraid.
Under st andi ng enlightens his face and his eyes focus on Frank.

GEORGE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
THERE |'S NOTH NG TO FEAR

Perspiration drips from George’s forehead.

He frowns and his eyes cl ose.

The HEART MONI TOR FLAT-LINES with a |ifel ess nonotone.
Ceorge’s eyes open briefly, then cl ose.

Frank holds his father’s hand and cries. After watching his
father’s face go pale, Frank steps closer, leans in, opens
his father’s eyelids, and | ooks intently inside.

Di sappoi nt ment conpounds the grief on Frank’s face.

He lets go of his George’s hand and backs away.

| NT. ENTRYWAY, PENELOPE S HOUSE, NI GHT

Beside the front door, the illum nated face of the wall -
mount ed security keypad reads “3:12 am - ACTI VE".

In the dark living room Penelope in black & tan cowboy
paj amas |lays in a sleeping bag on the couch, shotgun beside
her on the fl oor.

A noon shadow falls on the bottom of the front door
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In the living room Penelope grabs the shotgun and sits up.
The front door CREAKS.
Penel ope tenses in the dark.

She sits erect and ains the shotgun at the front door.

PENEL OPE
Halt! | have a gun. W' s there?
She PUWMPS THE SHOTGUN
PENEL OPE
Stop or I’'lIl shoot!

Penel ope props the shotgun on the arm of the couch and takes
cover horizontally, laying flat on the couch.

PENEL OPE
Show yourself or 1’'Il shoot!

Penel ope ains carefully at the door.
The front door CREAKS again, and WND how s out si de.
Penel ope rel axes and puts down the gun. She sighs.

PENEL OPE
| amlistening way too hard!

| NT. ENTRYWAY, PENELOPE S HOUSE, DAWN
A car (O S.) in the driveway honks three tines.

Penel ope approaches the front door and peers out the
peephol e, clutching her shotgun by the barrel.

She shoul ders the weapon, punches buttons on the wall -
mount ed security keypad, and steps out the front door.

PENEL OPE
|’ mso glad you' re back! Conme on
i n —qui ck!

Frank and Martha slip in as Penel ope covers themfromthe
porch with the shotgun

Penel ope backs in then SLAMS and | ocks the door and punches
buttons on the security keypad.
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| NT. LIVING ROOM
Frank and Martha, pale and depressed, sit in the living room

Penel ope props the shotgun in the corner and steps over to
sit beside Frank on the couch and take his hand. She
separates enough to look himin the eye with warm concern.

PENEL OPE
|’ mso sorry your Dad died. He
led a good Iife. Are you okay?

Frank sighs and hol ds her tight.

FRANK
| amnow ... with you.

Frank | ooks mature, thoughtful.

FRANK
And |’ ve | earned sonething by his
passi ng.

Frank seens strangely w ser.

Penel ope’s |ips press together in a neager smle and she
hugs Frank tightly.

PENEL OPE
[’1l ride shotgun with you in the
nor ni ng.

They exchange brave, earnest gl ances.
| NT. LOBBY, M CROTEK, SILICON VALLEY, DAY

Early norning light glows on the marble floor as the swirling
heads of the FLOOR CLEANI NG MACHI NE pol i sh at hi gh speed.

Federica wal ks the machine noisily to the security desk and
smles at the SECURI TY OFFI CER Federica wears bl onde pi g-
tails, heavy makeup, and a janitor’s uniformshowi ng |ots of
cl eavage. Her breast pockets are |abeled “M croTek” and “Fran”

She turns off the machine and parks it. She snatches up a
mop out of a pail of water and swabs the corner industriously.

Federica throws the nop into the pail and hangs it fromthe

side of the floor cleaning machine. She wheels it over to
the security desk and through the netal detector.
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An ALARM BEEPS and fl ashes. The Security Oficer stands up
chal I engi ngly. Federica waves a security badge at him

Anot her ARMED GUARD | ooks over Federica’s gear and figure.

Federica sets the pail and nop down just inside the netal
detector and starts up the FLOOR CLEANI NG MACHI NE. She
| oudly cleans the floor within the security area.

The Security Oficer hands back Federica' s security badge
and frantically waves her on. He covers his ears, cringing.

Federica cleans her way to the end of the hall. She wal ks
back to pickup the pail and nop then wal ks back up the hal
and wheel s the machi ne t hrough the door.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM PENELOPE S HOUSE, DAWN

Mart ha speaks with panic into the phone. Frank watches in
wonder nent whi |l e Penel ope hefts the shotgun.

MARTHA (on phone)
Yes, a screanl Pl ease send an
of ficer right away!

Mart ha hangs up the phone and | ooks pl eased.

FRANK
Mom | never knew you had such
acting tal ent!

PENEL OPE

kay, backup’s on the way.
Renmenber the plan!

Penel ope PUVMPS A ROUND i nto her shotgun.

Frank zips his jacket and Penel ope ains the shotgun toward
t he door.

Mart ha nods readi ness and peers out the |living roomw ndow.
Penel ope peers through the peephole, then gives a thunbs up.

PENEL OPE
W are a &GO

Penel ope charges out the door, Frank on her tail.

Mart ha cl oses and bolts the door, then runs back to the
front wi ndow and peeks out between the curtains.
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EXT. FRONT YARD, PENELOPE S HOUSE, DAV

The bl ue stucco walls sparkle in the norning light, accented
with white trimand lattice w ndows.

Wavi ng the shotgun, Penel ope runs by a pink flam ngo stuck
into the center of her front |awn.

Frank warily heads for his car, parked in the driveway.
He waves his renpote at the Prius; it BEEPS and fl ashes.

Across a sideyard, the neighbor’s front DOOR OPENS, draw ng
Penel ope’ s attention; she swi vels and ai s.

The ELDERLY NEI GHBOR wal ks onto his porch pulled by TWO
SCHNAUZERS who strain at their |eash. H's eyes bul ge as he
sees Penel ope. He backs quickly into his house. The dogs
YELP as they’ re tugged back inside and the DOOR SLAMS shut .

Frank opens his car door and checks the back seat. He clinbs
into the driver’s seat, SLAMS and | ocks the door.

Crouchi ng | ow beside a trash can, Penel ope | ooks up and down
t he sidewal k, shotgun at the ready, and crosses the street.

Frank’ s CAR STARTS QUI ETLY then backs silently out of the
driveway, and halts opposite Penel ope.

Penel ope opens the car door, shoulders the shotgun, gets in.
Frank’ s car PURRS down the street.
I NT. / EXT. FRANK' S CAR, DAWN
Trees zip by as Frank quietly zoons down the residential block.
Frank grips the steering wheel nervously and | ooks grim
Penel ope warily scans in all directions.
PENEL OPE

Ckay! Strategy: Spring like a

j ackrabbit! Floor it!
Frank’s foot presses down on the accel erator.

The car speeds up a tiny anount.

Frank shrugs at Penel ope.
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| NT. / EXT. FRANK' S CAR, 4-LANE RESI DENTI AL THOROUGHFARE, DAY
Frank turns onto a | arger street and | ooks around fearfully.
As traffic thickens, Penel ope peers into each vehicle.

Frank speeds around a curve and passes a fire truck in the
right lane. He cuts off the fire truck as he speeds onto a
freeway on-ranp signed “280 South”.

| NT. / EXT. FRANK' S CAR, HI GHWAY 280, DAY

The pink concrete sound wall blurs past as Frank’s Toyota
Prius speeds down the freeway, thick with conmute traffic.

PENEL OPE
So far, so good.

Frank | ooks relieved.

PENEL OPE
New strategy: Vigilance!

Penel ope carefully scrutinizes each driver around them

A Honda Civic driver, 20s male with long hair, steers
steadily, picking his nose.

A truck driver, 30s nmale, argues angrily into his cell phone.
Frank turns his head to squint at a |ate nodel Audi.

A shadowy 40s fermale driver wearing a hat | ooks over and
ainms a shiny black gun shape at him

FRANK
aQun!

Frank, terrified, hunches down and peeks over the dashboard
to steer. Penel ope crouches and shifts the shotgun to aim

Frank steps on the accel erator.
He frowns at the slow response.

FRANK
Cone on car!

Frank VEERS onto the shoul der and careens down an of f-ranp.
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| NT. / EXT. FRANK' S CAR, BUSY RESI DENTI AL STREET, DAY
Frank and Penel ope | ook back intently.
The Audi foll ows behind them

Frank | ooks down at the floored accel erator, disappointed,
t hen | ooks up.

Hi s face expl odes in shock.

Ahead, a line of Montessori kindergartners wearing white

t ur bans parades through a cross-wal k across the tree-I|ined
street. The children see Frank’s car and scream They
scatter, racing across the street.

Frank screans.

Penel ope screans.

Frank grimaces and stonps on the BRAKES.

One small G RL freezes in the mddle of the street. She
stares at Frank’s car with big eyes, paralyzed by fear.

Frank’ s face reddens as he puts all his weight on the brake.
The Grl’'s face wdens in fear.

Frank’s face wdens in fear.

Penel ope’s face widens in fear.

Frank’ s foot bears down on the brakes, SCREECH NG

Frank and Penel ope vault forward, restrained by their
seat bel ts.

The car stops, inches fromthe Grl, who drops a doll.
The doll’s porcel ain head CRACKS upon hitting the asphalt.
The car lurches and Frank falls back into his seat, relieved.

Penel ope fearfully I ooks to the |l eft side where the Audi has
pul l ed up even with them

| nside the Audi a M DDLE- AGED WOMAN turns toward Frank

A shiny tubul ar device ains at Frank.
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Frank cringes and ducks then peers out over the dashboard.
Penel ope ai ns her shotgun and ducks.
| NT. / EXT. AUDI, DAY

A LITTLE GRL in the passenger seat waves a bl ow dryer at
her hair. She brushes and pretends to cry.

M DDLE- AGED WOVAN, driving with both hands on the wheel,
| ooks over, notherly.

MOM
| can’t, Honey, |I’mdriving. You
have to do it yourself.

The Little Grl pulls the brush through her hair with
difficulty.

I NT. JANITOR S CLOSET, M CROTEK, DAY

Mop and broom handl es crowd shel ves of cleaning supplies in
the small dark cl oset.

Federica reaches into the pail of dirty water and pulls out
a baggi e containing the black 9nm pi stol and sil encer. She

unwaps it, screws the silencer onto the barrel, CHAMBERS A
ROUND, and hides the gun in her shirt.

She narrows her eyes and squints.

| NT. FRANK'S OFFI CE, M CROTEK, DAY

The door opens abruptly and Frank charges into the room He
| ooks stressed and sighs with relief.

Penel ope follows politely.

FRANK
Wew  Have a seat, honey.

Frank waves her to the couch then wal ks toward hi s desk.

Frank sits in his chair and wheels over to his desk, then
suddenly stops in his tracks.

From beneath the desk, Federica sneers and sticks the GUN
with silencer into Frank’s crotch.

Frank squawks and recoils.
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FEDERI CA
Hel | o, Frank!

Penel ope | ooks al ar ned.
Federica pushes Frank back with the gun and peeks out at her.

Frank wheels his chair back

FEDERI CA
You both just sit tight. Were is
t he Di ogenes devi ce, Frank?!

Frank stamers; fear distorts his face.

FRANK
It’s ... in secure storage.
Penel ope face intensifies.
FEDERI CA

kay, Frank. What's procedure to
get it out?

In the corridor outside Frank’s office, Jonah passes by and
gl ances in through the glass paneling to wave at Frank.

Frank jerks his eyebrows and waves frantically and points
under his desk.

Jonah nods and di stances his hands as if neasuring a big
fish. He wal ks off | aughing.

Frank sadly closes his eyes then | ooks cleverly at Federica.

FRANK
Send an e-mail, they deliver it by
messenger. Takes a few m nutes.

FEDERI CA
Ckay, do it! Send the e-mail.

Frank | ooks worriedly at Penel ope as he powers up his
deskt op conputer

Penel ope | ooks back, frightened, as STARTUP MJSI C trunpets
cheerily.

Frank taps the stud on the Thought Translator in his ear. He
coughs to cover its startup tones.
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Frank opens a new e-nail nessage.
ON THE COVPUTER SCREEN
The title bar reads COWPOSE MESSAGE. In a text box:

Robbery i n progress!
Send security to room 206 asap.

The letters F-r-a-n-k PECK OQUT one by one.
BACK TO FRANK' S OFFI CE

STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS surge then fade in Frank’s ear as he
ains his head at Federica, still crowded under Frank's desk.

FEDERI CA
No funny busi ness!

A CLICK and the conputer screen clears.

FEDERI CA
What happens next?

Federi ca pokes the gun into Frank’s groin.

Frank squawks, aimng his head to track Federi ca.

FRANK
Travels in a briefcase. | have to
sign for it.

FEDERI CA
Then we wait — silently — until it

gets here. Nobody noves!

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Soon’s | have it in nmy hand, slap
a patch on his jugular. Then her.
Knock ‘emout fast. |’ m gone.

Puzzl ement distorts Frank’s face. He picks up the sunbl ock
fromhis desk and ains two qui ck SPRAYS onto his jugul ar vein.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. O.)

. suffered for this ... worth
mllions ... He better not screw
this up!

Federica sticks the gun into Frank’ s knee.
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FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Better kneecap him so he knows |’ m
serious.

Cowar di ce yell ows Frank’s face. He cringes and pulls away.

FEDERI CA' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
On second thought, better kneecap
her.

Pani ¢ convul ses Frank. Det erm nati on washes over his face.

FRANK
No! Wait, |ook ...

Frank renmoves the Thought Translator fromhis ear and puts
it in his palm

FRANK
| lied. Here it isl!

Frank | ooks gl um as he gives the Thought Translator to
Federi ca. Frank extends his hand below the desk and rolls it
onto the fl oor.

Federica's hand follows it as it rolls, reaches out from
beneath the desk and snatches it.

Federica | ooks at it dubiously.

FEDERI CA
HelI! It took up three floors when
they used it on ne!

FRANK
Yes! Damm it! That's what we do

here! W mniaturize electronic
devi ces!

Federica holds it to her eye, letting her gun droop.
Federica' s smle stretches fromcheek to cheek

FEDERI CA
What’ s the range?

Federica stretches her |egs and struggles upright, glancing
t hrough the glass walls, keeps the gun hidden at desk | evel.

FRANK
Two neters.
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Federica pockets the device and | ooks smlingly at Frank. In
her pocket, her fingers strip the wapper off a medi cated patch.

Federica steps toward Frank and points to Frank’s right.

FEDERI CA
Look at that.

As Frank | ooks, Federica thunbs a patch onto his jugular vein.

FRANK
VWha-

Frank’ s mouth and eyebrows stretch hunorously. His eyes
close and his face falls flat. He teeters drowsily out of
his chair and keels over onto the fl oor.

Frank SMACKS hi s eyebrow agai nst the desk as he falls.
Federica' s face expresses pain.

PENEL OPE
Fr ank!

FEDERI CA
OM Sorry about that, Frank!

Federica gl ances out the glass paneling, crouches to hide,
and ai nms her gun at Penel ope.

FEDERI CA
Do not nove!

Federica funbles in her pocket and readi es anot her patch.
FEDERI CA
Just a fast-acting but harnl ess
sedati ve

Frank is out cold, collapsed in an awkward heap on the fl oor.

Federica steps over Frank’s still body to Penel ope. She
ai s her gun at Penel ope’s heart and points to the side.

FEDERI CA
You see that?

Penel ope | ooks to the side and Federica abruptly reaches
toward her, patch in hand.
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Suddenly, Frank is standing. He twists his torso to stretch
and reach the framed photo of Kimon the desk.

Federica sl aps the patch on Penel ope’ s jugul ar vein.
The netal franme flashes as it SMASHES into Federica' s skull.
Federica crashes to the carpet face first, head bl oody.

As Penel ope sl unps over on the couch, out cold, Frank rips
the patch from her neck

Frank rips the patch off his neck and glares at Federica's
still body.

Frank jerks his deskphone out of its cradle and punches 911

He janms the phone to his ear and sits on his desk, facing
with his back to Federica. He wi pes his hand down his face.

FRANK
Man!

Bl ood streans down Federica s face as she struggles to stand.
Frank turns and fear spreads across his face.
Federica points her gun unsteadily at Frank.

FEDERI CA
This is for Peter Mieller.

Federica thunbs back the hamrer of her 9mm pistol and ains.
Frank throws the phone at Federica, hitting her shooting arm
The GUN FI RES.

Shards spray across Frank’s desk as the glass wall SHATTERS.
BLOOD SPURTS across Frank’ s chest.

Seen through the broken w ndow, TWO UNI FORMED SECURI TY
OFFI CERS approach with guns drawn.

Federica jans the gun into her shirt, nops the bl ood from
her head, and runs out the door.

I NT. OFFI CE CORRI DOR, M CROTEK, DAY
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Federica cl oses the door softly and turns down the corridor
at a rel axed pace.

As two office workers pass, she counts the |ight bul bs out
loud with her finger and wal ks, staggering, hugging the
right side of the hallway.

| NT. LIVING ROOM PENELOPE S HOUSE, NI GHT

Penel ope and Frank hold hands on the couch. Frank has a
bl ack eye and bandaged arm in a sling. He smles at
Penel ope, sitting beside him

FRANK
and |"mgetting a raise, too.

Penel ope smrks at Frank.

PENEL OPE
It sure was scary. |I’mjust glad
it worked out so well. But

never again, right Frank?
Frank | ooks enlightened. He puts his arm around her shoul ders.

FRANK
O course not.

On the couch behind Penel ope, Frank’s fingers are crossed.

PENEL OPE
So what happened to Federica?

Frank shrugs and | ooks phil osophi cal .

FRANK
Got away wi thout a trace.

EXT. VICTORI A HARBOR, HONG KONG, DUSK

Boats CHUG nearby and masts CLANK. Harbor |ights bob and
gl eamin the wani ng sunset.

Hong Kong’ s massi ve skyscrapers tower above, tw nkling.
EXT. TOP DECK, STAR FERRY, VICTORI A HARBOR

The passenger ferry rocks with a wave and fitfully REVS I TS
ENG NES.
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A knot of PASSENCERS streans across the bl ue-canopied ranp;
commut ers head to the benches, tourists to the rails.

A man in a black coat stands near the rail. He takes a drag
and flips the bright spark down through a graceful 30-foot
arc scratched against the black water and ship's hull.

EXT. TOP DECK, CORNER

The scarred planks creak and roll. Three figures talk
cautiously near the rail, mainland lights in the background.

JOE, 30s, nuscul ar American thug, handsone in a suit with
bri ef case, watches suspiciously. H's hand bulges in his pocket.

JOE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
VWhat a wonan!

Federica, sleek in short black hair and spandex, eyes him —
head steady — as she reaches into her pocket.

Joe steps between her and the other man and raises the
bri efcase defensively; his hand strains in his pocket.

JCE
Pl ease, keep your hands away from
your pockets!

Federica smles at himcalny.
FEDERI CA
(Austral ian accent)
Down boy! Just getting out the
case, okay?
Joe stares into her eyes; his intense face nelts to a smle.
JOE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| s’ pose frisking you is out of
the question. Hmm . ..

Federica scolds himw th her eyes. She shows himthe black
case, then turns to aimher head at the other man.

The FRENCHVAN, 60s, grey, dapper, and debonair, studies her.

STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS wash out the rhythnms of the harbor.
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FRENCHVAN S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
(Parisian accent)
Tu es norte, nadenpi sell e.

FRENCHVAN
Oh! Ca va, Joe. Leave the pretty
girl al one.

The Frenchman sm | es | echerously at Federi ca.
STATI C AND FLUI D SOUNDS f ade as Federica | ooks back to Joe.
Di sgust flashes on Joe’s face as he watches the Frenchman.

JOE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Arrogant frog.

Joe turns to stare at Federica appreciatively. He sighs.
JOE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
| could do anything with a woman
li ke that at ny side.

Federi ca blushes and turns her attention to the Frenchman.
STATI C AND FLU D SOUNDS fade as the signal is reacquired.

The Frenchman | eers at her.

FRENCHVMAN S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
Ah, magnifique! What a pity.

FRENCHVAN
Show her the noney, Joe.

Joe sits on the bench and opens the briefcase on his |ap.
Neat bl ocks of hundred dollar bills pack the briefcase.

Federica sm | es appreciatively. Her eyes narrow as she | ooks
back at the Frenchnman.

FEDERI CA
So, tinme for a denonstration?

Federica smles confidently at the Frenchman | eani ng agai nst
the rail beside her. Joe closes the briefcase and joins him

FRENCHVAN
Ah, mais oui, bien sur.
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He waves at the bl ack case.

FRENCHVAN
(commandi ngl y)
Open it.
Federi ca noves opposite himand opens the enpty bl ack case.
FEDERI CA
This is the enpty case. You can
see its size and shape. |I’'m

wearing it nowin ny left ear.
The Frenchman | ooks down uncertainly and gl ances at Joe.

FRENCHVAN S THOUGHTS (V. O.)
Qop- | a!

She pulls her hair back to show himthe device in her ear.

Federica ains her head carefully at the Frenchman and sm |l es
insincerely as STATIC AND FLU D SOUNDS fill her ear.

FRENCHVAN
| amthinking of ny favorite
col or.

FEDERI CA
Bl ue.

The Frenchman | ooks at Federica thoughtfully.

FRENCHVAN
The name of ny m stress?

Federica smles, enjoying the gane.

FEDERI CA
Domi ni que.

The Frenchman smles brightly and | ooks happily at Joe.

FRENCHVAN
| ncr oyabl e!

He steps close to Federica and uses a bl ack-gl oved hand to
turn her head. He | ooks at her left ear; he snells her.

He steps back to the rail and turns around to | ook at her.
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FRENCHVAN
| want a ...

Federica | aughs.

FEDERI CA
Toyota Pri us.

The Frenchman smles childishly and nods to Joe.

FRENCHVAN
Qui .

He waves for Joe to give the briefcase to Federica.

FRENCHVAN
Take it out. | want to try it.

Federica steps toward the Frenchman, sm i ng.

In a blink, she jabs himin the eye. As he jerks his head
backwards over the rail, she | eans down, grabs his knees,
and hoists himover the rail.

Joe leaps to intervene, unsuccessfully grabbing at the
Frenchman’s legs as he falls to the water bel ow

Joe | eans over the rail and watches himfall, then turns to
Federica hol ding a shoe in one hand, his gun in the other.

Federica breaks out | aughing and pl ops down on the bench,
arnms splayed. Wth open fingers, she waves surrender to Joe.

FEDERI CA
He planned to kill me!

Joe’s pistol ainms at her head. The Frenchman SPLASHES i nto
t he water bel ow.

Federica stares at Joe. STATIC AND FLU D SQOUNDS swel | .

JOE' S THOUGHTS (V. Q)
She is masterful! Wiat a beauty.

JCE
Did you kill hin®
FRENCHVAN
(fromthe water bel ow)

Secour s!
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Di sappoi nt ment spl ashes across Federica' s face.

FEDERI CA
@uess not.

Joe lowers his gun and | ooks down into the water.

Her hand funbles with a black 9nm PI STOL taped to the back
of the bench as Joe struggles with enotions in background.

Federi ca CHAMBERS A ROUND and ai ns her pistol at Joe.
Joe turns back at the sound, amazed.
Aimng at himcarefully, Federica picks up the briefcase.

FEDERI CA
This is a |l ot of noney, Joe.

She ains the gun away, gesturing palmup, and smles
inquisitively. She works her eyebrows.

A bright smle grows on Joe's face.
Joe turns back to peer over the rail. He ains down carefully.
FRENCHVAN
(fromthe water bel ow)
Merde! Joe, aides-nmoi —
Joe fires the PISTOL twice, and the voice halts abruptly.
Joe turns back to Federica. He tosses his gun overboard.
FEDERI CA
Let’s take the ferry back to
Kowl oon. The view of Hong Kong’s
lights is just so gorgeous.
He smles broadly and offers her his arm

Federica tosses her gun over the rail and sets down the
bri efcase. She takes his armand smles brilliantly at him

FEDERI CA
Sweet heart, would you m nd?

She gestures at the briefcase.

Joe smles and picks it up.
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JOE
W can walk the Mracle M| e and
tal k over what to do with all this
noney.

They wal k of f beam ng, armin-arm
I NT. LIVING ROOM PENELCPE S HOUSE, N GHT
Penel ope sm | es sagely at Frank, beside her on the couch.

FRANK
If only the world could be a nore
honest pl ace.

PENEL OPE
Maybe there’s a silver lining in
all this, sweetie. Maybe a few
politicians will be little nore
honest now.

Frank | ooks | ovingly at Penel ope.

FRANK
Me, too.

Penel ope smles sl ow and sexy as she takes Frank’s GLASSES of f.

PENEL OPE
| ”ve found an honest man, huh.

Frank | ooks refl ecti ve.
FRANK

Mom al ways said, “Lies always |ead
to trouble.”

PENEL OPE
Maybe you shoul d make an honest
woman out of ne, Frankie.

Frank’s face, at first confused, opens into a warmsmle
t hat broadens w th courage.

FRANK
| love you.

Frank and Penel ope smle into each others’ eyes.

FADE OUT

LiesAbout Love Copyright © 2011 by Kendall Callas Kendall@microCounsel.com 115



