                                        KILLERS

              FADE IN:

              EXT. DOWNTOWN CITY STREET - DAY

              Office ants ebb and flow on the street like blood vessels in

              an artery plugged with dark grey Italian wool suits.

              DREXAL BANE, built large, mid thirties, and wearing a black

              leather jacket, lounges up against a lamp post.  The crowd

              breaks around him like waves on a rock.

              Bane's eyes are twin dead grey pools in a face that animates

              itself only when it has to.

              STACY GAMBLE, a young attractive brunette in a yellow summer

              dress walks by Bane's perch.  She cuts through the crowd like

              it isn't even there.

              Bane's eyes lock onto her.  He leaves the lamp post and

              follows her through the crowd.

              Stacy walks past with Bane in dogged pursuit.  Nobody sees

              the game of prey unfolding amongst them.

              EXT. THANE BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

              A solid column of gunmetal glass and chrome steel.  A council

              of lawyers idea of what beauty in urban architecture should

              be.

              A dirty white van with ACME PEST CONTROL on its sides pulls

              up to the curb.

              NICK GEIGER wearing a baseball cap, gas mask and non descript

              white coveralls with ACME PEST CONTROL across the back

              emerges from the passenger side of the van.  He retrieves a

              large spray canister with POISON in bold letter on its sides

              from the van's rear.

              He then pulls on a pair of blue vinyl gloves and wraps tape

              around the cuffs of the gloves and the coveralls, sealing

              them.

              Sharp eyes scan the front of the office building through the

              glass sockets of the gas mask.

              They take in the overweight, wanna be cop, security guard,

              and the surveillance camera by the main entrance.

              Nick closes the van's doors, and bangs on them with his fist.

              The van drives away.

              Nick approaches the main entry, he thrusts a work order sheet

              at the guard.  The guard glances at the sheet.

                                  NICK

                               (muffled by the mask)

                        Exterminator.  Somebody on eleven

                        saw a rodent.

                                  SECURITY GUARD

                        Where's your buddy going.

                                  NICK

                        He's laying some glue traps two

                        blocks over.  Killing two birds

                        with one stone, so to speak.

              The guard's a little miffed at being cut out of the loop.

                                  SECURITY GUARD

                        Nobody told me you were coming.

                        Could you take off your mask,

                        please?

                                  NICK

                               (shakes head)

                        No way buddy.

                               (holds up poison)

                        I've been spraying this shit all

                        day.  I'm covered in it.  I don't

                        need to be breathing any of the

                        dried crystals in.  I've got no

                        need for my liver to burst or any

                        future kids to be born with

                        flippers for arms.  You follow?

              Nick takes a step forward, the guard takes a step back and

              nervously fingers his flashlight.

                                  SECURITY GUARD

                        Uh, sure.

                                  NICK

                        So am I going up or what?

                               (shrugs)

                        It don't bother me, I get paid by

                        the hour.  Course the flip side is

                        your tenant pays by the hour too.

              The security guard weighs it all out.  After all, the guy's

              just trying to do his job.

                                  SECURITY GUARD

                        Go on up.

              He presses a button, with a buzz and a click, Nick's inside.

              EXT. ONE BLOCK AWAY - CONTINUOUS

              Bane gains on Stacy, she's still not aware of his pursuit.

              People are sparse on the sidewalk now.

              INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

              Nick rides up to the twelfth floor.  He drops down and

              unscrews the top of the poison canister.  He pulls two

              silenced 9mm automatics from the cylinder.

              They go on the floor quickly followed by four clips of ammo,

              a Tear gas grenade, and a Thermite grenade.

              Nick loads the guns, racks them, and then places the items

              about his body.

              He reaches into the canister one last time and pulls out a

              can of oven cleaner.  He sprays down the canister and lid and

              then throws the cleaner can inside.

              The elevator dings as it reaches the twelfth floor.  The door

              slides back.  Nick draws both pistols and steps out into.

              INT. 12TH FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

              A cookie cutter corporate hallway.  Raised letters spelling

              out the name of a dot com long since vanished, grace the wall

              across from the elevator.

              Nick moves towards the double doors at the far end of the

              hallway.

              EXT. THANE BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

              Bane steps up beside Stacy, he grabs her by the arm with one

              hand, and around the mouth with his other, and drags her into

              the mouth of the alley they are walking by.

              INT. 12TH FLOOR HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

              Nick is almost at the doors when one of them opens, and a

              BURLY GUY in a bad fitting suit steps out into the hallway.

              He closes the door, and then turns to find Nick standing

              there, pistol aimed.

                                  BURLY GUY

                               (in German)

                        Fuck.

              Nick shoots him in the forehead, he falls back on the carpet.

              Nick puts two more in his chest.  He quickly frisks the body.

              INT. 12TH FLOOR OFFICE - SECONDS LATER

              The door opens a crack.  The glint of Nick's gas mask

              eyepiece flickers through the gap as he checks out the

              situation.  The door opens wider.

              A Tear Gas grenade thumps onto the carpet and begins to spew

              thick white smoke.  HACKING AND COUGHING O.S.

              The door bursts in and Nick goes to work.

              It's hard to see in the smoke through the gas mask.  A shape

              lumbers through the fog.  Nick puts three rounds into it.

              Head, heart, heart.  Turn to the left.  Another shape and the

              rhythm is repeated.

              A GUNSHOT and the potted plant beside Nick's elbow explodes

              into dirt and ceramic shards.

              Nick goes hard left, both guns firing into the muzzle flash

              of the other gun.  BREAKING GLASS.  Another body falls.  The

              smoke starts to swirl as a breeze blows in.

              Nick reloads as he hunts round the edges of the room for the

              last target.  He edges up to where one of the windows is

              blown out.  The tear gas streams outside.

              The last Russian bursts out of the smoke, his eyes streaming

              with tears, a handkerchief held over his mouth with one hand

              and a pistol in the other.

                                  RUSSIAN

                               (in Russian)

                        Bastard, Motherfucker!

              He opens fire.

              The bullets punch holes in the glass on either side of Nick.

              Nick drops like a goalie in the net, and lets fly with his

              deadly rhythm.

              The Russian is killed with the first shot but his momentum

              carries him out the window.

                                  NICK

                        Shit.

              Nick tries to grab at the body as it goes by but his fingers

              just graze cloth.

              The tear gas clears.  Nick quickly scouts the bodies in the

              office.

              He's looking for something but whatever it is it isn't on

              these guys.  Nick turns and looks at the missing glass pane.

              The wind rustles the fake plants beside the jagged hole.

              Nick pulls off his gas mask and throws it down in

              frustration.  He has an English accent.

                                  NICK

                        Fuck!

              Without the gas mask, he looks a lot like Sean Bean.  He runs

              his fingers through his sandy hair, trying to untangle it.

                                  NICK

                        Wonderful, just fucking wonderful.

              The guns, the glove, and the coveralls all go on in the pile,

              followed by the rubber boot covers over his shoes.

              Nick Geiger stands there in an anonymous dark grey Armani

              suit, and Gucci shoes.  Just another office drone.

              A Thermite grenade drops on the pile of gear.  It sparks, and

              then begins to burn with intense heat, melting the evidence

              into slag.

              EXT. 12TH FLOOR HALLWAY - SECONDS LATER

              Nick makes it to the stairwell just as the sprinklers and the

              fire alarm go off.

              EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

              Layers of graffiti cover almost every visible surface.  It's

              deserted except for a beat up yellow van at the alley's far

              end.

              Nick walks out a back exit, his eyes check every nook and

              shadow.  He's got to get to the Russian's body out front

              before the cops arrive.  He moves towards the front of the

              alley.

              STACY MOANS WITH FEAR O.S.  Nick stops, and listens.

                                  BANE (O.S.)

                               (faint)

                        Shut up, you asked for this.

              Nick turns and looks down the alley. A flash of yellow cloth

              by the side of a dumpster.

              The front of the alley is so close.  The item he needs to get

              is just round the corner.  He starts towards the front of the

              alley again.

                                  STACY (O.S.)

                               (faint)

                        Please don't.

              Nick turns back towards the dumpster.  He knows this is a bad

              idea but can't help himself.  He moves to the opposite side

              of the alley, his back to the wall.  DISTANT SIRENS make him

              frown.

              Nick rounds the edge of the dumpster.

              Stacy is crouched beside the dumpster.  Her dress is ripped

              and there's a long scratch on her face.  She's so scared she

              looks like she's trying to push herself through the

              dumpster's wall.

              Nick scans the alley.  Nothing.

                                  NICK

                        Where is he?

              Stacy stays silent.

                                  NICK

                        Is he still here?

              A small whimper escapes her lips.

                                  NICK

                        Can you walk?

              Bane is crouched down behind the dumpster.  Through the gap

              between the wall, he has Stacy's hair wrapped round his fist,

              and a big serrated knife held to the back of her neck.

              No response from Stacy.

              Another quick check of the alley.  Still apparently deserted.

              Nick snaps his fingers at her.

                                  NICK

                        Hey.

              Still nothing.  Nick's frustration flickers across his face.

              He just blew the mission for this?  He walks towards Stacy

              and grabs her by the arm.

                                  NICK

                        You've got to get out of this

                        alley, help's on the way.

              The van starts up down the alleyway.

              Nick turns towards the sound.

              With a belch of smoke the van starts to take off.

              Bane pushes Stacy towards Nick, and bursts out of the shadow

              on the other side of the dumpster, the serrated knife

              clutched in his right hand, hunting for Nick's neck.

              Nick catches Stacy before she falls but only has enough time

              to block Bane's attack with his right arm.  Bane slashes

              across Nick's raised right arm with the knife.

              Stacy falls to the ground as Nick fights off Bane.

                                  BANE

                        That's right, save the girl.  My

                        my, you're a real hero.

              The knife cuts through the overcoat like butter but slips off

              the wool suit underneath.

              Nick takes advantage of Bane's momentary confusion, and

              pushes the killers arm further to the right.  Nick puts a

              series of vicious kicks into Bane's ribs that send him flying

              into the alley wall.

              Stacy pulls herself off the ground, and makes her way

              unsteadily out of the alley.

              Nick pulls off his overcoat and holds it loose in his left

              hand.

              Bane pulls himself off the wall, and shakes his head.

              Nobody's ever fought back like that before.

              Nick's now in a fighter's crouch.

                                  NICK

                        I don't have time for this right

                        now mate.  You've just kicked the

                        worlds biggest monkey wrench up my

                        arse and cost me a lot of money.

                        So I don't feel too bad ruining

                        your entertainment.  Now, why

                        don't you just fuck off home and

                        we'll call it a day.

              Bane lunges with his knife at Nick again.  Nick blocks the

              lunge with his overcoat, pulls the big man into him, and

              drives his forehead into Bane's nose.  Blood flows instantly.

              Bane throws Nick off with a bellow of pain.

                                  NICK

                        Not so much fun when they fight

                        back is it?

              Bane runs in at full tilt, wildly slashing at Nick's head

              with the knife.  With a flick of his wrist, Nick traps the

              blade in the folds of his overcoat.  Bane doesn't try to free

              the blade, he just keeps coming.

              The force of the attack lifts Nick off of his feet.  Bane

              carries him back and smashes him into the concrete wall.  The

              impact stuns Nick for a second.

              Bane tries to slash at Nick's neck but the overcoat is

              wrapped too thick around his blade.  Frustrated, Bane hammers

              his other fist into Nick's head.

                                  BANE

                        You've ruined everything.

              Nick grabs Bane's closed fist to ward off the blows.  Bane

              wraps his free hand around Nick's throat.  He starts to

              squeeze.

                                  BANE

                        We were just talking.

              The POLICE SIRENS are getting closer.

                                  NICK

                               (strangled)

                        Like fuck you were.

              Nick kicks Bane in the kneecap.

              The pain makes Bane release his grip on Nick's throat.  Nick

              falls.  He hits the ground hard.  There's a screech of tires

              from the mouth of the alley.

              Bane wants to finish Nick but there's no time.

                                  BANE

                        It's been fun.  Better luck next

                        time.

              Bane runs off down the alley.

              Nick rolls on his back, everything starts to spin.

                                                       FADE TO WHITE:

              FADE IN:

              INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

              Nick sits propped up on a hospital bed unconscious.  His eyes

              open.

              The room swims into focus.  A police officer stands by the

              door.  The officer notices Nick is awake, and speaks into the

              radio by his shoulder.

              Nick closes his eyes preparing.

              The room door opens and a DOCTOR followed by Homicide

              Detective JOHN TENNEY.  Tenney is intense, and has an air of

              ambition about him.

              Nick opens his eyes.  The Doctor leans over and checks Nick's

              vital signs.  He gently probes the back of Nick's head with

              his fingers.

                                  DOCTOR

                        Does that hurt.

                                  NICK

                               (grimaces)

                        Only when you touch it.

                                  TENNEY

                        Doctor.

              The Doctor continues his examination.

                                  DOCTOR

                        You'll get your turn Detective.

                        When I am done.

                               (to Nick)

                        You are lucky.  No concussion, no

                        muscle damage.  You may have a

                        stiff neck for a couple of days.

                                  NICK

                        When can I go?

                                  TENNEY

                        That'll depend.

              The Doctor shoots Tenney an annoyed look.

                                  DOCTOR

                        You took some serious blows to the

                        head.  I want to keep you

                        overnight just in case.

                                  NICK

                        You just said there was no

                        evidence of a concussion.

                                  DOCTOR

                        And I'd hate to be wrong and have

                        you drop dead of an aneurism, five

                        steps from the front door of this

                        hospital.

                               (turns to Tenney)

                        You have fifteen minutes.

              Tenney starts to protest.

                                  DOCTOR

                        Could be ten.

              Deflated somewhat Tenney steps around the Doctor to the side

              of Nick's bed.

                                  TENNEY

                        I'm Lieutenant Tenney, homicide.

              Tenney holds out his hand.  Nick ignores it.

                                  NICK

                        Since when does homicide handle

                        assault and attempted rape?

                                  TENNEY

                        When they come within a whisker of

                        murder.

              Tenney pulls out a notebook.

                                  TENNEY

                        Just a few questions and then

                        we'll let you get some rest.

                                  NICK

                        Is the girl okay?

                                  TENNEY

                        For the most part.  Though if she

                        pulls any more stunts like that

                        the only byline she'll be getting

                        in the newspaper is an obit.

                                  NICK

                        She's a reporter?

                                  TENNEY

                        S'what I hear.  Your full name

                        please.

                                  NICK

                        Nick Geiger.

                                  TENNEY

                        Birth date?

                                  NICK

                        July twelfth, nineteen seventy.

                                  TENNEY

                        Married, divorced?

                                  NICK

                        Divorced.  I like ballroom

                        dancing, long windy walks and

                        black labrador retrievers.  In

                        case you're interested.

              Tenney frowns at the flip answer.

                                  TENNEY

                        What were you doing in that alley,

                        Nick?

                                  NICK

                        Stopping a rape,  I figure that

                        much would be obvious even to a

                        cop, and now it sounds like I

                        stopped a murder too.

                                  TENNEY

                        Don't let it go to your head.  I

                        could be looking at your body in

                        the morgue right now.  The

                        department frowns on civilians

                        putting themselves in danger.

                                  NICK

                        I'll make a note of that for the

                        next time.

              Tenney grimaces at Nick's attempt at humor.

                                  TENNEY

                        Funny.  You're English.

                                  NICK

                        Originally.  Not too much gets by

                        you does it Detective.

              Tenney is starting to get pissed.

                                  TENNEY

                        Citizenship's a privilege.

              Nick stares at Tenney for a long beat.

                                  NICK

                        I suppose it is.

              Tenney looks back at his notebook.

                                  TENNEY

                        So, what happened in that alley?

                                  NICK

                        I was on my way to check on a

                        collection...

                                  TENNEY

                        ...Somebody owed you money.

                                  NICK

                        Of antique watches.  I heard the

                        girl cry out as I walked past the

                        mouth of the alley.  I went to

                        investigate, and ended up fighting

                        with her attacker.  He drove me

                        pretty hard into the alley wall.

                        The police showed up, he ran off,

                        I passed out, and now I'm talking

                        to you.

                                  TENNEY

                        Aren't most antique stores on the

                        other side of the city?

                                  NICK

                        There is an individual a few

                        blocks from there that specializes

                        in estate sales.  He had some very

                        nice early eighteenth century

                        French pieces he'd recently

                        acquired.

              Nick pauses.

                                  NICK

                        Is any of this useful to you?

                                  TENNEY

                        I'm riveted.  I'm more interested

                        however in some twentieth century

                        Russian pieces.

              Tenney watches Nick's face closely.

                                  NICK

                        Watches like that, you can buy on

                        the internet for twenty dollars a

                        pop.

                                  TENNEY

                        What about guns?

                                  NICK

                        Wouldn't know, it's not a market

                        I deal in.

              Tenney makes a note.

                                  TENNEY

                        So these french watches, you buy

                        them cheap from this estate guy

                        and then sell them for more to

                        your clientele.

                                  NICK

                        Each client gives me lists of

                        preferred purchases, things to

                        look out for.  I share these wish

                        lists with various Estate Agents.

                        If any item on that list turns up

                        through a sale or auction the

                        agent acquires it, and contacts

                        me. I pay them a commission on the

                        purchase price.  I then add my own

                        commission, and sell the piece to

                        my customer.  Everybody gets

                        exactly what they want.

              Nick watches Tenney dutifully keeping notes.

                                  NICK

                        Other times I simply act as an

                        informed go between for interested

                        parties.

                                  TENNEY

                        Informed?

                                  NICK

                        I make sure the goods purchased

                        are real, not spurious.

                                  TENNEY

                        And there's good money in all of

                        that?

                                  NICK

                        Comfortable money.

                                  TENNEY

                        Do you believe in vigilante

                        justice Mister Geiger?

                                  NICK

                        Seeing as you're asking such

                        probing questions, call me Nick.

                                  TENNEY

                        Okay.  Do you believe in vigilante

                        justice, Nick?

                                  NICK

                        Not as a rule.

                                  TENNEY

                        But you think it's okay in certain

                        situations.

                                  NICK

                        I think you can justify any action

                        in certain situations.

                                  TENNEY

                        Do you carry a gun in the course

                        of conducting your business?

                                  NICK

                        Only if it's required.  I have a

                        permit to carry.

                                  TENNEY

                        Were you carrying today?

              Nick looks straight at Tenney.

                                  NICK

                        I wasn't expecting any trouble.

                                  TENNEY

                        But you found it anyway.

                                  NICK

                        I suppose I did.

                                  TENNEY

                        Have you ever seen the girl's

                        attacker before?

                                  NICK

                        No.

                                  TENNEY

                        Did you get a good look at him.

                                  NICK

                        Not really, he was on me pretty

                        fast.  He had a good six inches of

                        height on me, and was powerfully

                        built.

                                  TENNEY

                        And the knife.

                                  NICK

                        It was large, around ten inches

                        long, and had a serrated edge.

                                  TENNEY

                        So you didn't get a good look at

                        his face but you can describe the

                        knife, in detail.

                                  NICK

                        It had most of my attention.

                                  TENNEY

                        But you're not cut.  How do you

                        explain that?

              Nick's eyes flick a look over at his suit jacket draped

              across the back of one of the visitor's chairs.  He plays the

              moment for all it's worth, and gives Tenney an, "Aw shucks,"

              smile.

                                  NICK

                        Dumb luck.

              Tenney doesn't buy into it.

                                  TENNEY

                        Dumb luck, and an Armani knockoff

                        made from ballistic nylon.

                                  NICK

                        I'm pretty hard on my suits.

              Nick gives Tenney a sly wink.

                                  NICK

                        And Polyester just has such a

                        stigma attached to it.

                                  TENNEY

                        Do you have any family?  A brother

                        or a sister, Nick?

              Nick starts to get agitated.

                                  NICK

                        What does that have to do with

                        anything.

                                  TENNEY

                        If you could answer the question

                        please.

                                  NICK

                        I had a Sister.

                                  TENNEY

                        Had?

                                  NICK

                        She died in London some years ago.

              Nick's face goes slightly dead at the memory.

                                  TENNEY

                        I'm sorry.

                                  NICK

                        Aren't we all.

                                  TENNEY

                        Can I ask how she died?

              Nick's eyes lock onto Tenney's face.

                                  NICK

                        An IRA car bomb outside Harrod's

                        threw a six inch nail through her

                        neck, and out her left eye.

              Tenney swallows harder than wants to.

                                  NICK

                        I wasn't injured.  Guess I'm just

                        born lucky.  Any other questions

                        Detective?

              Tenney snaps his notebook closed.

                                  TENNEY

                        Uh no, you've been a big help

                        already.

              INT. BANE'S BATHROOM - NIGHT

              Bane looks at his swollen visage in the bathroom mirror.  The

              bathroom is antiseptic white and spotless.  His nose is

              obviously broken.

              Red spots of blood are all over the white porcelain of the

              sink.

                                  BANE

                        Everyone's a liar.  Why don't they

                        tell the truth anymore?

              Bane gingerly touches his nose, and grimaces at the pain.

              His eyes begin to tear in reaction.

                                  BANE

                        Big boys don't cry.

              He bridges his hands on either side of his nose.

                                  BANE

                        Big boys don't cry.

              He tenses.

                                  BANE

                        Big boys don't cry.

              He does a quick left right with his hands, snapping his nose

              bone back into place.

                                  BANE

                        Argh!... Big... Boys... Don't...

              The last word is a scream.

                                  BANE

                        Cry!

              He pounds the porcelain with the side of his fist.

              Fresh drops of blood splash into the sink.

              INT. BANE'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

              Through the open bathroom door, Bane stands by the sink

              yelling at nobody.

                                  BANE

                        Bastard, bastard, bastard!

              The bedroom is immaculate.  Pristine.  A queen size bed with

              a knitted cover sits in the center along one wall.  This is

              more of an older woman's room than a man's.

                                  BANE

                        I'm going to gut you like a fish

                        for this you motherfucker.  You

                        and that lying bitch.

              A series of photos in various frames sit on top of the

              dresser.  Bane in various stages of life, from awkward

              boyhood to even more awkward adolescence.  There are none of

              the adult Bane.

              In the center of the photos is one of a brunette woman in an

              evening gown, she could pass for Stacy Gamble's older sister.

              Bane walks out of the bathroom a bloody rag held under his

              nose.  He walks over to the photographs and picks up the one

              in the center.  He pulls the rag away from his face.  His

              teeth are bloodstained.

                                  BANE

                        I'm sorry mother.  I regret you

                        had to hear that.  I'm trying

                        though, I'm trying very hard.

                        You'll be so proud.

              He puts the picture back where it belongs.

              INT. BANE'S LIVING ROOM - LATER STILL

              Everything in the house looks like it was bought new, in the

              seventies. Bane sits by the coffee table, unwrapping his

              knife from the folds of Nick's shredded overcoat.

              Something flutters out of a pocket, and drops on the carpet.

              Bane picks it up.

              It's a business card with just a phone number on it, nothing

              else.  Bane turns it over in his fingers.

              INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - LATER

              The door to Nick's room slowly opens.  A figure steps through

              the crack it's too dim to make out too many features.

              The bed is empty, the covers thrown back.

              The figure starts to turn around towards the door.  The light

              clicks on.  Nick stands by the door in his clothes.

              Stacy Gamble gasps, and takes an involuntary step back.  It

              takes a couple of seconds for her to gain control of her

              voice.

                                  STACY

                        I'm Stacy Gamble, you saved my

                        life today.

              Nick stares at her without blinking.

                                  NICK

                        Is this how you go about getting

                        the rest of the story?

                                  STACY

                        Sometimes.

                                  NICK

                        Are you okay?  He didn't...

              Stacy shakes her head.

                                  STACY

                        ...I think you got there just in

                        time.

              Her hand twitches up to her throat for a split second,

              Nick doesn't miss a thing.

                                  STACY

                        I'll be fine.

              His clothes register on her for the first time.

                                  STACY

                        You're leaving?

              She hates herself the moment the question leaves her lips.

                                  STACY

                        I mean I thought you were being

                        held overnight for observation.

                                  NICK

                        Docs are all too cautious.  My

                        head's fine.

              Nick looks around the room.

                                  NICK

                        You haven't seen my overcoat have

                        you.

              And then he remembers where it probably is.

                                  NICK

                        Never mind.

                                  STACY

                        I wanted to thank you for saving

                        my life.

              Stacy closes her eyes in frustration.

                                  STACY

                        God that sounded lame.  Look, can

                        I take you home or something?

                                  NICK

                        You hardly know me.  I could be

                        every bit as bad as your playmate

                        this morning.

                                  STACY

                        You took on a big guy with a knife

                        for me today.  I'm willing to take

                        that chance.

              Nick just shakes his head.

                                  STACY

                        How about a cup of coffee.

                                  NICK

                        I don't drink coffee.  Makes me

                        edgy.

              INT. POLICE PRECINCT - LATER

              Tenney's desk is piled high with case files.  If crime is an

              avalanche, Tenney is going under.  His CAPTAIN, a small

              agitated man in his late fifties stops by his desk.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Well?

                                  TENNEY

                        I've got three charbroiled corpses

                        in a twelfth floor office that's

                        supposed to be deserted, one more

                        in the hallway of said office with

                        three specific holes in him that

                        say, nothing personal it's

                        strictly business, and one guy

                        splashed across the sidewalk.

              The Captain shrugs.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Drugs or guns?

                                  TENNEY

                        Don't know yet.  The guy on the

                        ground sans parachute is one

                        Gennady Slotic, a Russian.  The

                        three guys in the office all had

                        steel dental work, so they're

                        probably Russians too.  Our man in

                        the hall is a Karl Werman,

                        according to his entry visa, he

                        was German.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        What have the FBI told you.

                                  TENNEY

                        Apparently both Slotic and Werman

                        were on their radar.  Werman is a

                        German of the Eastern variety.  If

                        we turn any links to organized

                        crime here in the city they'd like

                        to know.

              The Captain looks disgusted.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        What else would they be connected

                        to?

                                  TENNEY

                        Interested or not.  I got the

                        feeling the Feds had bigger fish

                        to fry.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        So are there any links?

                                  TENNEY

                        I've got some feelers out.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        If they come back positive throw

                        this on the Fed's lap as quick as

                        possible.  I don't feel like

                        wasting our time on their beef.

                                  TENNEY

                        My gut says this Geiger guy

                        whacked the guys on the twelfth

                        floor, and gave our man on the

                        street flying lessons.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Does he have a prior record?

                                  TENNEY

                        Well no.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Is he known to hang out with known

                        members of organized crime?

                                  TENNEY

                        Not to my knowledge.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Have you got any hard evidence at

                        all?

                                  TENNEY

                        None.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Then your gut is full of shit

                        Detective.  Geiger saved a woman's

                        life, how many guys in the life,

                        would have done that?

              The Captain slides one of the crime scene photos around to

              get a better look.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        I understand she's a reporter.

                        Crime beat.

                                  TENNEY

                        For the Chronicle.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Know her?

              Tenney answers carefully.

                                  TENNEY

                        I met her through a case a few

                        years back.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        What do you suppose she was doing

                        in that part of town, with a

                        quadruple homicide happening

                        twelve floors above her?

              Relief creeps across Tenney's face.

                                  TENNEY

                        You think she was tipped off?

                                  CAPTAIN

                        Check into it.

              The Captain puts the photo back into the pile.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        What does forensics have.

              Tenney rubs at his eyes in frustration.

                                  TENNEY

                        A puddle of slag that could be the

                        murder weapon, and the charred

                        remains of a pair of coveralls.

                        Our killer went in dressed as an

                        exterminator.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        So he's got a sense of humor.

                                  TENNEY

                        The security guard says an

                        Exterminator van pulled up, and

                        dropped the killer off but it left

                        right away.  He didn't get a plate

                        number.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        I'm also told you got a set of

                        prints off our hero without his

                        consent.

                                  TENNEY

                        And a paraffin scrub.  We did it

                        when he was out.  I figured I had

                        probable cause.  Boyd's running

                        the prints right now.

              The Captain sucks air back in through his teeth.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        No warrant, no consent, and no

                        charges laid.  Your probable cause

                        is going to lie pretty thin on the

                        ground.  A decent defence lawyer

                        will screw us in court.  How'd the

                        scrub turn out.

                                  TENNEY

                        Negative.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        So that rules him out.  Good,

                        everybody can forget about your

                        little slip up.

              Tenney clenches his jaw in frustration.

                                  TENNEY

                        I was trying to be thorough.

              The Captain scratches his chin.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        You're a good detective, Tenney.

                        You follow proper procedure, and

                        get results.  You get shit off the

                        streets because your cases are

                        solid.  Don't cut your own throat

                        by jumping the gun.

                                  TENNEY

                        I was only trying to...

              The Captain holds up a hand.

                                  CAPTAIN

                        ...Stick to the book detective,

                        take some Pepto Bismol and quit

                        listening to your indigestion.

              The Captain leaves.  Tenney starts going through the crime

              scene file.  A detective walks up, and places a thick manila

              envelope in Tenney's in tray.  Tenney doesn't look up.

                                  DETECTIVE 1

                        From the guy who hit the pavement.

                                  TENNEY

                        Anything interesting?

                                  DETECTIVE 1

                        Beats me.

              Detective 1 leaves.  Tenney opens the envelope, and pours the

              contents onto his desk.

              A wallet, a broken watch, some business cards, and a weird

              looking electronic key.

              Tenney picks up the key, and looks at it.  All of the items

              have been photographed.  He pulls the one of the key out of

              the envelope, and tucks it into his jacket.  He drops the key

              into his desk drawer.

              INT. FINGERPRINT LAB - NIGHT

              A small lab space.  A couple of microscopes by some special

              lights, and one computer terminal with a phone beside it.

              BOYD a young twenty something detective slides the sheet with

              Nick's prints into the computer's scanner.

              The program on screen maps out certain points of Nick's

              prints, and starts to run its scan.

              The clock on the wall reads 8:12.

              A SERIES OF SHOTS

              Boyd stares at the screen.  The clock reads 8:20.

              Boyd comes back to the chair with a coffee.  The clock reads

              9:40.

              Boyd reads the newspaper.  The clock is now 10:28

              Boyd dozes in the chair.  The clock is at 12:32

              With a soft ding the computer indicates it has found a match.

              Boyd sits up in his chair, and looks at the screen.

              The finger print side of the screen shows a match overlay but

              on the stats, and photograph side of the screen every item is

              blank.

                                  BOYD

                        What the fuck?

              Boyd slaps the side of the monitor as if it would help.

                                  BOYD

                        Come on you piece of shit.  Four

                        and a half hours and you glitch

                        out on me?

              The phone beside the computer rings.  Boyd picks it up.

                                  BOYD

                        Finger print lab.

                                  VOICE

                               (on phone)

                        Are you doing a search on one Nick

                        Geiger?

                                  BOYD

                        Yeah, the system just glitched out

                        on me.

                        I figure the problem is coming

                        from your end.  Please tell me you

                        guys at central can fix this

                        remotely.  I don't want to have to

                        reboot and start over.

                                  VOICE

                        This isn't central.

                                  BOYD

                        Then how do you know who I'm doing

                        a search on?

                                  VOICE

                        That's classified.

                                  BOYD

                        Who the hell is this?

                                  VOICE

                        That's also classified.  Mister

                        Geiger is a dead end.

                                  BOYD

                        You can't just interfere with a

                        police investigation like...

                                  VOICE

                        ...Yes we can.  He's a dead end.

              The line goes dead, a second later so does Boyd's screen.

              INT. THE DRAKE AND MAIDEN - NIGHT

              An Irish pub.  Working class, full of guys with broken

              knuckled hands, and women who never reached escape velocity

              from the neighborhood.  A place to drink, smoke and forget,

              or remember if you're that way inclined.

              Nick and Stacy sit in a booth at the back.  Nick's back is to

              the wall, he nurses a Harp's lager.  Stacy drinks a coffee,

              the pub makes her nervous.

                                  STACY

                        So tell me more about the man who

                        saved my life.

              A dark chuckle escapes from Nick's lips.

                                  NICK

                        To a reporter?  And have my life

                        splashed across the front page of

                        tomorrow's paper.  Why don't you

                        tell me the real reason you were

                        in that alley.

              Stacy shifts uncomfortably in her seat.

                                  STACY

                        He grabbed me from behind, and

                        dragged me in there.

                                  NICK

                        Wrong place, wrong time, he just

                        jumped you.

                                  STACY

                        Something like that.

                                  NICK

                        You always dress like that?

              Stacy starts to bridle at the subtle accusation.

                                  STACY

                        If you're even trying to suggest

                        that how I dressed today effected

                        my safety.

                                  NICK

                        You work the crime beat, it's

                        going to creep into your life

                        sooner or later.

              Stacy is surprised.

                                  NICK

                        Don't look so amazed.  I can read.

              Nick sips his beer.

                                  NICK

                        Crime reporters are like low grade

                        war correspondents.  Now those

                        guys are adrenaline junkies.  All

                        of you push the limits of where

                        any sane person would go or do.

                               (shrugs)

                        Sometimes it all pushes back.

                                  STACY

                        You think it's my fault I was

                        almost raped and killed today?

                                  NICK

                        You were working a story.  Just

                        cut the bullshit, and admit it.

              Stacy starts to retort but stops and takes a deep breath

              instead.

                                  STACY

                        Okay, I was working on a story.

                        But it wasn't one of my regular

                        pieces.

                                  NICK

                        More of a niche piece then was it?

              Stacy goes on the defensive.

                                  STACY

                        Why were you down there?  I don't

                        buy your old french watch story

                        much either.

              Stacy realizes she's said too much.  Nick takes a

              contemplative sip of his Harp's.

                                  NICK

                        Detective Tenney's got a big

                        mouth.  That sort of thing could

                        get him in real trouble.

              Nick takes another long pull of his beer.

                                  NICK

                               (nods)

                        Figures you'd know Tenney.  he has

                        the stink of a glory hound about

                        him.  Let me guess, rules don't

                        apply as far as he's concerned.

                        I don't care if you believe me or

                        not.  You're welcome to come see

                        my warehouse.

                                  STACY

                        John is not a glory hound.  Before

                        he joined his current precinct,

                        homicides in the area were at an

                        all time high.  He's put fifteen

                        murderers behind bars.

                                  NICK

                        Fifteen huh.  Got his name in the

                        papers didn't it.

                                  STACY

                        Forget it.

                                  NICK

                        You bring in that many guys you've

                        got to be married to the job.

                        How's his wife feel about all of

                        it?

              Nick watches Stacy's face intently.

                                  STACY

                        He's single.

                                  NICK

                        Is he now?  Calls you on your cell

                        phone does he, when he's got

                        something juicy?

                                  STACY

                        It's not like that.

                                  NICK

                        Don't worry.  You wouldn't be the

                        first reporter to fuck their way

                        into a story.

              Stacy's face flushes with anger.

                                  STACY

                        You bastard.

                                  NICK

                        Struck a nerve did I?  What else

                        did he tell you about humble old

                        Nick Geiger?

                                  STACY

                        He told me about your sister.

                                  NICK

                        Yeah, that's a pretty juicy

                        visual, hard for people to pass up

                        on it.  If you were doing a story,

                        you'd put that in, wouldn't you.

              Stacy doesn't say anything.  Nick gaze fades into a long

              distance.

                                  NICK

                        Too fucking rights you would.

                        Never mind the people who knew her

                        reading it the next day.

                        Seeing her last moments splashed

                        across page one.

                                  STACY

                        If you've read my articles you

                        know I don't do that.

              Nick snaps back to the present.

                                  NICK

                        Why not?  It would sell more

                        papers.

                                  STACY

                        Why try to compete with the

                        evening news?  Besides I'm trying

                        to maintain a shred of

                        journalistic integrity.

              Nick raises his glass to her.

                                  NICK

                        To Stacy Gamble, the last of the

                        great idealists.

                                  STACY

                        The hero mocks?

                                  NICK

                        I'm no hero.

                                  STACY

                        Well, we've delved into my sex

                        life.  How about yours?  Single,

                        divorced, married, gay?

                                  NICK

                        Divorced, she didn't like my line

                        of work.

                                  STACY

                        Antiques?  You're kidding.

                                  NICK

                        I spend my time going over the

                        effects of the dead.  Most people

                        find it morbid.

                                  STACY

                        You just don't seem the type.

                                  NICK

                        Don't let my good looks fool you.

              Nick pushes his beer away from him.

                                  NICK

                        Well I'm away off home.

                                  STACY

                        I'll give you a lift.

                                  NICK

                        That's okay, I'll find my own way.

              Nick gets up from the booth.  He looks down at Stacy.

                                  NICK

                        Go home and go to bed.  You played

                        a dangerous game today, your story

                        almost killed you.  Do yourself a

                        favor, stay out of alleys, I might

                        not be around to save you next

                        time.

              Nick touches his fingers to his temple in a mock salute.

                                  NICK

                        Tell the good Detective, he's

                        barking up a dead dog's arse.

