
As the last credits appear, a title wipes itself across the screen before we gradually fade, then:








FADE UP:

EXT. MANHATTAN--LOWER EAST SIDE--PI AGENCY OFFICE--EVENING

Dusk is just beginning to settle in the background of the private investigator agency. 

We hear the seductive voice of an offscreen woman: 




SEDUCTIVE VOICE



You see, Mr. Richardson, my husband

was a very, very wealthy man. And


with great wealth…

INT. PI AGENCY--OFFICE--SAME

CU--The full face of MARILYN TIPTON, mid 30’s, stoic, blonde, and beautiful. Her hair is tightly pinned back in a bun, and she wears all black.

We stay tight on her face before gradually pulling back to reveal her full self as she talks. Marilyn has a huge “Faye Dunaway ala Chinatown” vibe to her.




MARILYN(cont’d)



…he came with great power. My



husband had many enemies.




(sighs; voice begins to




Break)



I didn’t think someone would 



actually do this to him, although I

do think I had been deluding myself 

in such thinking. Detective 



Richardson, I came to you because I 

need to find out who killed my 


husband and who had him killed.

A single tear slides it’s way down Marilyn’s cheek. The hand DETECTIVE JASON RICHARDOSON hands over a tissue to Marilyn.
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MARILYN



(wiping her cheek and



Eye)



Thank you. 




(composes herself)



I came to you because I heard you 


were the best. 

The camera pans from Marilyn’s face to Jason as he astutely processes everything Marilyn is saying. Jason is an eccentric looking young man somewhere in his mid to late twenties.

He has on a crumpled, unbuttoned black suit, and a faded white shirt underneath.




JASON



(deadly serious)



Miss Tipton, before we get into 


any serious matters pertaining to


your case, I must ask--




(now in an inflated, comical




tone of voice)



Who exactly told you that I was the

best?




MARILYN



(perplexed)



I don’t understand.




JASON



Miss Tipton, I am far from the 


best. I am far from excellence--

Jason stands up, walks around the desk, and sits on the edge in front of Marilyn with his feet dangling.




JASON



--I am far from adequate. Hell, I’m



even far from mediocracy. That’s 


why found it a little funny when 


you said you heard I was the best 



in my field.




MARILYN



Uh--




(pause)



I--I’m not I’m sure I understand



what you’re getting at.




JASON



It’s okay.




(said in a rapid pace)



I’m a complex and complicated 


individual. I have a set of morales



that does not and will not 



constituent and conform itself to


what general society adheres to. I


Jason Richardson of Bed-Stuy with 


nobodies mind but his own. So, 


you’re general confusion about who


I am is not unique.

Marilyn, completely blindsided, but not in the dark at the comments Jason has just made, stares straight ahead, then looks up towards Jason.




MARILYN



Look, if you can take my case, then

great. If not, I’m sure I can find 

another P.I. agent who is more than

willing to help me, and less, umm, 

well, less insidious, especially 


concerning my well being and 



current mental state.




JASON



Insidious? Huh. 




(chuckles)



That’s an interesting word to 


describe it.




(pause)



It’s complimentarily. I like it.




(stands up and extends his 



hand to Marilyn; ecstatic)



Marilyn Tipton, I would like to 


welcome you to the Fisher and



Richardson private investigator 


firm. We are very appreciative of 


your service.

Marilyn stands slowly.




MARILYN



Thank you. I now hope I can trust 


to place finding justice for my 


husband in your hands.




JASON



(like a kid in a candy



Store)



Great. I kinda’ hope my hands will


stop sweating for a minute, because

I can’t believe I’m actually 



getting to work on a case Evelyn


Mulray.




MARILYN



(hip)



You know it.

Marilyn and Jason comically do a high five, sharply contrasting Marilyn’s earlier austere appearance.




JASON



(holds up hands with slightly



balled up piece of paper)



KOBE!
He throws the paper in a nearby trash bin. 

The camera zooms in on the paper lying on a stack of trash; it focuses on a sentence on the paper reading, “Everything you ever wanted to know about Marco Tipton by Marilyn Tipton.”








CUT TO:

EXT. CHELSEA STREET--NIGHT

Jason aimlessly walks down the near empty sidewalk pondering this case.

The Castilians “La Cumparsita” starts on the soundtrack.




JASON



(thinking; v.o)



I had begun my journey into Marco


Tipton’s abyss by scouring the 


empty and indifferent late night



(more)




JASON(cont’d)


streets of Chelsea. I had picked up 

one of the many gossip rags that 


had used Marco as their targets


figuratively and figuratively.

WIDE SHOT--the stars directly above Jason spell out “Is Dis Bitch Serious?”

Jason now stands in front a bar.




JASON (cont’d)



(v.o.)



Marco had been apparently well 


known for frequenting the strip of


bars on 8th avenue. He drank a mean 

Whiskey Sour, so, at this point, 


all I know is that whoever wanted 


Marco dead, probably had a penchant

for Champagne Cocktails.

CU-Jason looks directly into the camera, winks, then walks towards and enters the bar.

INT. BAR--SAME

The bar isn’t exactly seedy, but it’s not exactly Uptown dining, either. As Jason walks down an aisle for the bartender, he notices bikers, chain smokers, and several bawdy, drunk Irishmen. 

In Jason’s effort to walk conspicuously, he does the exact opposite, turning his head constantly and even tripping over a stool. 

CU-A woman, in full Biker Chick attire, stares at Jason as she takes a huge drag from a cigarette. The smoke blazes out of very red lips.

Jason takes a seat at the bar. A bartender, SHELIA, approaches him.




SHELIA



What can I get you?




JASON



I take a Whiskey Sour,--




(looks at her nametag;




Says mysteriously)



--Shelia.

Shelia looks at Jason confused, then walks over to a mixer and makes the drink. 

Jason, while waiting on his drink, slowly turns his head, and as he turns his head, the camera zooms in on his face.

A striking looking young woman, with long black hair wearing a badge trench coat and a top hat, glances at Jason looking up from the top of the book she is reading.

As she notices Jason looking at her, she closes her book and quickly walks out of the bar.

“CLINK”

The Martini glass containing the Whiskey Sour hit’s the bar jarring Jason back to his newly placed drink.




SHELIA



Here you go.




JASON



Thank you.

Shelia leaves Jason and walks over to a nearby to pick up a crate of beers. As she bends over, Jason stares at a tattoo on Shelia’s lower back, which is slightly exposed, that reads, “Privately Owned.”

Jason downs his drink.




JASON



Hey, Sheeeeeeeee-luuuuuu.

Shelia stands up and walks over to Jason.




SHELIA



Yeah?




JASON



Do you think I could ask you a few 

questions?




SHELIA



Well, I guess that depends on what 

the questions are about.




JASON



Well, Sheeeeee-luuuuuuuuu, I got an

inside tip that a certain Marco 


Tipton used to frequent this bar. 


Can you shed any insight on that?




SHELIA



(stands back defensively not 



consciously)



Oh, okay, I know what you want now?




JASON



(incredulous; gestures



broadly to himself)



What do I want?




SHELIA



(with hostility)



You’re a reporter, and we don’t 


want anymore of your kind stepping


foot in this establishment. 




JASON



What kind is that? The socialist, 


left wing, African American, 



European Ameircan, Hispanic 



American, Native American, Asian


American, Australian Aborignes 


American, anarchist, bicyle riding,

Judy Bloom reading, Hipster, 



Republican voting, Democrat voting,

Independent voting, Libertarian 


voting, smart car driving, 



superficial beautiful woman lover,


woman lover in general, soapbox 


stander, Catholic observer, Jewish


observer, fetish store observer, 


Macy’s shopping, Union Square 


hopping, Maria Callas aficionado, 


Sidney Bechet saint, or the



pineapple juicing group?

After a brief silence:




SHELIA



We don’t like the reporter kind in


here.




JASON



Oh, well, that’s okay by me, 



because I’m not a reporter. 




SHELIA



(leaning on barstand)



Well, what are you then?




JASON




I’m a private investagator.




SHELIA



Oh, really?




JASON



Yes, mam. Came in first in my class

at the school of hard knocks…of the

Upper East Side.




SHELIA



Show me some identification?




JASON



Oh, okay.




(pulls out wallet; shows




Shelia something unseen by the




Audience)



Here it is.

Shelia leans in taking a look at the card, then leans back in perplexity. 




SHELIA



This is a membership card to



Tutti Frutti’s.




JASON



Well, Shelia, it’s really--




SHELIA



(gesturing)



--Okay, just get the hell out of my

bar.




JASON



Umm--




SHELIA



(picks up magazine)



If you say another word, I am going

take this People magazine from 1993 

with Lorenzo Lamas on the cover, 


and smack you across the face with 

it.

Jason stands up as quietly as he can and walks offscreen.

EXT. BAR--OUTSIDE--SAME

Jason walks out of the front door of the bar with an expression of melancholy and dissapointment.

We follow him down the sidewalk in a single tracking shot for a few moments before we hear the voice of a woman with a thick Italian accent:




WOMAN



(offscreen)



Hey!

In slow motion as music plays on the soundtrack: Jason turns his head--

--The beautiful woman from the bar who was staring up from her book towards Jason is walking towards him now.

Regular Speed: The woman, whose name is Isabella Tucci, smiles politely as she approaches Jason. They stand in front of a subway.




JASON



Well, hubba-hubba, hello, hello, 


hello.




ISABELLA



(in deep Italian accent, but 



explicitly perfect English)




What were you asking the woman 


inside the bar?




JASON



I don’t think we’ve met, pretty 


lady.

A 40’s noir type song starts on the soundtrack, and the screen fades to black and white.




ISABELLA



That’s irrelevant to our story, but 

my name to you is fetish, to 



everyone else it’s Isabella, now 


if you’ll answer my original 



question, what were you asking the


bartetender earlier?




JASON



Well, Isabella, I was merely 



inquisitating about a gentleman by


the name of Marco Tipton.




ISABELLA



He was murdered in a back alley.




JASON



Yes. I guess you read the gossip


rags.




ISABELLA



I didn’t have to. Marco Tipton was


my ex-lover.

Jason takes in a deep, exaggerated sigh while the camera zooms in his face as his eyes go huge. He clasps his hand over his mouth. The film goes back to color now.




ISABELLA



Yes. As unbelievable as it might 


sound, Marco had and I had a hot, 


steamy, passionate, affair. He’s 


the first man I’ve been with since 

leaving Italy. The week before he

 
was killed, he started getting very

mysterious phone calls from an 


Investment Banker he’d done 



business with previously. The



banker was very jealous that Marco



(more)




ISABELLA(cont’d)



--and I were in love. Aparently, 


this banker had seen me previously,

and my beauty was so ravishing and


core shaking that he fell in love 


with me at first sight. As a 



stereotypical and undeveloped femme

fatale, I took this as a sign of 


accomplishment and demure.




JASON



(putting his hands on Isabella’s



shoulder)



I’m falling in love. You’re an 


object.




ISABELLA



You mustn’t. I’m too dangerous to


be around. That’s my specific type.




JASON



Danger is my middle name. But 


Isabella, I have to know, were you


in this bar tonight because you 


were trying to hold on to any last 

scent of your beloved Marco? You’re 

King of all Kingdoms.




ISABELLA



No, not at all. I was simply trying 

to make things unrealistically easy

and
convenient for the protagonist


(now said with extreme 




exaggeration)



Oh, God, the touch of your 



hands…it’s making me melt. You’re 


so sexy and sensuous. My place 


or yours?




JASON



Whichever one is closer, therefore


quicker.







CUT TO:

INT. ISABELLA’S MIDTOWN APARTMENT--THE FOLLOWING MORNING

Isabella and Jason lie half naked on the bed under thinly veiled bed sheets. I’m pretty sure you can discern. 




JASON



Wow, I’ve heard of speed dating, 


but damn. You were incredible, 


Isabella.




(strokes her hair back)



You seem like you’re in a trance


now. What’s on your mind, baby?




ISABELLA



(sitting up)



I can’t help but think I ended up


in the wrong movie. I was promised


Denzel Washington or Leonardo



Dicaprio, not Tom Green.




JASON



I may not have the looks of



Leonardo Dicaprio or Denzel 



Washington, but I certainly have 


the power of Dirk Diggler.

CRASH!

Glass from another room can be heard breaking. Are two lovers become alarmed.




JASON



What the hell was that?




ISABELLA



I--I don’t know. Umm--




JASON



--Is your apartment building 



usually disproportionate?




ISABELLA



What? No, no. I--I--maybe we should

go check.




JASON



You’re right.

Jason leans over his side of the bed, and takes out a pistol from the pocket of his suit jacket which was on the floor.




JASON



When in doubt, do something stupid.

LIVING ROOM

A large shadow of a woman somehow casts and reflects itself on Isabella’s somewhat bare living room. Isabella and Jason enter the living room and stand in front of the shadow frightened by the offscreen man.




ISABELLA



(shrieks)



Oh, my God!

The woman is revealed to be the biker chick earlier from the bar. She points a gun at Isabella and Jason while Jason also has his pistol locked on the woman.

The woman takes a last drag of a cigarette with her free hand before throwing it on Isabella’s couch.




ISABELLA



Hey, that’s Ikea!




JASON



Who are you and what are you doing 

here?

The woman’s name is Faye.




FAYE


Who am I? Well, you should know. 


Just call me Faye.




JASON



I don’t get it.

Faye chuckles and then takes off the face mask to reveal herself as Marilyn Tipton.


JASON

(takes in shocking sigh)    
ISABELLA

Evelyn Mulray!            Mrs. Tipton!




FAYE



Yeah, that’s right. It’s me. 



Marilyn Tipton. You see, when I 


found out my husband was cheating 


on me with this--this European 


ready made whore.




JASON



So, you killed him like a 



sociopath monster?!!!




MARILYN



I had him killed because that son


of a bitch had it coming. Why he 


would go out for hamburger when 


he’s got steak at home is beyond 


me.




ISABELLA



It’s because I was sleeping with


the director.




MARILYN



Shut your euro mouth up.

Marilyn shoots at Isabella; however, the bullet barely misses her. Isabella, and especially Jason, scream like little girls.




MARILYN



(trying to reload)



Damn it! Stupid--




ISABELLA



Quick! Jason, Shoot her as she 


tries to reload.

Jason pulls his gun back up, aims it Marilyn’s arm, squeezes the trigger, and a long stream of water flies out of the gun. It’s a water gun.




ISABELLA



Damn it, Jason, you moron!




JASON



The owner told me it fired blanks.

Marilyn throws her gun down in frustration. 




MARILYN



Okay, that didn’t work so well. How

‘bout I challenge you to a duel,  


Jason. And then I’ll have my way 


with Little Miss Stingy Piss here?

The camera zooms in as Jason slightly turns his neck with an exacerbated expression; We stay on his face for much too long before he finally answers Marilyn:

The beautiful voice of Maria Callas singing “Una Voce Poco Fa” comes out of Jason’s mouth. And then:

The Chicken Dance song starts on the soundtrack, and Marilyn and Jason begin comically fighting. The frames have been sped up a rapid speed so, of course, Marilyn and Jason go at it at light speed.

They fall over chairs, couches, stools etc. Isabella runs into the bedroom, and eventually, Jason and Marilyn also make their way into the bedroom. 

Isabella runs onto the nearby fire escape to escape the mayhem. After a few moments, Jason falls onto the fire escape next to Isabella. The film now returns to a normal speed and frame.

Marilyn has trapped them on the fire escape just as the morning daylight sun begins to rise in the background.




MARILYN



(points freshly loaded gun



at Jason and Isabella)



Well, it looks like I’ve got you


both right where I want you now.


Nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. 


Only one place to die. 




ISABELLA



(crying)



You crazy, crazy lunatic! You’ll 


never get away with this!




MARILYN




Oh, really? You’re such naïve 


little twat.




(laughs)



I own this place; I own this city.


Own your soul.

Marilyn laughs violently.




ISABELLA



You won’t get away with it!




JASON



Forget it, Isabella, this is a B 


movie at most. We don’t have near 


the budget we need to have a sad


ending that’ll put potential 



distribuotrs off.




ISABELLA



Baby, you ain’t kidding.

Isabella stomps her foot as hard as she can causing the Marilyn’s side of the fire escape to crumble beneath her. Marilyn falls eight stories down to her demise. Jason runs over to the opposite end of the fire escape and takes a look at Marilyn’s lifeless body on the floor.




JASON



She’s dead.




ISABELLA



(joining Jason)



This is a rent controlled 



apartment, for god’s sake. She 


should have known.

Jason looks at Isabella and she looks up at him. The twinkle in her eye says it all.




JASON



You saved my life.




ISABELLA



You saved my career.




JASON



Isabella…will you be my muse?




ISABELLA



Never under scale.

With that, Jason and Isabella passionately kiss and the sun swells them before fading to black. The end.


