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Open on: A man in front of an office building. Night.

There is a sign on the top of the revolving doors that says “ Binder, Carmichael, Morelli, and Mott Attorneys at law”. The man is big, muscular not fat. He has short brown hair. His name is Frank. He is wearing a ski mask. He is also wearing a leather Jacket. Frank unzips the jacket and checks the jacket pocket. He pulls out a gun; it’s a 9 mm. He checks to make sure it’s loaded. It has a silencer on it. Frank reaches into his pants pocket and pulls out a small handgun with a silencer. He checks it and its loaded. He reaches into his other pocket and pulls out a switchblade. He switches it open. He lightly runs his thumb over the top and it starts to bleed. He puts his thumb in his mouth, and his knife in his pocket. He walks in the door.

Cut to: The Lobby, INT, night.

It is kind of nice in here. It is like a waiting room/lobby. The room is empty except for a woman sitting at the front desk. The woman looks at Frank and obviously notices the ski mask.

Woman: (nervously)

Please leave before I call security.

Frank Reaches into his pocket and pulls out his switchblade. He switches it open and throws it at the woman. It sticks in her head. Frank walks over to her body, pulls out the knife and wipes it off on his glove. He puts it away. He walks over to the elevator. He looks at a sign by the elevator that says:

Binder, Floor one, 

Carmichael floor two

Morelli, floor three

Mott, Floor four

Frank pushes the button to make the elevator come down. 4, 3, 2, 1. DING! The door opens to reveal two security guards. They both have guns raised at Frank.

Guard one:

GET ON YOUR KNEES AND PUT YOUR HANDS IN THE AIR!

Frank:

And if I don’t?

Frank reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out his 9 mm. The second the guards see the gun the fire at Frank in the chest. He is hit! He falls over.

Guard two:

Check his pulse.

Guard one reaches down slowly. Suddenly, Frank sits up and Grabs Guard one

Frank:

Got ya!

Frank Puts the gun to the guards head and pulls the trigger. The top part of the guard’s head blows off. Guard two throws up. Frank reacts quickly and shoots guard two in the chest twice. It makes the guard stumble but he is still standing.

Guard two:

Bullet Proof vests ass hole. 

Frank fires again, hitting him in the head. The elevator door starts to close but Frank stops it. He picks up the body of Guard two and tosses it out of the elevator. Frank gets in and the doors close. Frank hits four on the elevator buttons. As the elevator is going frank looks around and sees brains everywhere. The doors open on the fourth floor. A man is waiting at the elevator doors. 

Frank:

Are you Vincent Morelli?

Man:

Why are you wearing that mask?

Frank:

Long story.

Man:

 No. Sorry. Morelli’s in his office. He’s about to leave though…

The man stops talking because he sees the blood and brains and blood in the elevator.

Man:

HOLY SHIT! THAT’S BRAINS! AND B-B-BLOOD!  

Frank:

Nothing gets past you.

Frank gets out his switchblade and before the man can react Frank slits his neck ear to ear. Blood runs out the mans mouth. Frank grabs the man and slams the back of the man neck down over his knee. The man’s neck rips open more. Frank throws him on the ground.

Cut to: Morelli’s Office, INT, Night.

A man we assume is Morelli is sitting at a desk typing on the computer. Morelli is young. 29 or so. He is short with red hair. He is thin. There is a knock at the door. Morelli gets up and walks across his office to the door. He opens it and it is Frank at the door.

Frank:

Are you Vincent Morelli? 

Vincent:

Yeah.

Frank punches him in the face

Vincent;

WHAT THE HELL IS THAT ABOUT?!? WHY THE FUC* ARE YOU WEARING THAT MASK? WHAT THE FUC* IS GOING ON?

Frank:

Your last customer, Billy McFarland?

Vincent:

Yeah?

Frank:

He says you lost the case and he isn’t happy.

Vincent:

Is that what this is about? Tell him to go fuc-

But he is cut off. Frank gets out his switchblade and stabs Vincent in the chest once, pulls the knife out and stabs him again.

Vincent:

Tell him to go fuc* himself

Frank drops Vincent, walks over to his desk, picks up the chair and swings it out the window. He walks back to Vincent, picks him up and takes him across the room to the window. 

Vincent: (weakly) 

I’ll see you in hell.

Frank tosses Vincent’s body out the window. Frank looks out the window and sees Vincent on the ground. He is sprawled out on the ground in a big pool of blood. Frank spits out the window.

Cut to: Ford Explorer, INT, day.

Frank is in his car. He pushes a black button on the roof of the car and a sunglasses holder opens. He grabs a key out of it marked “Mail”. He pushes the sunglasses holder up and gets out of the car. We follow him to a building with a blue and white sign that reads “U.S. Postal Service.” He walks up to the door and goes in. There is a front desk with a mailroom behind it. In this room there is P.O. boxes everywhere. A woman appears at the front desk. Her name is Mary. She is 40 and really pretty. She looks young for her age. Frank walks up to the desk.

Frank:

Afternoon Mary

Mary:

Hey Frank how ya been? 

Frank:

I’ve been good and you?

Mary:

Same as every other day.

Frank:

Good to hear. Mary, do you know if I have any mail?

Mary:

Yeah I think there’s one of your usual packages. 

Frank:

Thanks.

Frank walks down the hall of P.O. boxes and stops, unlocks a slot and pulls out a small package. He shuts and locks the box and walks down the hall to the door and stops.

Frank:

It was good to see you again 

Frank winks at her. Mary giggles.

Mary:

It was good to see you too! See you soon!

Frank:

Take care

Frank walks out the door.

Cut to:

Ford Explorer, INT, Day.

Frank starts the car and puts in the tape. He pulls out of the parking lot and drives away. As he’s driving we hear the tape. The man on the tape has a ruff weathered sounding voice.

Man on tape:
Hey Frank. It’s good to see you’re still alive after that nasty last job. You next job is the new city sheriff. His name is Paul Bakersfield. He lives at 783 Cotton Rose Lane. He has a wife ad two children. He also has a home security system so I wouldn’t advise trying to break into his house. Apparently The Sheriff has gotten wind of our assassin team. He picked up on us after that lawyer Morelli was killed. It’s vital to the company that you perfectly execute this one. If you do manage to eliminate the sheriff the boss will personally pay you the sum of a hundred grand. Good Luck Frank.

There is silence on the tape. Frank takes out the tape. He sticks his hand under the seat and the camera follows it. He is trying to tear a piece of tape off of the bottom of the seat. Frank drops the tape. 

Frank:

Oh hell.

Frank looks down to get it. He has it. When he gets up he sees he is headed strait for another car. We see the driver is bent down trying to get something. It’s too late to try and avoid it. The cars collide head first into each other. Frank is jerked forward but was wearing his seat belt. 

The air bag pops up and Frank hits it instead of the steering wheel. There is silence. No movement at all. Frank sits up and looks around. He unfastens his seat belt and gets out of the car.

Cut to: Busy street, Day.

Frank is looking at his car. The hood looks like an accordion. His window is cracked. There are metal and car parts everywhere. Franks starts swearing loudly.

Frank looks at the other car. It is a Red convertible. The top is up. The window is cracked so badly he can’t see well inside. The front is crashed beyond recognition. More metal and car parts. A woman steps out of the car. She is a white woman in her early thirties.

Woman:

Oh my god I’m so sorry.

She begins to cry

Woman:

I think my insurance will cover this. 

She is sobbing loudly now.

Woman:

I just got it paid off. Oh my god I’m so, so sorry.

Frank:

It’s okay, it isn’t completely your fault, I wasn’t watching the road either.

Woman: (still crying)

If I wasn’t such a god dam* klutz I wouldn’t have dropped my coffee and this wouldn’t have happened.

Frank:

It’s really okay. Everything will be fine.

Woman: (a little better but not much.)

Okay.

Frank:

I’ve never been in an accident before. What should we do Mrs…

Woman:

Actually It’s Ms. And I’m Claire, Claire Whitmore. And you are…

Frank:

I’m Frank, Frank Hart.

Claire:

Well Frank do you have a cell phone I left mine at home.

Frank:

Yeah I got one

Frank reaches into his pocket and pulls out his cell phone.

Frank:

Who should I call?

Claire:

911?

Frank:

Okay.

Frank dials.

Frank:

Hello? My name is Frank Hart and I was in an accident.(beat) No, no one was hurt. (beat) Uh huh. We are on South Boulevard. (beat) Were close to Big Burger. (beat) Okay thanks.

Frank hangs up the cell phone.

Frank:

The cops are on their way.

Claire:

Good.

Frank:

Are you feeling better now that you have stopped crying?

Claire:

A little.

Frank:

That’s good. Would you excuse me for a minute I want to get a few things from my car.

Claire:

Sure. Frank what will we do? Stand here in traffic? 

Frank:

Stand close to your car.

Claire walks to her car and stands by the front door. Frank walks over to his car and reaches under the seat. He grabs the tape. He also grabs the duct tape off of the bottom of the seat and pulls out 6 other tapes. He puts 3 of them in one pocket and three in the other. He also pushes the button on the roof and gets the key out of the sunglasses holder. Frank shuts the door and walks over by Claire. 

Frank:

Do you have anyone you can call? A boyfriend? Relative?

Claire:

I can call my sister. Could I use your phone?

Frank:

Please do.

Claire:

Do you have anyone you can call?

Frank:

A cab.

Claire:

I could see if my sister Kristen could take you home.

Frank:

No that’s okay. I’ll just get a cab.

Claire:

No, no I Insist.

Frank:

Well if you insist.

Frank hands her the cell phone. She punches in a number and waits for an answer.

Claire:

Hello. (beat) Yeah it’s Claire. (beat) I’m calling from someone else’s cell phone. I was in an accident. (beat) No, I’m fine. (beat) I’m sure. Listen could you take me and the guy I hit home? (beat) No he isn’t hurt either. (Beat) Please Kristen (Beat) Thank you. See you in a bit.

Claire hangs up the phone and gives it back to Frank.

Frank:

What did she say?

Claire:

She said that’s fine and she would be here in half and hour.

Frank:

Okay good. Should we exchange phone numbers

Frank winks at her.

Frank: (cont’d)

You know, so we will know about insurance and junk like that.

Claire:

Sure.

Cut to:

The back seat of Kristen’s car, INT, Day.

Kristen is in the front seat and Claire and Frank are in the back seat.

Frank:

Thanks For this Kristen.

Kristen:

It was no problem I needed to get out of my house anyway.

Claire:

So, Frank, Why weren’t you watching the road, I told you my story now tell me yours.

Frank:

I was listening to one of those audio books and I dropped the next tape.

Claire:

Oh.

Frank: (to Kristen)

Make a right.

Claire:

What happened to your family?

Frank:

What do you mean?

Claire:

Well, you just automatically said you would take a taxi, what’s up with that? Where’s your family?

Frank:

I don’t really like to talk about it.

Claire:

I understand.

Frank: (to Kristen)

Make a Left.

Kristen:

It’s hard to believe both of you came out with out a scratch on you. 

Frank:

We were just lucky I guess. I was lucky I remembered to put my seat belt on today. The same goes for Claire I’m sure.

Claire:

Hey Frank listen, I was wondering if you wanted to go to dinner with me tonight.

Frank:

I don’t know…

Claire:

Oh come on. You know you want to.

Frank:

Well… I guess dinner couldn’t hurt anything.

Claire:

That’s the ticket.

Kristen:                                               Could you not hit on each other in front of me it’s kinda creepy.

Frank:

Sorry.

Claire:

So when and how will you pick me up?

Frank:

How does seven thirty in a taxi sound?

Claire:

A taxi?

Frank:

What is it with you and taxis?

Claire:

I just don’t like having a stranger drive me around that’s all.

Frank:

Don’t worry I’ll protect you.

Kristen:

Ah hem.

Frank:

Sorry. It’s the last house on the left. 

Kristen:

Okay.

Frank:

What’s your address?

Claire:

787 Fairmont drive.

Kristen: (to frank)

This one?

Frank:

Yes. Okay, thanks for they ride and Claire I’ll see you at seven thirty.

Frank gets out of the car and closes the door. He walks up the drive way and to his front door.

Cut to: Frank’s Bedroom, INT, Late Day.

Frank is standing in front of his nightstand. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small gun and a switchblade. He sits them on the stand. He looks at his alarm clock. It reads “4:54”. Frank reaches over and sets the clock for 6:30. He pulls the covers back and gets into bed.

Cut to: Franks Bedroom, INT, late day.

The cordless phone on the night stand begins ringing. Frank Sleepily answers it

Frank: (Groggy)

What?

It is the man from the tape with the rough voice.

Man:

Hey man is that any way to answer the phone? 

Frank:

Greg?

Man:

Yeah. I heard about your accident today, are you hurt?

Frank:

No. What do you want?

Greg:

Wow, someone’s in a mood.

Frank:

You disturbed my nap.

Greg:

My bad man. Have you made any progress on Paul Bakersfield yet?

Frank:

I was listening to the tape when I had my accident.

Greg:

Oh.

Frank:

I’m really sleepy right not can I call you back later?

Greg:

Sure. Frank, one last thing.

Frank:

What?

Greg:

I found out the Paul is having dinner at Napoli’s tonight.

Frank:

How the hell do you know that?

Greg:

Connections.

Frank:

Okay thank you I will take that into consideration. 

Greg:

Will you be there tonight?

Frank:

I have plans tonight.

Greg:

Really? What kind of plans. The kind you can get out of because this is a very important hit.

Frank:

I have a date tonight.

Greg:

Don’t you think it’s a little soon?

Frank:

I am completely over Julia.

Greg:

What ever you say.

Frank:

Yeah what ever I say. I will try to get my date to go to Napoli’s but no guarantees. I’m going to sleep now. Bye

Greg:

Bye Frank.

Frank hangs up and sits the phone back on the stand. He falls back asleep quickly.

Cut to: Frank and another man standing up against a brick wall. There is a beautiful woman pointing a gun at them. She is Julia. 

Frank: (lightly crying)

I swear baby I didn’t do you like that. It was all him.

Frank points to the man next to him. The man looks a lot like Frank.

Man:

After what we shared do you honestly believe I could do that to you

Julia:

SHUT UP!

We zoom on Julia’s face. She is crying too. She closes her eyes and we hear a BANG!

Cut to: Franks Bedroom, INT, Evening.

The alarm clock is going off.

Frank:

Okay Julia im up…

Frank realizes what he just said and gets up.

Cut to:

Franks bathroom, INT, evening.

Frank is dressed sharp and is at the sink brushing his teeth. He spits and gargles with mouthwash.

Frank: (to his reflection)

Lookin’ sharp. Come on Frankie you can do this.

Frank hears a hone and looks out his bathroom window and sees the taxi in the driveway. Frank walks through the house and to the front door. He walks out side and shuts and locks the front door. He walks down the drive way and to the cab.

Cut to: Claire’s living room, INT, Evening.

Claire is sitting in the living room channel surfing. She is dressed in a nice dress and her hair looks good. The doorbell rings. Claire shuts off the TV. She walks down the hall and to the front door. When she gets there there is a small package that slides through the mail slot. 

Claire:

OH BALLS! NOT NOW!

Claire opens the package and out comes a tape recorder. It says, “Play Me” on it.

Claire:

Dam* it!

Claire hits play on the tape recorder. On it is a woman’s voice. The woman sounds like Wanda Sykes.

Woman:

Hey girl. I have your next assignment. His name is Frank Hart. 

Claire gasps.

Woman:

He is an assassin for another squad. He has killed over a hundred people and was responsible for the death of The Bosses son. The boss said this is the most important assignment and he put you on it because you’re a girl. He is charming around the ladies and brutal around the victims so I’d flirt with him a little if I were you. He lives on 118 Glenwood Circle. It’s the

Claire: (and the woman in unison.)

Last house on the left. 

Woman:

Be careful, he is very smart and very lethal. The boss said if you get him he will pay you a million dollars, so I’d get cracking girl. Oh yeah and are we still on for bowling next Thursday night? It will be Friday when you get this tape so let me know. Later sugar.

There is quiet on the tape and Claire stops it. She sits the for a moment.

Claire:

Sh**. 

The doorbell rings and it makes Claire jump. 

Claire:

Just a minute!

Claire runs down the hall. She opens the bathroom door and runs to the toilet. 

She opens the lid to the tank and we see there is clear plastic wrap covering the toilet. There are other small tape recorder tapes in there. She takes out this one and sits it in the tank, replaces the lid and runs out of the bathroom down the hall and to the door. She breathes for a couple seconds and opens the door.

Claire:

Sorry about that just some last second touching up.

Frank:

Wow! You look great. 

Claire:

Thank you.

Frank:

The taxi waits.

They walk down the driveway arm in arm.

Cut to: the back seat of the taxi, INT, night.

Cab driver:

Where you goin now?

Frank:

How does Napoli’s sound?

Cab driver:

Good to me.

Frank:

No not you. Claire?

Claire:

Sounds great.

Frank:

Okay, to Napoli’s on 125th and Grand.

Cab driver:

You got it.

Cut to: Napoli’s, INT, night

Frank is sitting face toward the door. They have two candles in the middle of the table and two glasses of wine. There are also bread sticks in the middle of the table.

Claire:

So what do you do for a living?

Frank:

I own a bar.

Claire:

Really?

Frank:

Yeah.

Claire:

Which one?

Frank:

It’s a bar called Frankie’s.

Claire:

That’s YOUR bar?

Frank:

It is indeed.

Claire:

I’ve been there a couple times that place is cool.

Frank:

Thank you.

Claire:

Uh huh.

Frank:

So what do you do for a living?

Claire:

I own a massage parlor.

Frank:

Really? Wow.

Claire:

Yeah, it’s a good job.

Frank:

Do you give special discounts?

Frank winks.

Claire:

I’ve been known to give the occasional discount.

Frank Smiles.

A waiter walks up to their table

Waiter:

Are you ready to order or do you need a few more minutes?

Frank:

A few more minutes please.

Waiter:

Okay no problem.

The waiter walks away.

Claire:

I completely forgot to look at the menu

Frank smiles again

Frank:

Me too.

They both pick up their menus and begin looking. Frank is looking over his menu at the door. While he’s watching the door the Sheriff and his family walk into the restaurant. 

Frank:

Hey that’s the new Sheriff. I voted for him.

Claire:

Really? I voted for the other guy.

The Sheriff and his family sit at a table next to Frank and Claire.

Frank looks at his menu again

Frank:

I want the tour of Italy.

Claire:

Where’s that?

Frank:

It’s at the bottom. Number twenty-five.

Claire:

Spaghetti, Fetachini, Italian Meat Loaf, there’ enough food here to feed a small country. 

Frank:

Sounds good huh? I can even have left overs tomorrow. 

Claire:

Or we could share it.

Frank:

Is that something you would want to do?

Claire:

Definitely.

As if on cue the waiter arrives.

Waiter:

Have you made a choice yet?

Frank:

Yes I think we would like the tour of Italy.

Waiter:

Is that all?

Frank:

I think so.

Waiter:

Okay I will have it in a little while.

Frank steals a glance at the sheriff and his family.

Claire:

Have you ever been married?

Frank:

No. I have come close, but no.

Claire:

Well, what happened?

Frank:

Long story short she wasn’t the person I thought she was.

Claire:

You wanna tell me about it?

Frank:

I don’t like to talk about it that much.

Claire:

Okay.

Frank:

Have you ever been married?

Claire:

No. I just haven’t found the right man yet.

Frank: 

                 I know the feeling well.

Claire:

Awww. Who knows, maybe this will work out?

Claire winks at him.

Frank looks over at the sheriff and his family and sees that he gets up. Paul walks across the restraunt to the Mens Room.

Frank:

You know, this wine is going right through me. I will be right back.

Claire:

Hurry back

Frank gets up and walks across the restaurant to the mens room. We follow him. He pushes open the door quietly. Frank is in the Bathroom. He quietly closes the door. The urinal The Sheriff is using is facing the wall opposite the door. Paul quietly sneaks up behind the sheriff. When he is close he gets out his switchblade. He is within stabbing distance now. He makes the switchblade come out with a click. We zoom in on Frank’s hand holding the blade. The Sheriff begins to turn around but the hand swings down on him. The sheriff is stabbed in the back. He makes a gagging noise and falls over on the ground. We are in normal vision now. Frank leans down and stabs him again causing more blood to pour out. The Sheriff is in a little pool of blood now. We hear the door open and close. Frank spins around. There is a man standing in front of the closed door. Frank throws the knife and it sticks in the mans neck. Blood runs down his neck and he falls over dead. Frank walks over to the man and pulls the knife out. He walks over to the sink and grabs a paper towel, wipes the blade clean. Then he goes to a toilet stall and flushes the paper down. He puts the blade back together and puts it in his pocket.

Cut to:

Franks table. NIGHT.

Claire is sitting in front of a table full of food. Frank walks to the table

Frank:

I love it when you come back and your food is here.

Claire:

I know. Well we better dig in.

They begin to eat their food. Frank looks over at the mens room door and sees a different man walk through the door. A few second later he runs out

Man: (shouting)

HELP! MURDER! MURDER! HELP!

Claire looks at Frank knowingly

END 

