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INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Dark. The only light from a flashlight as it searches. It 
stops on a painting. A gloved hand lifts the painting from 
the wall, nothing behind it. 

A drawer is pulled open. Gloved hands dig through the 
contents and slam it closed. The light scans the room, back 
and forth. 

KEYS jingle outside the door. The flashlight turns off. SAM, 
30s, dressed in black, turns to leave, but trips over the 
footrest and hits the ground, hard. 

The LIGHT turns on. TAYLOR, 20s, in a cocktail dress, shoes 
in hand, wobbles, a bit tipsy. She squints as she stares at 
Sam.

TAYLOR
See now, usually I know the men 
that prowl around here in the 
middle of the night. But you don’t 
seem familiar to me. So, why don’t 
you tell me what the fuck you’re 
doing here?

Sam pulls a gun and aims it at Taylor.

SAM
I won’t be telling you anything, 
got it? So, don’t go pulling any 
shit with me, because, quite 
frankly, I’ll shoot your ass.

TAYLOR
Seriously? “I’ll shoot your ass.” 
That’s the best you’ve got? You do 
know who lives here, right? 

SAM
All too well. I mean it, I will 
shoot you, so don’t mess with me, 
lady. Now, show me where the safe 
is.

He swallows hard. Taylor stares at his forehead, disgusted.

SAM (CONT’D)
What are you staring at?

TAYLOR
Did you know that the vein on your 
forehead bulges?



SAM
What?

TAYLOR
It’s pretty gross.

He turns to the wall mirror, then rubs his forehead.

SAM
That never used to do that. Shit.

Taylor watches him. She drops her shoes by the door, crosses 
to the bar and pours a drink. Sam turns his gun back on her.

SAM (CONT’D)
I know what you’re trying to do. 
So, just cut the shit, okay? 

She shoots the drink.

TAYLOR
I’m not doing anything. I was just 
noticing. It didn’t look normal, so 
I thought I’d mention it, in case 
you wanted to get it checked out 
before you have an aneurism or 
something. 

She flops down onto the couch and pulls a pillow over her 
head. Sam stares at her, confused.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
But, it doesn’t really mean shit to 
me if you die suddenly. I just 
don’t want you to accidentally pull 
that trigger when it hits is all, 
if your gun is even loaded.

SAM
It’s loaded.

She peeks out from under the pillow.

TAYLOR
Yeah? Let me see the bullets.

SAM
No fucking way, I’m not showing you 
my bullets.

TAYLOR
Why not?
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SAM
Because they’re my bullets in my 
gun and I don’t have to show you if 
I don’t want to.

TAYLOR
There ain’t even bullets.

She lets the pillow fall back down, over her face.

SAM
It’s loaded.

TAYLOR
Whatever you say.

SAM
There are literally bullets in this 
gun.

Taylor sits up, irritated, and tosses the pillow.

TAYLOR
Fine. There are bullets. 

She stands and walks out of the room to the...

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Taylor enters the kitchen and heads straight for the fridge, 
Sam on her tail. 

She digs through the fridge and pulls out the remains of a 
chocolate cake, hops up onto the counter and pulls a fork 
from the drawer beneath her. 

SAM
You’ll know there are bullets when 
I blow a hole in your head.

TAYLOR
Gotcha.

She takes a bite, hmmm, heaven. Sam watches her, incredulous. 

SAM
Fine! Fine! You want to see the 
bullets. Here, here look...

He stomps over to her, releases the chamber and reveals his 
bullets.
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SAM (CONT’D)
See, bullets. Now, the gun is 
loaded. You know it and I know it, 
so shut the fuck up about it. I 
need to think.

Sam looks at his watch, then paces, eyes closed as he mumbles 
incoherently to himself.

TAYLOR
I don’t know what your problem is, 
I said I believed you.

He turns back to her with a grin.

SAM
You didn’t believe me.

TAYLOR
I totally did. You just started 
getting all paranoid.

SAM
Paranoid? No, stop. Just shut up. 

Sam drops down into one of the chairs. His jacket falls away 
revealing a badge clipped to his belt. He looks up at her.

SAM (CONT’D)
An aneurism? Really?

TAYLOR
You should get it checked.

SAM
Are you sure?

TAYLOR
Do I look like a doctor? Now, don’t 
ask me anything else. I’m not 
speaking to you.

SAM
What?

She hops off the counter and hurries down the hall, without 
looking back. 

INT. HALL/STAIRS - NIGHT

Taylor heads down the hall. Sam right behind her. He watches 
her climb the stairs. 
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SAM
What do you mean, you’re not 
speaking to me?

Taylor reaches the top and disappears into another room. 

SAM (CONT’D)
Shit.

Sam looks at his watch then hurries up the steps behind her. 

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sam enters. The room is a mess, clothes scattered from one 
end to the other. ToGo food boxes on the floor and dresser.  
Taylor sits at her vanity and removes her jewelry. 

Sam casually lifts a painting on the wall and glances behind 
it, nothing. He opens a dresser drawer, nope.

He sits on the end of her bed, gun rested on his thigh and 
watches her wipe her makeup off. After a moment...

SAM
Okay, why aren’t you speaking to 
me?

TAYLOR
Well, for starters you threatened 
to shoot me, you keep raising your 
voice to me, you doubt when I tell 
you something and you’re sitting on 
my best dress.

Sam looks, then pulls a cocktail dress out from under him.

SAM
You’ve got it all crumpled up 
anyway.

TAYLOR
That doesn’t mean you can sit on 
it.

He throws the dress at her. It hits her in the face.

SAM
Hang it up. 

TAYLOR
No.
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Taylor lets the dress fall to the ground as she crosses her 
arms, defiant. Sam points the gun at her.

SAM
I said, hang it up.

It’s a stand-off. He cocks the gun. Taylor huffs, picks up 
the dress, crosses to the closet and hangs it.

SAM (CONT’D)
That’s better. You know you’re a 
slob. Don’t you have a maid or 
something? 

Taylor looks away, silent. Sam stands, gun still on her.

SAM (CONT’D)
Look here, honey, I don’t give a 
shit if you speak to me or not, 
just show me where your daddy keeps 
his safe.

TAYLOR
I can’t do that. 

SAM
I will shoot you.

TAYLOR
I can’t help you. See this lady 
came up to my car today when I 
stopped at a red light and asked me 
to give her a ride to the church 
down the road. 

Sam sits back down with a loud sigh.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
See, but she had this big bag under 
her arm that she was holding onto 
all tight and everything. I thought 
that maybe she could have a 
chainsaw in it, and I’d end up in a 
million pieces. 

Taylor paces, acting out the woman with the bag.

SAM
A chainsaw? In a bag under her arm?

TAYLOR
Yeah. But, then she saw my concern 
and said, “In the name of Jesus 
Christ, I’m all right, please.” The 

(MORE)
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light changed, I panicked and drove 
away. 

SAM
Fascinating. But, back to the safe.

TAYLOR
It dawned on me after I drove away, 
what if she was like an angel 
checking up on me? And I said, 
“no.” Now, I’m karmically fucked. 
And here you are, working for Satan 
with your stealing and shit. If I 
help you... my karma just can’t 
handle that right now, so go ahead 
and shoot me. We’re dealing with a 
higher power. 

SAM
This is for real? You’re connecting 
me with Satan?

TAYLOR
Yeah, what? You think you’re 
working for the angels here?  

He raises a brow.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
It doesn’t matter if you believe 
you’re doing this for the right 
reasons. 

He stares at her as she casually pulls her nylons off. She 
looks back at him, somber.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
And it doesn’t matter if you get 
your hands on whatever evidence is 
in that safe. He'll be informed who 
turned it in. Then they’ll find you 
and kill you. I just don’t want 
your blood on my hands, is all. 

They stare at each other, silent. He connects to the pain in 
her eyes. Then...

SAM
Well, what if I’m neither good nor 
bad?

TAYLOR
You have to be one or the other.

TAYLOR (CONT'D)
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SAM
What are you?

TAYLOR
I’m in a transition period right 
now.

SAM
So, you’re neither.

TAYLOR
No, I’m just in the middle of a 
move right now, into the other.

SAM
Ah, you’re in between?

TAYLOR
That’s right.

SAM
So, you’re nothing.

TAYLOR
I am not nothing.

SAM
You sound like nothing. Mind if I 
smoke?

TAYLOR
No, go ahead. I am something and 
maybe that something isn’t exactly 
clear right now, but, it is 
something.

Sam takes a drag. Taylor hears something downstairs. Her 
demeanor shifts.

SAM
How about you just tell me if I’m 
getting hot or cold? I mean that’s 
not really telling me.

TAYLOR
Can I have a cigarette?

SAM
You don’t smoke.

TAYLOR
How do you know?
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SAM
I can tell.

TAYLOR
Well, you’re smoking and I smoke 
when people around me are smoking.

SAM
You shouldn’t. It’s not good for 
you.

TAYLOR 
Just give me a cigarette. I’ll 
worry about whether or not it’s 
good for me.

SAM
Suit yourself.

He tosses the pack at her.

TAYLOR
Do you have a light?

Sam puts the gun down on the vanity, pulls out his lighter 
and lights her cigarette. Taylor grabs his gun.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
Now you’re going to do what I say. 
Take off your pants.

SAM
Give me my gun.

TAYLOR
No. I’ll shoot your kneecaps and no 
one will care because you’re 
robbing me. So, unless you want to 
be a cripple for the rest of your 
life, take off your pants.

SAM
I’m not taking off my pants.

She FIRES, the kickback is stronger than expected. She 
wobbles and looks at the gun, like it fired itself.

SAM (CONT’D)
Jesus Christ! Are you crazy?

He looks behind him at the hole in the wall. 

SAM (CONT’D)
Give me my gun!
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TAYLOR 
No way. Take off your pants. Now!

SAM
I must be out of my mind.

He pulls his pants off, then stands before her in boxers.

TAYLOR
Good. Now your shirt.

As Sam removes his shirt, Taylor unzips her dress and lets it 
fall to the floor. He stares at her, shocked and confused. 

SAM
This is not an act of goodness.

TAYLOR 
I said I was in between right now.

Taylor grabs him and kisses him. 

The door opens as her FATHER, 60’s, grim, a business suit 
mobster type, stands in the doorway. 

FATHER
Taylor! Was that a gun--

TAYLOR
--Dad!

FATHER
Ah, I didn’t realize you had... um, 
company.

He closes the door. Sam turns to her, stunned. 

SAM
You knew he was back?

TAYLOR
Don’t go getting all mushy, I’m 
just in a transition period, that’s 
all. I’m still not helping you.

He raises a brow and pulls her close.

SAM
We’ll see.

They kiss. 

FADE TO BLACK.
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