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FADE IN. 1

INT. SUBJECT ROOM - DAY - FLASHBACK

Young children are in a low lit room; their CRIES and MOANS 
echo. A young girl with brown clumps of hair and green eyes, 
in a white shirt and black shorts, sits in a corner and 
watches the other children.

RYLEE (V.O.)
My world wasn’t very big. It was a 
single room. Filled to the brim 
with my siblings.

A door opens to the little girl’s right. Bright yellow light 
pours into the room. She shields her eyes from the light and 
watches between her fingers as shadowy figures grab and pull 
children into the hall.

RYLEE (V.O.)
I didn’t mind the room, really. It 
was quite cozy. If you could get 
over the smell of vomit and blood.

A man grabs the little girl’s arm and jerks her out of the 
room and down a bright white hallway.

RYLEE (V.O.)
But every now and then, these nasty 
big people would come for me.

The man stops in front of a hospital door and pushes it open. 
Brighter light flashes.

END FLASHBACK

INT. J. R. TELLMEX OFFICE - NIGHT

The computer screen flickers. RYLEE(25), with short brown 
hair pulled back into a ponytail and dark green eyes, blinks 
at the computer. She adjusts her leather jacket and pulls her 
hood up a little more.

RYLEE
Whenever they took me out, they 
would poke me with needles and hook 
me up to all sorts of machines.

The computer DINGS. Rylee smiles. She pulls a USB drive from 
her black fanny pack and puts it in a port. She downloads 
several files.



RYLEE (CONT’D)
I never thought I’d be free.

She looks at MR. TELLMEX(45), in a blue suit, tied up on a 
sofa. A piece of cloth sticks in his mouth. Tears trickle 
over his chubby cheeks. 

Mr. Tellmex GRUMBLES.

Rylee unplugs the USB drive and tucks it back into her pouch. 
She stands up and adjusts her black and white checkered skirt 
and tight black leggings.

RYLEE (CONT’D)
Where are my manners, MR. Tellmex? 
I just barge in here, tell you my 
life story and don’t even introduce 
myself. It’s Rylee.

Rylee picks up a CD case and moves to the CD player, left of 
the large desk, and presses open. She places the CD in the 
player and strolls toward Mr. Tellmex, who squirms on the 
couch and makes several HIGH PITCH SQUEALS. 

He falls over.

RYLEE (CONT’D)
Easy there.

Rylee shifts him back into a seated position and dusts 
invisible lint off the man’s shoulder.

RYLEE (CONT’D)
The janitor will be by soon.

She steps back and looks the man over. She looks around the 
office. She claps her hands and smiles. She walks toward the 
glass doors of the office.

Mr. Tellmex watches Rylee leave.

Rylee pauses in the doorway and turns back.

RYLEE (CONT’D)
He might even find you alive.

Mr. Tellmex SQUEALS.

Rylee disappears into the dark hallway.
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INT. J. R. TELLMEX OFFICE - DAY

The CLICK of a camera. Mr. Tellmex sits in the sofa’s corner. 
His eyes are red and bulging out of his eye-sockets. His face 
is purple and the rag hangs in the corner of his mouth.

PETER(26), in a blue jacket with the words, “Police,” 
stenciled on the back and a large camera, snaps pictures.

He surveys the rest of the small office. 

More police officers move around the room.

GRANT(39), in a gray suit and black tie, notices the open CD 
player. The disk inside says, “Play me.”

GRANT
Got another one.

He closes the lid and presses play.

RADIO
(little children sing)

Tom, Tom the pipers son. Stole a 
pig and away he ran.

All the officers look at the CD player.

RADIO (CONT’D)
The pig was eaten and Tom was beat 
and went roaring down the street.

Grant SIGHS. He looks at Peter and points at Mr. Tellmex.

PETER
Mr. Tellmex, 45, CEO of Tell-a-mex 
Industries. Death about one am.

Grant pulls out an e-cigarette and takes a puff.

GRANT
Did you know this sod put thirteen 
million into researching ways to 
extend his life in the past decade?

Peter shakes his head. Grant lets white smoke drift from his 
mouth. The smoke curls over Mr. Tellmex’s vacant eyes.

GRANT (CONT’D)
Guess that thirteen mill didn’t do 
him any good.

BELLS RING and startles Peter who fumbles for his cellphone.
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Grant looks at the text over Peter’s shoulder.

GRANT (CONT’D)
Her again.

Peter laughs.

PETER
Yeah.

The cellphone RINGS again.

INTERCUT: CELLPHONE SCREEN

ALECIA: This place has an amazing mocha frappuccino. Do you 
want me to get you one?

INT. J. R. TELLMEX OFFICE - DAY

Peter looks at Grant. 

Grant frowns at him and SIGHS.

GRANT
Get her out of the building and 
then bring me back a cup.

Peter nods and hurries out of the office.

INT. TELLMEX LOBBY- COFFEE SHOP - DAY

Peter trots into the lobby and looks for ALECIA who is in 
plain blue jeans, a T-shirt of an anime character, and a zip 
up hoodie with thumb holes.

Alecia waves from a tall table.

PETER
You’re not supposed to be here.

Alecia smiles and takes a sip of her drink.

ALECIA
I heard rumor that poor Mr. Tellmex 
went and got himself killed. A 
company assassination maybe?

Peter frowns at her as he adjusts his camera and rubs the 
bridge of his nose.
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PETER
This is a police investigation. If 
the press wants to know anything, 
they’ll have to wait for an--

ALECIA
Maybe its the Nursery Rhyme Killer. 
Heard they’ve been on the move 
recently. Killin’ a few fat cats.

Peter looks away.

ALECIA (CONT’D)
Right on the money. So what was it 
this time? Mary had a little lamb? 
The little red hen?

Peter crosses his arms over his chest. 

Alecia scoots a cup of coffee towards him and winks.

Peter SIGHS.

PETER
Tom, Tom the piper’s son.

Alecia slips off her stool and hands him the coffee.

ALECIA
Tell the Detective it was a 
pleasure doing business with him.

PETER
You can’t print a word of this. Not 
until the official--

ALECIA
Yes, yes. I’ll hold off. Sort of.

PETER
Alecia.

Alecia waves over her shoulder as she departs.

INT. RYLEE’S FLAT - DAY

Alecia opens her door and lets out a deep breath. She pulls 
off her blond wig. Black hair tumbles free. 

Rylee sheds her disguise until she stands naked in the center 
of her flat. She faces a large corkboard.
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The corkboard has pictures of various men and women, news 
articles, and strings of different colors stretch from one 
tack to another. 

Rylee walks to her desk and picks up a red marker before she 
moves towards the board. With two lazy strokes she crosses 
Mr. Tellmex’s face.

RYLEE
Now let’s see who’s next.

Rylee looks the board over. She walks to her desk and picks 
up a dart. She covers her eyes with her other hand and tosses 
the dart. It lands on the picture of a woman in a red dress.

Rylee drops her hand. She makes a swift turn and pulls on her 
clothes. Tight black leggings, a checkered skirt, black tank-
top, hoodie and leather jacket. 

She pulls her hair into a low ponytail and slips on boots. 

Just before she leaves her apartment, she pulls on black 
gloves and buckles on a black fanny pack.

EXT. BALWINS HOTEL - NIGHT

DANA(34),in a red dress slit to reveal her tan thighs, a fox 
scarf to cover her large breasts, and gold high heels, steps 
out of a Lamborghini. 

She nods to the valet as her date, CALVIN(22), in a slick 
black and white vest suit, guides her down the red carpet.

INT. BALWINS HOTEL - HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Calvin pulls Dana into the room and slams the door shut. He 
yanks the scarf off Dana and tosses it to the ground. He 
shoves her against the door and forces a kiss.

Dana laughs as she divests him of his blazer, vest and button 
up shirt. She licks his neck and MOANS in his ear.

CALVIN
Gods you’re beautiful.

Dana laughs as Calvin picks her up and moves to the bed.

CUT TO BLACK
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INT. BALWINS HOTEL - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Dana flicks on the bathroom light. She closes the door behind 
her as she takes a moment to look herself over. She makes an 
UNHAPPY SOUND in the back of her throat as she examines a 
hickey on her neck.

Dana jumps. She pulls a small feather dart from her right 
butt cheek. She stares at it for a beat. 

She turns around.

Rylee sits in the bath tube and twirls a slender tube between 
the fingers of her right hand. 

DANA
Forty-nine? 

Rylee smiles and watches as Dana faints.

INT. BALWINS HOTEL - HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Dana rolls her head as she opens her eyes. 

All the lights are on in the room. 

The beige curtains are pulled closed. 

Dana realizes she is tied to a chair. She looks to the bed 
and doesn’t see Calvin. A soft CLICKING draws her attention 
to Rylee, who sits at the large suites’ table.

DANA
How’d you survive?

Rylee looks from her cellphone and grins.

RYLEE
Well a fine hello to you too.

Dana struggles against the bedsheets tying her to the chair.

DANA
Forty-ni--

The smile drops from Rylee’s face.

RYLEE
My name is Rylee now.

Dana takes a few deep breaths.
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DANA
Okay. What do you 
want(pauses)Rylee?

Rylee grins.

RYLEE
I just wanted to ask you some 
questions about the project.

DANA
I don’t know anything. After the 
project was shutdown, I went my 
separate way.

RYLEE
I can see that. And you seem to be 
doing very well.

Rylee stands and picks a syringe off the table. 

Dana’s eyes widen. She struggles. 

Rylee holds down an arm and pushes the needle into Dana.

RYLEE (CONT’D)
This kind of takes me back. But 
don’t worry it’s not that nasty 
stuff they used on me.

DANA
Is that the reason you’re doing 
this? Revenge?

Rylee laughs as she steps away and to a closet. She opens the 
door and steps back for Dana to see Calvin tied to the 
clothes rack. 

His face is an unhealthy blue.

RYLEE
What’d you think? A tragic story of 
a multi-billion dollar heir who 
offs himself and his mistress.

DANA
Rylee, you don’t have to do this. 
We can talk this out.

RYLEE
Sure. You have until the overdose 
kicks in.

Rylee walks to the table and picks up the phone.
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Dana cries.

DANA
Please, I was just doing my job.

Rylee watches her with an expressionless gaze.

RYLEE
What’s that saying? The shoe’s on 
the other foot.

Rylee leans down and forces Dana’s head back with a firm 
hand. She glares.

RYLEE (CONT’D)
So don’t think bad of me either. 
I’m just doing my job.

Rylee places the phone in Dana’s shaking left hand before she 
leaves the room.

INT. BALWINS HOTEL - HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Peter snaps another photo of Dana. 

Grant walks into the room and gives everyone a mighty frown.

PETER
Calvin Crown, twenty-two and heir 
to Bright White Corporate.

Peter waves to the closet where officers work to remove 
Calvin’s body.

PETER (CONT’D)
And this is Dana Glide, thirty-
five, high end escort. It looks 
like she tried to make a call.

Peter points to the black cellphone on the floor next to 
Dana’s chair.

Grant leans over and picks the phone up.

GRANT
Bondage play gone wrong?

Grant’s eyes go wide as he stomps his feet, looks at the 
phone again, then at Peter.
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GRANT (CONT’D)
(reads off the phone)

There once was an old lady who 
lived in a shoe.

PETER
You can’t be serious.

FBI agent SAMUEL, in a black suit, steps into the room as he 
shoves his sunglasses into his chest pocket.

SAMUEL
He is.

Grant and Peter face Samuel. Samuel holds out his hand.

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
Special agent, Samuel Down. From 
this moment forward I will be 
taking over this case.

GRANT
Like hell I’m gonna hand it over to 
you. We’ve been tracking this guy 
for months. 

SAMUEL
I believe this murder is related to 
an old science project that was 
shutdown a few years ago.

Grant glares at the FBI agent. 

SAMUEL (CONT’D)
and I’ve been tracking her for a 
very long time, Detective.

Peter looks between the two and fidgets with his camera. 

BELLS RING. Peter fumbles for his phone. He stares at 
Alecia’s text message.

INTERCUT: CELLPHONE SCREEN

ALECIA: This place is pretty ritzy.

INT. BALWINS HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Samuel looks at Peter. Peter tucks his cell away.
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