


OVER BLACK.

HEAVY BREATHING. HURRIED FOOTSTEPS.

FADE IN:

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

A tall black woman, KAT WILSON, 30, flicks on a light and 
locks the door. 

She stares at herself in the mirror, TERRIFIED.

Kat looks down at trembling hands covered in dry blood. 

She frantically SCRUBS.

Hyperventilating, she sits on the edge of the bathtub, 
careful not to touch anything.

Kat weeps uncontrollably.

EXT. MANHATTAN - DAY

New York is picturesque from above, as a yellow cab WEAVES 
through traffic in Central Park West. 

SUPER: MONTHS EARLIER

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDINGS

The cab stops outside an upmarket block. 

An enthusiastic, athletic Kat Wilson hops out and grabs two 
large suitcases from the trunk with little effort. 

She looks up in awe at her new home as she hauls her luggage 
up concrete steps. She rings the top buzzer. 

MARTHA (O.S.)
Hello?

KAT
Hey, it's Kat. I'm outside.

Kat grimaces after stating the obvious. 

Even in her well-spoken ENGLISH ACCENT, that didn't sound so 
clever.



INT. BUILDING STAIRWELL

As Kat reaches the door it’s opened by TOM THOMPSON, a stocky 
black man in his 70’s with a face full of character.

TOM
Welcome. Nice to finally meet you 
in person.

He offers a polite handshake.

TOM (CONT’D)
Sorry ‘bout the elevator. Pain in 
the ass the last few days.

She waves away his apology.

EXT. / INT. APARTMENT

Tom takes her largest bag, carries it inside the front door. 

TOM
This is my wife, Martha.

MARTHA THOMPSON, mixed race, late 60’s, is taller than her 
husband. A glorious silver mane flows over broad shoulders.

MARTHA
Hey there. How was your flight?

KAT
Great, thanks. Uneventful, which I 
like.

Kat’s new landlords both sport THICK NEW YORK ACCENTS and 
seem genuinely pleased to see her. 

Kat is taken aback by their unusual amiability.

TOM
This is the communal hallway we 
mentioned. That’s us in there.

Martha insists Kat takes a quick look inside their cozy, open 
plan apartment. 

There's a homely feel to it. Antique furniture and fixtures 
subtly fill the main room.

TOM (CONT’D)
You’re one up.

Tom leads them back out with a casual, shuffling walk. 
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He unlocks the door at the end of the corridor and hands Kat 
the key, before trotting upstairs.

INT. KAT’S APARTMENT

Tom routinely turns to ensure the ladies still follow, 
breaking into a TUNELESS WHISTLE as he continues.

MARTHA
And this is you. Hopefully it's big 
enough?

Kat scans a large, bright lounge with a smile.

KAT
It’s perfect. You have such a nice 
place; amazing location too.

TOM
Got lucky. I was an only child.

KAT
Your parents owned both places?

TOM
Used to be a two-level apartment. 
We put the corridor in and split 
it, once our kids flew the nest.

MARTHA
You haven’t seen the best part yet.

Kat follows them towards glass doors that open up to reveal - 

A SPACIOUS WOODEN BALCONY

EXT. BALCONY

Kat steps out in AWE, as she looks over Central Park.

KAT
You are kidding me. You never 
mentioned this on the e-mail!

TOM
Nice surprise for our new tenants.

KAT
That's one way of putting it. You 
may have trouble getting rid of me.

They smile as she leans on the railing, drinking in the view.
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INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN - EVENING

The trio sit around the dinner table. A veritable spread is 
before them.

MARTHA
London's a beautiful city too 
though, is it not?

KAT
It is, but I needed out. Skeletons 
in the closet and all that.

TOM
Everyone has them; mine have names.

Kat laughs.

KAT
So when work asked me to transfer 
here, I jumped at the chance. 

(Pause)
Thanks for all of this, by the way.

Martha pretends it’s nothing.

KAT (CONT’D)
No, really. I wasn’t expecting such 
an amazing welcome.

TOM
Why, what kind of assholes did you 
have us down as?

MARTHA
Thomas!

She slaps his arm as Kat stifles another laugh.

MARTHA (CONT’D)
What time are you meeting your 
friend tonight?

KAT
Ahhh, I think I'll just blow it 
off. I’m wiped out from the flight.

Tom LEAPS UP with a smile on his face.

TOM
Well, in that case I'm breaking out 
the Scotch.

Martha shakes her head, begins clearing the table.
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EXT. MANHATTAN SUBWAY STOP - MORNING

Tom and Kat trudge up to street level, as he guides her to 
her first day in the office.

KAT
Fuck, I'm regretting that last 
whiskey. My head is pounding.

TOM
You'll be fine. Man up.

KAT
Easy for you to say - you'll 
probably have an afternoon nap.

TOM
Not a bad idea... OK, diagonally 
across at the lights and it's that 
second building along. Have a good 
first day. And If you ain’t making 
dinner, just text Martha.

KAT
Will do. Thanks so much Tom.

Kat picks up her pace as she crosses the street. 

She enters the glass tower along with a herd of others. 

INT. LOBBY

Kat is immediately greeted by an over-excited friend. 

LENNY CLEARY, a scrawny, curly-haired, red-headed Irishman in 
his 30’s, fits every stereotype of his homeland. 

White as a sheet. Daft as a brush.

Lenny lifts Kat up and spins her around as soon as she 
emerges from the revolving door.

KAT
Jeez. Alright! It's good to see you 
too, man. Watch the threads.

LENNY
Lookin’ sharp, darling.

Lenny doesn’t care that everyone watches them. 

He struts cheerfully along in his expensive suit.

5.



LENNY (CONT’D)
Can't believe you chickened out on 
me first noight? Wait 'til the lads 
back home hear this.

KAT
Yeah, sorry. I was knackered mate.

LENNY
Don’t say you believe in jet lag? 
Next you’ll be blaming 5G...

Kat LAUGHS heartily.

LENNY (CONT’D)
Well, yer makin’ up for it 
tomorrow. You can’t stay in yer 
first Friday in the Big Apple.

He throws an arm around her shoulder, as they get on the 
escalator and disappear upstairs.

INT. LAW OFFICE

Kat receives the official tour from her power-suited new 
manager, DEBBIE LOWE, 40’s. 

Plastered on the dark wall behind them is ‘FERGUSON & SMITH 
LLP’, in large white lettering. 

DEBBIE LOWE
These are all our researchers and 
juniors. You’ll probably recognize 
a few from Zoom calls.

Kat smiles at no-one in particular as they breeze by dozens 
of oblivious staff in spacious booths. 

They reach a corner office. Debbie KNOCKS and enters.

INT. MR. FERGUSON’S OFFICE

ED FERGUSON, 60, rotates child-like in a swivel chair. 

Years of executive boozing have gifted him a red nose and a 
torso which threatens to burst through a white Oxford shirt.

His office has an old money feel to it; Vintage paintings, 
metal sculptures, and an open globe - containing several 
bottles of high-grade liquor - are on display.

He sits at a large oak desk that dominates the well-lit room. 
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DEBBIE LOWE
Sorry to bother you, sir. Do you 
have a moment?

MR. FERGUSON
Of course, of course. Come in.

DEBBIE LOWE
I just wanted to introduce 
Katherine Wilson to you. She’s the 
UK lawyer we transferred over.

Ferguson belies his portly frame, springs up to shake her 
hand.

MR. FERGUSON
Yes, yes. I was looking forward to 
meeting. You studied under Barrie 
at Yale on the, uh --

He CLICKS his fingers loudly, as he struggles.

KAT
Criminal Procedures, Police 
Practices and --

MR. FERGUSON
Investigations. That’s it. 
Interesting course. What did you 
think of the Professor?

KAT
He was -- different?

Ferguson ROARS with laughter.

MR. FERGUSON
Diplomatic, you’ll go far! Old 
college buddy of mine is Barrie. 
Bit of a hot-head.

Kat doesn’t disagree.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - LATER

Debbie sits at the head of a long meeting table.

DEBBIE LOWE
Some of you will have worked with 
her through the London office. 
Thankfully she agreed to move here 
to work with protestors in the US.
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Debbie motions to a Junior Attorney, BRENDA JONES, black, 25, 
who speaks with supreme confidence despite being the youngest 
of the dozen attendees by several years.

BRENDA
Our current priority is the case 
brought against the NYPD by the 
family of George Brooks. 

DEBBIE LOWE
Good one to start you off on.

KAT
This is the no-knock warrant case?

BRENDA
They had no legitimate reason for 
it. Good guy, clean record - but he 
was a leading voice in the early 
protests, got arrested twice and 
released without charge.

LENNY
He was snatched off the street into 
an undercover van at a march too.

DEBBIE LOWE
There’s body-cam footage of the 
shooting.

Lenny instantly fires up a FAST-MOVING, NOISY video for the 
group to watch. Darkness. A door is SMASHED open. 

Several HEAVILY ARMED OFFICERS pour into a dark corridor.

A scared young African-American man, GEORGE BROOKS, appears.

GUNFIRE.

As GROANS and shocked faces fill the room, Lenny hits pause.

A visibly upset Brenda breaks the silence.

BRENDA
Never gets any easier.

She takes a drink of water.

DEBBIE LOWE
As expected, the police have hired 
Dan Rumpoldt to bat for them. Have 
you come across him before?

Kat shakes her head.
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DEBBIE LOWE (CONT’D)
Real piece of work. Hates “soft 
libs” like us. Good news is we 
won’t have to face him much longer; 
bad news is he’s probably our next 
Mayor.

INT. MANHATTAN BAR - FRIDAY EVENING

Kat, Brenda and other colleagues encircle a table in the 
center of a BUSTLING BAR. 

LIVE MUSIC plays in the background.

BRENDA
He was a year ahead of me in high 
school. Nice guy, friendly.

KAT
I’m so sorry.

BRENDA
Thanks. I mean, we weren’t friends 
or nothing, but our parents knew 
each other. That’s why we took it. 
I got them in to tell their story.

KAT
This shit’s gone on too long.

Brenda nods, solemnly.

BRENDA
It like this in England?

KAT
Less guns. Same attitudes.

Lenny comes over, spots the glum expressions.

LENNY
Right, c’mon. These racist assholes 
ruin our working lives, let’s not 
have them spoil tonight as well. 
That’s a win for these wankers.

The two women smile as he sits down between them.

LENNY (CONT’D)
Now, Brenda here is taken by a fine 
young gentleman at present, but I 
believe you’re out there, correct?
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KAT
I’m not out anywhere.

LENNY
Fook sakes Kat. Look at some of 
these lads, would ya?

Kat's head turns as GOOD-LOOKING MEN file past.

LENNY (CONT’D)
I’m straight as an arrow but I may 
fight you for one of them fellas.

Kat puts a hand to her gut, faking hilarity.

A tray of flaming shot glasses arrives. 

Kat gives it a disgusted glance before seeing Lenny's face. 
She doesn’t have a choice. 

They SLAM THEM back.

KAT
Oh wow, that is horrific. 

(Struggling)
You want a beer? I need a real 
drink to get rid of that.

Lenny shakes a finger, unable to speak. 

Kat goes to the bar alone. 

After ordering a lager, she struggles to hear the cost and 
holds out a bunch of dollar bills she’d accumulated.

The bartender bails her out by helping himself. 

Next to her she notices ANDY WOODS - tall, handsome, late 
20’s - laughing at her.

KAT (CONT’D)
Glad my struggles amuse you.

ANDY
Sorry. You looked... overwhelmed.

KAT
It's like Monopoly money! 

(Pause)
How ‘bout I buy you a drink and you 
teach me what they all mean?

ANDY
Oh, smooooth. Has that ever worked?
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KAT
You haven't said no yet.

She flashes him a cheeky smile.

ANDY
Vodka coke, Einstein. Thanks.

Kat orders his drink, signals to the bartender that he'll be 
receiving a $20 bill this time. 

It elicits a laugh from Andy.

KAT
I'm Kat.

ANDY
Andy.

They shake hands slowly.

KAT
So what do you do, Andy?

ANDY
Bartender in Midtown. Down here 
with friends for a change of scene. 
You?

KAT
Lawyer. Just moved here. First 
night out with the new work crowd.

ANDY
Lawyer. See, I knew you had brains.

Kat gives him mock applause. He accepts.

ANDY (CONT’D)
Been in Manhattan long?

KAT
A few days. Studied for a year in 
the US before though, so there’s no 
excuse for my monetary woes.

ANDY
I'm sure you'll get through these 
tough times. Where you from?

KAT
England. London, to be exact.
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ANDY
Bet that accent’s getting you 
plenty of attention?

The bartender delivers Andy’s vodka. Kat clinks it with hers. 

They take a drink and stare at each other.

KAT
If I'm honest, you're the first guy 
I've spoken to. How am I doing?

ANDY
Jury's out.

KAT
Ha-ha. Extra points for the topical 
lawyer joke.

Andy pats himself on the back.

KAT (CONT’D)
My friends said guys here were 
tough, gonna have to up my game.

ANDY
We ain't all bad. Plenty dickheads 
about, but you seem smart enough to 
weed them out.

KAT
Well, thank you very much for that 
backhanded compliment.

They take another drink. They smile.

ANDY
Anyway, I best get back with these. 
Hopefully see you later, teach you 
more about the American dream. 

Kat waves bye at him.

Andy picks up his tray of drinks and walks away.

Kat rejoins Lenny and the rest as they down their drinks.

LENNY
There she is. Who was that burning 
hunk o’ love you were talking to?
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KAT
His name’s Andy. And damnit, I was 
hoping to bump into him later, but 
looks like we’re leaving?

BRENDA
Don’t worry Kat, there's a city 
full of Andy’s here. 

LENNY
Exactly. Don’t fall for the first 
stud you chat to, ya soppy bastard.

Kat is put in a FRIENDLY HEADLOCK as he guides her outside.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - LATE MORNING

Kat accompanies Tom on his regular Saturday walk. 

She has a hat, scarf and several thick layers on.

TOM
Don't deal with hangovers very 
well, do you?

KAT
Can't even remember the last time I 
braved the outside after a night 
that heavy. Years, maybe?

TOM
Well, I got your cure right here.

Tom hands Kat a hip flask, encourages her to open it. 

She takes a sniff and WHIPS HER HEAD BACK.

KAT
Shit no! Don't think I can handle a 
hair of the dog this early.

(Glancing around)
Are we even allowed?

TOM
Think the cops are waiting to bust 
an old man with a flask? Thought 
you Brits could handle your liquor?

The peer pressure gets to Kat. She takes a healthy gulp.

KAT
Wooooooooo. That's one way to start 
the day. 
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She hands it back to Tom.

TOM
Welcome to my weekly ritual.

He takes a shot too.

KAT
I assume Martha has no knowledge of 
this little hobby of yours?

TOM
Nope. And she ain’t gonna either, 
unless you want evicted?

Kat smiles and takes another drink.

KAT
Lot of bad influences in this city. 
You might be the worst.

TOM
My other trick’s going to Yankee 
games. Martha hates baseball. Guilt 
free drinking.

KAT
Inspiring stuff.

TOM
Why don’t you come to the next game 
with me? Drum some American culture 
into ya.

KAT
Sure, I’d like that.

The duo wander aimlessly along a winding path.

EXT. PARK BENCH - LATER

Kat takes in the peaceful surroundings, chowing down on a 
greasy breakfast sandwich.

An older UPPER CLASS LADY walks by with a fashionably tiny 
dog on a pink leash. It stops and GROWLS.

The woman looks directly at Kat, who glances at Tom before 
throwing a chunk on the ground.

TOM
What you doin’? You don’t give 
bread to a dog.
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UPPER CLASS LADY
I beg your pardon? My baby eats 
what he likes, when he likes.

TOM
Your rat running out of caviar’s 
your problem Miss, not ours.

The affronted woman STORMS OFF, muttering an obscenity. 

Kat's shock transitions to MERRIMENT.

KAT
You're mental!

TOM
When you've lived here long as me, 
you learn to stand up to that sort. 

KAT
Yeah, my mates warned me last night 
of the intimidation factor here.

TOM
How d’you mean?

KAT
Blokes and stuff.

TOM
What the hell are ‘blokes’?

KAT
You know, men.

TOM
Speak English, would ya?

Kat rolls her eyes. Tom chuckles.

TOM (CONT’D)
Didn’t find a husband last night?

KAT
Ha-ha. No.

Beat.

KAT (CONT’D)
There was a guy in some bar who 
caught my eye.

TOM
And?

15.



KAT
Lost him.

TOM
Lost him?

KAT
We left. Didn't get the chance to 
speak to him again.

TOM
Didn't get a chance, or didn't try?

Tom shakes his head at her vacant look.

TOM (CONT’D)
Listen kid, you find someone you 
like in this town you make more of 
an effort. 

(Pause)
There's a million losers like you. 
Difference is they're tryin’.

KAT
I'll keep that in mind, thanks.

TOM
I'm serious. Don’t wait on him to 
make a move. You’re the ones who 
wanted equality...

Kat throws a leftover wrapper at Tom, who sports a wry grin.

EXT. 5TH AVENUE HOTEL - DAY

A peaceful BLACK LIVES MATTER PROTEST is underway, outside a 
notorious landlord’s hotel tower.

There’s a large police presence. 

Squad cars and horses everywhere.

Kat and her work colleagues stand near the front line. 

Some film the protest. Just in case.

A young family stand not far away. TWO KIDS are dressed up in 
black panther outfits - the organization, not the superhero. 

They add to the positive feel of the day, pulling cute poses 
as people take photographs of them.
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Kat smiles and walks over, asking if she can take a photo 
too. Their PARENTS seem more than happy.

As she kneels down, the NOISE behind her rises.

Armed police stride forward AGGRESSIVELY, irrationally upset 
by a few protestors starting an anti-NYPD chant.

The parents pull the kids in closer as Kat turns around. 

A tall black man is MANHANDLED by baton-wielding officers. 
Kat tells them to get the kids out of there.

She moves towards the disturbance quickly. 

Alongside others, she pleads with the over-zealous officers 
to let the innocent man go.

The unit turn nasty.

PEPPER SPRAY.

Kat walks directly into a cloud of it.

All around her, people SCATTER BACKWARDS.

SCREAMS fill the air. Cops spread out and GRAB CIVILIANS.

Brenda takes Kat by the arm right before a cop reaches her.

BRENDA
This way, quick!

They make it back to their colleagues. 

One of them has opened up his backpack and pulled out a 
bottle of milk.

He POURS the cold liquid all over Kat’s eyes and face.

The action is like a magnet.

TWO ANGRY OFFICERS come their way.

They sprint for the YOUNG INTERN with the milk.

The cops grab him, almost break his arm.

They RIP IT behind his back, put him face down into concrete.

YOUNG INTERN
Get the fuck off me. I didn’t do 
anyhting!
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Colleagues try and get the cops to release him, but the men 
are empowered by their catch.

The intern is in agony. 

He CAN’T BREATHE. 

Kat forcefully SHOVES OVER A COP with his knee on the young 
man’s spine. She gets HANDCUFFED too.

It’s merely a fraction of the CHAOS unfolding.

SIRENS WAIL.

INT. / EXT. POLICE STATION - EVENING

Debbie signs a sheet of paper, flanked by the scratched up 
intern and a red-eyed Kat.

DEBBIE LOWE
You people should be ashamed of 
yourselves. You’ve not heard the 
end of this.

The Desk Sergeant is unmoved. 

As they exit, Debbie leads them along the sidewalk, out of 
earshot of smirking officers who line the doorway.

KAT
Thanks.

DEBBIE LOWE
Don’t thank me Katherine. Do 
better.

Kat is bewildered by her tone.

DEBBIE LOWE (CONT’D)
We can’t put ourselves in these 
situations.

KAT
Isn’t this what we’re trying to 
stop? I’m surprised you’re --

DEBBIE LOWE
Of course. But you realize what 
happens if our team get arrested? 
Cases suffer. Our clients suffer.

The intern looks repentant, but Kat still has her back up.
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DEBBIE LOWE (CONT’D)
Look, I know what got you both 
arrested was your skin color. But 
we have to be smarter than them. 

(Pause)
If they know who you are they’ll 
target you. We can’t be on the 
front line out here and in court.

Kat starts to see her boss’ logic.

DEBBIE LOWE (CONT’D)
I need you. They need you.

Debbie looks over to a DEVASTATED BLACK FAMILY, as they 
depart the Police Station.

INT. COURTROOM - DAY

Kat’s lengthier hair is tied in a neat ponytail. She stands, 
smartly dressed, in the front row of a packed courtroom.

In front of her at the prosecutor’s table are Debbie and 
Brenda, alongside George Brooks’ PREGNANT WIDOW.

An elderly JUDGE enters the room. Everyone takes their seats.

JUDGE
Obviously this has been a harrowing 
few weeks for everyone. I’d like to 
thank you all for how respectful 
proceedings have been throughout.

He turns to the jury.

JUDGE (CONT’D)
Now. For the charge of first-degree 
murder against Derek Atwell, how do 
you find the Defendant?

Not a whisper can be heard. The FOREPERSON rises.

FOREPERSON
Guilty, your honor.

A MASSIVE CHEER ERUPTS through the rows of onlookers, before 
the Judge regains order.

As two more guilty verdicts are delivered, Kat’s hand is 
squeezed tightly by INA BROOKS, George’s mother. 

Kat smiles at her, tears in both their eyes.
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Debbie turns. She nods gratefully at Kat then hugs Ina.

INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN

Kat and her landlords eat breakfast together. 

Martha has put out a fine assortment of eggs, sausages, bacon 
and many more English home comforts.

TOM
What’s the plan today?

KAT
Small get together with the Brooks 
family later. They’re treating us 
to a late lunch as thanks. We 
insisted they make it informal.

MARTHA
That’s lovely dear.

KAT
Yeah. They deserve a few drinks.

Kat goes quiet, plays with her food.

MARTHA
You okay?

KAT
Hm? Sorry, was just thinking about 
my own family.

They wait for Kat to continue, but she goes quiet.

Tom relates to her pain.

TOM
You’re not the only one with family 
issues, trust me.

For the first time, Kat sees them upset.

TOM (CONT’D)
We'd love it if our two came back 
more often but, well, they --

MARTHA
It's not easy for them. 

(Half-hearted)
They have their own lives to live.

Martha rubs Tom’s shoulder gently.
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INT. HOUSE OF BREWS, W 51ST STREET - LUNCHTIME

Kat, Lenny, Brenda, Debbie and others from the office gather 
with the Brooks family and friends for a buffet and drinks, 
to celebrate George’s life. 

There’s a warm, laid-back atmosphere in the bar.

LENNY
To be fair, you were the lazy drunk 
of our team when I lived in London.

KAT
Piss off, I wasn’t that bad.

LENNY
No? What about the legendary ‘Day 
of double-Dominos’ at my house?

KAT
That was just a heavy weekend.

LENNY
That was a Wednesday, Kat.

She squints at the ceiling. It all comes back to her.

KAT
Shit, so it was.

The Brooks family crease themselves laughing.

KAT (CONT’D)
I’ve changed though - give me that 
at least?

Lenny sways his hand, debating giving her a thumbs up. 

DEBBIE LOWE
If I’d known I was hiring an 
alcoholic...

KAT
I’m gonna grab a drink.

More hilarity as Kat leaves the table.

She orders a water with ice from the BAR MANAGER.

BAR MANAGER
You're late.
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ANDY (O.S.)
Sorry boss, missed the subway by 
like two seconds.

RICHARD
I’ll give her your job if it 
happens again.

The manager gives Kat her glass and walks away.

Andy steps behind the bar, sees a familiar face smiling back.

ANDY
Who her? Seems brainy, but not sure 
she’d cope with the denominations.

KAT
An expert now, thank you very much.

He laughs.

ANDY
So how’s the new life working out?

KAT
Loving it. A bit too much probably, 
which is why I’m sticking to the 
h2o this weekend. This partying 
every weekend thing is expensive!

ANDY
It ain't cheap. 

(Pause)
You must be enjoying the single 
life here though?

KAT
Now now. A lady never tells.

He leans back, nods, as she plays it cool.

KAT (CONT’D)
What about you? All these bored 
Real Housewives coming in - must be 
batting them away?

ANDY
What makes you think I'm single. Or 
interested?

KAT
No wedding ring for one. After that 
I was just kind of hoping.
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He jokily GASPS, then goes to serves a customer. 

She glances at him, catching his eye before he returns.

ANDY
Want something stronger? I still 
owe you a drink.

KAT
Indeed you do. But I’m staying dry, 
so you’ll have to take me out some 
other night.

ANDY
Ha, there’s that smoothness again. 
What if I am taken though?

KAT
Are you?

ANDY
No... It could go so bad you decide 
not to return here? That’s not 
great for my tips now, is it?

KAT
That’s a risk you’ll have to take.

Andy strokes his chin, pretends to think deeply.

An eavesdropping regular pipes up:

DRUNK
If he doesn’t take you out, I will.

ANDY
Ha-ha. Back off Charlie. OK, you 
got yourself a date.

KAT
Woo! Get my wing man here a drink.

Andy walks away, feigning defeat.

EXT. BROOKLYN WATERFRONT - NIGHT

Kat and Andy exit a restaurant. They walk towards the 
Williamsburg Bridge.

The city lights bounce off the water.
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KAT
Typically large African family 
unit. So if you upset me, my 
brothers will kick your arse.

ANDY
Damn, what did I get myself into? 
That's heavy for a first date.

KAT
Hey, just giving you the lowdown. 
If you can't handle it you’d better 
cut n’ run.

ANDY
Hmm? I think this is going pretty 
well... I'll risk the whooping.

Kat subtly loops her arm inside his. 

They walk by the lapping water. She leans in a little closer.

KAT
I told my landlord about you after 
we first met; he called me a loser 
for not making more of an effort.

Andy LAUGHS HEARTILY.

ANDY
He was right. You're lucky you got 
a second chance.

KAT
Also told him I had a dream about 
our first kiss at Brooklyn harbor.

He flashes her a disbelieving look.

KAT (CONT’D)
Okay, that bit I made up. Kinda 
hoped you might fall for it though?

Kat cheekily glances at him. 

They stop walking. Andy leans in and kisses her. 

The lights of Manhattan across the water enhances their 
silhouette.

INT. SUBWAY STATION, BROOKLYN

Andy, being a gentleman, walks Kat as far as he can.
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ANDY
I had fun tonight.

KAT
Me too. Thanks for showing me your 
neighborhood.

ANDY
You sure you don’t want me to ride 
in with you?

KAT
Don’t be silly, that would add 
hours to your night.

ANDY
I don’t mind.

KAT
I’m fine, honest. We do have a 
subway in London you know!

They kiss good-night. She walks through the turnstile.

As Kat strolls through the station, her mood is soured by a 
creepy PREPPY GUY; skin tone almost matching his white pants. 

PREPPY GUY
Hey sugar.

Kat ignores him and puts in her earphones.

The obnoxious, hedge-fund jock doesn’t take the hint. 

After drunkenly tucking his pastel-colored shirt back in, he 
starts to follow her along.

Kat can sense him behind, but doesn’t want to look.

She turns the volume right down, nervous.

Footsteps ECHO.

Kat begins to walk noticeably faster. 

She rounds a corner and tucks in behind a group of people, 
hoping he doesn’t see her.

The guy doesn’t appear.

Kat looks relieved, continues on.
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INT. SUBWAY PLATFORM

Kat sits on a wobbly plastic seat, waiting on the C-train.

As it arrives she becomes aware of the same guy staring along 
at her. She pretends not to notice.

They enter different carriages.

INT. C-TRAIN

Kat keeps an eye on the end door for a tense 10-15 seconds.

He’s given up. She relaxes.

Kat decides to drown out the ANGRY, DEBATING COUPLE across 
from her by turning her music back up. 

She shuts her eyes and drifts off.

INT. C-TRAIN - LATER

THUD!

Kat’s head SMASHES against the window behind. 

The train rocks her awake on the journey through Manhattan.

The carriage is empty. Almost.

A CHILL runs through her.

Kat doesn’t make eye contact with the man from earlier. 

He’s SMIRKING at her from a few feet away.

The train pulls into Spring St. Station. 

She turns and watches the open door intently, praying someone 
else boards.

The doors SHUT.

As Kat turns back, he’s standing over her.

PREPPY GUY
You ignored me earlier.

Kat takes out her earphones.

KAT
I’m sorry?
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PREPPY GUY
You think you’re too good for me, 
that it?

Kat is SCARED STIFF. 

She can’t answer, just stares at the ground.

Beat.

PREPPY GUY (CONT’D)
How was your march the other day?

Kat looks back up, confused.

The creep FLICKS the ‘#BlackLivesMatter’ pin on her jacket.

PREPPY GUY (CONT’D)
You got a White Lives Matter badge 
too, or don’t I count?

Kat tries to ignore him but he steps into her eye-line.

The train RATTLES.

Lights flash off and on again.

She’s FROZEN with fear.

PREPPY GUY (CONT’D)
You people. You’re so, so --

KAT
What? We’re so what?

Kat’s blood boils. But so does his.

He PUNCHES HER in the face.

Kat is stunned and BLOODIED. 

She covers up as he attacks again.

He unleashes a flurry of KICKS and PUNCHES.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAYS LATER

DOCTOR GIBSON - salt and pepper hair, 50’s - rolls towards 
Kat lazily from his computer.

DOCTOR GIBSON
Still sore?
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Kat shakes her head. He looks attentively at her face. 

She’s almost recovered from the assault. Fading cuts and 
bruises surround her eyes and mouth.

DOCTOR GIBSON (CONT’D)
Your results look fine. Do you feel 
ready to go home?

KAT
I think so.

DOCTOR GIBSON
It’s perfectly natural to feel 
afraid when --

KAT
I’m not afraid.

(Pause)
Apprehensive. I don’t want him to 
win. Does that makes sense?

DOCTOR GIBSON
A common reaction. If you’d like to 
stay another night, you may?

KAT
No, I’m fine. Could’ve been worse. 
If people hadn’t boarded at the 
next station...

DOCTOR GIBSON
How does that make you feel?

She zones out for a moment, before sitting upright.

KAT
Angry, that I couldn’t defend 
myself.

He wheels back to his desk and PULLS OUT A FLYER. 

Kat looks it over.

DOCTOR GIBSON
We send folk for physiotherapy, but 
they offer Krav Maga classes too - 
a form of self defense for lighter 
frames. They’re used to beginners.

KAT
Thanks.

He stands and gently helps Kat to her feet.
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INT. LENNY’S CAR - LATER

The sun dances off puddles, temporarily blinding Lenny.

LENNY
I can’t see a fookin’ thing.

Kat stares blankly out the window at the world flashing by.

BRENDA
You okay?

Kat forces a smile.

KAT
New York seems different now. Not 
this fun, exciting place any more.

LENNY
Every city has its bad eggs Kat. At 
least this one got caught.

He puts a comforting hand on her.

KAT
Maybe I just don’t belong, y’know?

BRENDA
Don’t think like that. You know how 
many people here love you?

LENNY
Not to mention the strides we’ve 
made at work, thanks to you.

Kat WELLS UP. Brenda hugs her from the back seat.

BRENDA
Awww, I wish there was something I 
could do to cheer you up. Maybe 
when Andy finishes work we can go 
out for dinner somewhere?

KAT
Thanks, but I don’t think -- They 
told me about a self defense class. 
Thought I’d try that when I’m fit 
enough. Fancy it?

Brenda nods, as Lenny makes an EXASPERATED SOUND.

LENNY
I’m not exactly an athlete, as you 
may have noticed?
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Kat LAUGHS for the first time in days.

She reads the text detailing Krav Maga’s invention by the 
Israeli special forces. She points out the address.

KAT
It’s close to your apartment, so no 
excuse.

LENNY
Didn’t I tell you? I’ve moved to 
New Jersey...

INT. MARTHA’S APARTMENT - DAY

Kat enters the kitchen as she puts on her coat. 

MARTHA
You can stay as long as you like, 
you know that?

KAT
Thanks. I’ll be fine.

They look at her sympathetically.

KAT (CONT’D)
I’d better go, they’ll be at the 
theater soon.

TOM
You don’t want me to drive you?

KAT
My Uber’s on its way. I’ll probably 
start using them all the time - not 
really a fan of the train now.

Kat smiles nervously at them.

She waves goodbye as she exits. 

The hallway door SLAMS SHUT in the background.

MARTHA
I hope she’ll be alright.

Tom mirrors Martha’s concerns. 

He goes to close their own front door; discovers KAT WEEPING. 

She is against the corridor wall, head in hands.
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KAT
(Barely audible)

I don’t know what’s wrong with me?

Tom sits beside her on the floor. 

She turns into him and CRIES.

Martha hears them and comes out. She crouches down.

MARTHA
Don’t worry about anyone else my 
love, take care of yourself first.

Kat nods as she wipes away tears.

MARTHA (CONT’D)
I’ll go tell the driver.

INT. KRAV MAGA GYM

Brenda and Kat finish up stretching on the mats. 

The class gather around to listen in.

INSTRUCTOR
Great work everyone, some huge 
improvements tonight. We’ll see you 
all again on Saturday. Hopefully.

Kat helps an exhausted Lenny back to his feet. 

He whispers:

LENNY
Pint?

The two ladies laugh. 

Kat looks happy and healthy again.

INT. MARTHA’S APARTMENT - EVENING

Kat dumps her gym bag in the corridor, before KNOCKING and 
going into her landlords’ apartment.

As she enters the lounge, an emotional Tom is on the phone, 
being comforted by Martha.

TOM
You can't keep doing this. At least 
send the kids here for a few days? 

(MORE)
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(Pause)
Billy, it's been over six months 
since -- I know that, but -- Billy, 
we would happily come see --

Due to the awkward tension, Kat looks away. Ironically, her 
focus lands on a FAMILY PHOTO. 

Tom and Martha’s children, BILLY and SARAH, both 40’s, look 
utterly miserable, as do their respective partners. Adorable, 
beaming kids surround a happy Tom and Martha.  

TOM (CONT’D)
I appreciate that son, but you must 
see how hurt we -- This isn't fair 
on your mother and I -- Billy?

Tom hangs up and BREAKS DOWN.

MARTHA
Come on honey, easy. Take it easy.

TOM
How can they keep doing this? They 
treat us like lepers at every turn.

He WAILS. 

Kat fetches him a glass of water. 

MARTHA
We don’t know why they stopped 
visiting. Not seeing the grandkids 
growing up is breaking our hearts. 

KAT
I'm so sorry. You've both been 
amazing to me. Tom's more of a 
father to me than my own ever was.

Kat tries to comfort them, but they’re barely listening. 

INT. HOUSE OF BREWS BAR - NIGHT

Andy dries glasses as Kat explains why Tom - sat further 
along nursing a beer - looks so down.

ANDY
Shame. Such a nice couple.

TOM (CONT'D)
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KAT
They don't deserve this. Martha 
suggested taking him for a drink. 
It hits him harder.

Andy pours a glass of whiskey, takes it over to Tom.

TOM
Cheers bud.

Tom sips it.

KAT
So what are you gonna do?

TOM
What can we? Wait for Christmas 
when tradition makes them visit.

(Pause)
We may be gone before those kids 
get a chance to really know us.

KAT
Don’t say that. Soon they'll be old 
enough to travel alone. Chicago and 
Denver are only a few hours away.

TOM
Yeah, s’pose. I guess we just have 
to remain civil a few more years.
Can't even blame his stuck-up wife 
or her prick of a husband; though 
they've not made life easier.

KAT
Forget about it for tonight. Free 
bar as long as you cheer up, okay?

TOM
Deal.

He throws his single malt back and demands another.

LATER

Tom STUMBLES off his stool, throws on his hat and says 
goodbye to the staff, using a series of ODD HAND SIGNALS.

KAT
I'll be back in an hour.

ANDY
You want to go with him?
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KAT
Nah. I'll help you clear up then 
call it a night. We still on for 
lunch tomorrow?

ANDY
Of course. The guys are dying to 
finally meet my beautiful English 
gal. You'd better impress!

KAT
Is a prom dress overkill for a 
casual lunch?

CLOSING TIME

Kat kisses Andy goodnight at the door. 

She does up her jacket and walks into the brisk night air.

Kat turns onto 8th Avenue, as a YOUNG THUG, 20’s, BUMPS INTO 
HER. He’s a thin, blonde Caucasian but doesn’t realize; neck 
tattoos, clothing and demeanor make him act twice his size.

YOUNG THUG
Watch where the fuck you goin'.

Kat doesn't say anything. Can’t, due to the crippling fear 
stemming from her recent trauma.

She steadies herself and looks back. 

The punk disappears rapidly down the dimly-lit street.

Kat lets out a deep breath, composes herself.

EXT. CORNER OF 54TH & 8TH

A few blocks up, she comes across a serious incident.

Flashing lights BOUNCE off walls. An intrigued crowd gathers.

Kat stops, but can't see past the BURLY POLICE OFFICERS 
keeping the crowd back.

KAT
What happened?

YOUNG LADY (O.S.)
Some old man got knifed yo.

She has an uneasy feeling, changes her viewpoint. 
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Her eyes widen. 

She sees Tom's hat on the ground behind paramedics. 

Kat BARGES THROUGH the crowd.

KAT
Officer, I know him, I was just 
with him. Let me through!

OFFICER 1
Stop right there, Miss. Calm down.

KAT
He just left me twenty minutes ago. 
Is he okay?

The POLICE OFFICER ignores her, so she walks by him.

He takes umbrage.

He grabs Kat’s arm, YANKS HER back towards the crowd.

The cop scans her properly, takes a step back, PULLS HIS GUN.

OFFICER 1
Get on your knees with your hands 
behind your head. Now!

Kat is stunned by the change in tone. 

Other officers advance, forcing her to obey.

KAT
OK, I'm doing it. I don't know 
what’s happening.

OFFICER 1
Where did that blood come from?

He points at SCARLET SPOTS smudged on her cream jacket. 

OFFICER 1 (CONT’D)
'cuff her Joe.

OFFICER 2
You have the right to remain 
silent. Anything you say --

She stares blankly at them. 

Then figures it out.
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KAT
Officer, listen, I bumped into a 
guy ten minutes ago. The blood must 
have been on him.

She's unceremoniously put into the back of a police car.

OFFICER 2
Watch your head.

Kat’s pleading, and not letting them get her feet in.

OFFICER 1
Why do your kind always make it so 
difficult to --

KAT
My kind? I’m just trying to help my 
friend, you racist piece of shit!

He looks around and leans right into the car, ensuring no-one 
can hear.

OFFICER 1
Fuck you and your friend, you black 
bitch.

The racist cop SLAMS the door shut.

Through the window, Kat is HYSTERICAL.

INT. POLICE STATION INTERVIEW ROOM - LATER

Kat’s wrist is chained to the table. 

It's a standard interview room she finds herself in. 

Light gray walls, security camera, large mirrored window and 
a recording device on the table.

She's changed; her clothes en route to some lab. 

DETECTIVE ERICSSON enters. He’s a heavy-set man in his late 
40’s with a bushy mustache and matter-of-fact personality.

DET. ERICSSON
Hi Ms. Wilson, I'm Detective 
Ericsson.

KAT
Is he still alive?

36.



DET. ERICSSON
Mr. Thompson’s in hospital 
undergoing surgery. Still critical.

KAT
What about his wife, did you get a 
hold of her?

DET. ERICSSON
We did. Officers picked her up.

KAT
So she explained to you that 
there's no way I did this?

He passes her a steaming disposable cup.

DET. ERICSSON
Afraid we can't quiz her at this 
moment - procedures. Now, explain 
to me the events of the evening.

KAT
Like I told the last guy, I was in 
the bar with Tom for a few drinks.
I stayed on while he walked home 
alone. As I left later, I bumped 
into the man I think attacked him.

Kat rubs her face.

KAT (CONT’D)
After that, I walked up the street 
and came across the scene.

DET. ERICSSON
You hadn't spotted the blood on 
yourself, is that correct?

She nods, tired.

DET. ERICSSON (CONT’D)
Even though you were in a light 
colored jacket?

KAT
Look, I -- It's a puffy jacket, the 
blood was on the lower half.

DET. ERICSSON
Mm-hmm. Says here you were arrested 
a while back?
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KAT
What does that have to do with 
this?

DET. ERICSSON
We get a lot of repeat offenders 
and troublemakers in here. 

Kat can barely contain her rage.

KAT
You as racist as the cop at the 
scene? 

He stares at her, unimpressed.

KAT (CONT’D)
I got his badge number anyway. 
He’ll get his.

Beat.

DET. ERICSSON
How long after the victim did you 
leave the bar?

KAT
I don’t know, twenty minutes? The 
surveillance video will show it.

DET. ERICSSON
We’re currently obtaining that 
footage Miss, but that doesn't 
necessarily put you in the clear.

KAT
The video might actually catch the 
knife-man walking into me.

DET. ERICSSON
Well, let's just wait and see 
what's on there.

She shakes her head, furious.

KAT
Suppose you agree with Rumpoldt’s 
proposals if he gets in too?

DET. ERICSSON
I’m good with anything that gets 
thugs and rioters under control, 
and makes our job easier.

38.



Kat doesn’t take the bait. 

She sits up and leans forward, staring at him.

DET. ERICSSON (CONT’D)
Anything else you can tell us about 
the victim?

KAT
Stop calling him ‘the victim’. His 
name's Tom.

DET. ERICSSON
Okay. Could you tell us if Tom had 
any enemies? Recent disagreements?

Her head drops. She SIGHS.

KAT
No. He's just a sweet old man. No-
one would wish any harm on him.

DET. ERICSSON
Very well Ms. Wilson, we'll review 
what you've said. You’ll be 
transferred to a holding cell until 
further notice. 

She tries not to cry after he leaves, but can’t stop herself.

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM - DAWN

Martha sits alone. The silence is deafening. 

Kat and Andy BURST INTO THE ROOM. They go straight over to 
hug Martha.

KAT
I'm sorry I wasn't here. How is he?

MARTHA
They -- they're operating on him. 
They won't tell me -- Are you OK?

KAT
I'm fine. They're looking for the 
guy now. I should never have let 
him go home on his own. I'm sorry.

MARTHA
This isn't your fault. He survived 
seventy years here before you came. 
Just because some animal --
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Martha starts CRYING.

KAT
I'll go speak to the nurse

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM - MORNING

Kat is curled up, dozing. The other two sleep in their seats.

The HEAD SURGEON strides in, waking them all on entry.

SURGEON
Mrs. Thompson, apologies for the 
wait.

MARTHA
How is he?

SURGEON
His injuries are severe. We put him 
in a medically induced coma, as a 
precaution. There’s swelling on the 
brain in addition to his wounds, so 
we'll continue to monitor him.

MARTHA
Can we see him?

SURGEON
Let’s wait a few hours. If you 
require a room to sleep in, we can 
get a nurse to arrange that.

MARTHA
No. I’ll wait here.

SURGEON
Very well. I'll call back later.

The room falls quiet again. 

Martha's phone BUZZES.

MARTHA
That's Billy, he's at JFK.

EXT. HOSPITAL - LATER

Kat is outside the entrance smoking a cigarette. After a 
tough night, she allows herself this moment of weakness.

A cab turns up. BILLY and SARAH exit. 
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Kat remembers the gloomy faces from Martha’s pictures.

Billy doesn’t wait on his sister; all six-foot-three of him 
lurching ahead with his suitcase. He looks as if he’s on his 
way to a meeting, going by the suit and spectacles. 

Sarah is no more casual - a pinstripe skirt and expensive 
blouse complementing curly brown hair.

KAT
Billy, Sarah, I'm Kat. Nice to meet 
you both finally.

Each unenthusiastically shakes her outstretched hand. 

KAT (CONT’D)
Your mum’s more settled now. She's 
in the waiting room to the right.

SARAH
Any updates on father's condition?

KAT
No. They'll let us know more soon, 
they said.

BILLY
Huh, typical.

He MARCHES OFF. Sarah skulks after him.

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM

Billy and Sarah go over to an exhausted Martha.

SARAH
Mother! Oh you poor dear, how are 
you? And how’s father?

MARTHA
He's still in a coma. They won’t 
know more ‘til he wakes up.

BILLY
They know more than they let on, 
trust me. Who's the man in charge?

MARTHA
The surgeon’s doing the rounds.

BILLY
Well I want to talk to him now. If 
he thinks that --
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MARTHA
Billy, don't start. Your father 
isn't the only person here.

(Pause)
It's good to see you both anyway, 
you look well.

Neither of her children return the compliment. 

Andy glances at Kat, dumbstruck by the coldness. 

INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN - DAY

Kat has made three cups of coffee. 

As she puts on a clean hoodie she’d grabbed from her 
apartment upstairs, Sarah walks in.

SARAH
Thank you for being there for her. 
We can manage on our own now, you 
can get back to your schedule.

KAT
That’s OK. I imagine I'll be at the 
hospital most of the week.

SARAH
Oh? Don't you have to go to work?

KAT
I’ve taken a few days off with all 
that’s going on.

SARAH
I'm not sure there's any 
requirement for you to be there 
with the family though?

Kat ignores the utter shittiness of the comment; doubly 
irritating, delivered in her pretentious, nasal voice. 

Billy enters.

BILLY
I can't find a fucking thing in 
this fucking house any more.

He picks up his coffee without so much as a thanks. 

He begins gazing at various items in the lounge. 

Sarah eyeballs him.
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SARAH
Don't even think it.

BILLY
What are you driveling on about?

SARAH
I know what you're up to.

BILLY
You're nuts.

Kat watches on, confused by the vague debate.

SARAH
We both know that's mine, so you 
can take your beady eyes off it.

Billy GUFFAWS.

SARAH (CONT’D)
I've loved that painting since I 
was small. No way you're having it!

BILLY
We'll see.

SARAH
You know, I've always had a 
fondness for his civil war musket.

Kat realizes what they're up to.

KAT
WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU 
PEOPLE? Your father is critical and 
you're squabbling over his stuff?

They’re shocked by her outburst.

KAT (CONT’D)
He's not dead yet you know.

SARAH
How dare you speak --

KAT
Make your own way back. I can't 
listen to this bullshit.

Kat STORMS OUT. 

Sarah instantly shifts from offended to combative; Kat’s 
lecture going in one ear and out the other. 
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She turns on her brother again, POINTING HER FINGER.

SARAH
We both know I’ll get what I want.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - AFTERNOON

Kat sits alone on Tom’s usual bench, reading a book. 

A handsome SCANDINAVIAN MAN stops when his dog takes an 
interest in Kat. The owner clearly does too.

SCANDINAVIAN MAN
I think he likes you.

Kat bends down to pet the small dog.

She notices what it’s really after, and removes a slice of 
pastrami from her packaged roll.

Kat hesitates before feeding the dog. 

She looks to her left where - 

TOM SITS. 

He’s half asleep in a wheelchair, but sees the man make a 
dumb face as he crouches down.

SCANDINAVIAN MAN (CONT’D)
That's so sweet, you taking him out 
here. And how are you today, sir?

Before Kat can react, Tom looks up.

TOM
Take a seat big boy, I'll tell you.

Tom RUBS his blanket-covered lap. 

The newly-slurred nature of his speech exacerbates the weird 
invitation. 

The man's face drops. He walks away in disgust.

KAT
Why?

Tom ROCKS BACK AND FORTH, almost soiling himself laughing.

Kat stands with a GROAN. 

She grabs the wheelchair and pushes him onto the path.
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KAT (CONT’D)
Let's get you back before you cause 
any more trouble. Stupid old prick.

INT. KRAV MAGA GYM

Kat looks nervous as she watches a classmate perform.

She breathes in and out, prior to her name being called.

INSTRUCTOR (O.S.)
Katherine Wilson.

Hopping to her feet she paces confidently forward. 

She’s dressed in their starter outfit; black T-shirt and 
pants, adorned by a green belt.

Both Kat and her opponent bow then set themselves. 

They adopt different stances and circle each other.

Her speed and timing are exemplary. She BLOCKS and gains the 
upper hand.

LATER

Kat is BEAMING as she’s presented with her blue belt. 

She bows, then jogs over to her ever-supportive friend.

BRENDA
Woo-hoo! You go girl.

EXT. KRAV MAGA GYM

As excited classmates mingle, Kat’s phone rings.

KAT
Hello?

(Pause)
I’ll be there soon.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Kat sits adjacent to the bed, head down. 

She takes a drink of her coffee. The sipping rouses a 
seriously-ill Tom.
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He coughs meekly.

KAT
Hey, I'm here Tom. I'm here.

He looks up, before taking an age to CLEAR HIS THROAT. 

TOM
Martha? 

KAT
She's in the cafeteria. She's fine. 
How are you feeling?

Tom WHEEZES.

TOM
Like shit. They here?

KAT
Billy's downstairs with her. Sarah 
flies in tonight.

He COUGHS PAINFULLY. 

TOM
Before they get --

Kat stands and moves closer, holding his hand.

KAT
Take it easy. Try not to speak,  
I'll get you some water.

She pours a small cup and takes it over to him. 

TOM
Before they get back, I need to ask 
you something. Will you keep an eye 
on Martha, after I’ve gone?

KAT
Of course I will. Don't worry about 
all that just now.

Her eyes fill up.

TOM
Promise me you'll help her through. 
I love my kids, but you're the only 
one I trust to look after her.

KAT
I promise.
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Tom grips Kat’s hand tight. He drifts off again, smiling.

INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR

The haunting sound of TOM FLATLINING. 

Kat, Martha, Sarah and Billy are ushered out of the room.

They move to the side as staff RUSH IN. 

DOCTOR (O.S.)
Clear.

THUD.

DOCTOR (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Clear.

THUD.

The paddles and Doctor’s commands FADE AWAY. 

Martha collapses into her daughter's arms. 

As if in slow motion, Kat STUMBLES BACKWARDS into the wall. 

She slides down it, shutting her streaming eyes.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

A lone violinist plays in the distance. 

HOWLING WIND fights for attention with the priest.

Kat and Andy stare at the coffin as the eulogy is read. 

Sitting nearby is Martha, flanked by her family.

A large crowd has gathered. Familiar faces from the law 
office surround Kat.

After throwing a handful of soil gently onto the descended 
dark wooden box, Kat walks over to a crying Martha and gives 
her an emotional hug.

MARTHA
See you at the apartment, dear.

Kat attempts a reply, manages only a whimper. 
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EXT. CENTRAL PARK - LATER

Andy lovingly rubs Kat's back as they sit on a bench. 

He listens intently.

KAT
I think I connected so well with 
him because I'd never had a father 
figure. I wasn't looking, or 
expecting, to find one either.

Tears form.

ANDY
Keep going.

Kat nods, takes a DEEP BREATH.

KAT
My Dad ran off when we were young. 
My brothers and I were raised by a 
single Mom working two jobs. But 
she always had time for us... I 
don’t know how she did it.

She wipes away the rolling tears.

KAT (CONT’D)
She couldn’t protect us from 
society though. We went to a 
largely white school, that’s where 
the worst racism was.

Beat.

KAT (CONT’D)
I’d get into fights, get suspended, 
often for defending my little 
brothers. Teachers were as bad as 
the kids. I’d get blamed each time.  

Kat rubs her eyes. She looks at him.

KAT (CONT’D)
I've had a short fuse my whole 
life. My Mom made me channel it. I 
went to therapy, and that put me on 
this path - learned another way to 
fight. That’s why I always stand up 
for the poor and the weak. Because 
the system never does.

She starts to cry again.
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KAT (CONT’D)
I promised Tom I’d look after her. 
His dying wish. But I want to do 
more than that... I have to.

INT. POLICE STATION

The station is unsettled, to put it mildly. 

During a busy weekend, several officers try to calm cross-
sections of society down. 

In the midst of it all is Kat, speaking to a stern-faced 
LIEUTENANT ALLEN.

He’s a middle-aged behemoth of a man in an ill-fitting suit. 
Subtlety and tact permanently escape him.

LT. ALLEN
I know you're upset, but all the 
leads were dead-ends. Without new 
evidence, ain’t much more I can do.

KAT
So that's it?

LT. ALLEN
If I had time to kill, sure. But 
this is New York lady, ain't 
exactly a shortage of work.

KAT
Can you delegate it?

LT. ALLEN
If the incoming Mayor delivers, we 
might have extra recruits in a few 
months. And he wants new stop-and-
search powers.

KAT
Yeah, I read about that. Sadly, the 
guy who did this was white.

He looks sympathetic.

LT. ALLEN
Believe it when I see it anyway. 
We’ve heard it all before. They’re 
all the same; take care of Wall 
Street, we get the scraps.
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KAT
Is there anything I can do myself? 
The photo-fit sketch, can I have 
that to make copies?

LT. ALLEN
Sure, get one from the desk.
Don't think it'll do you no good 
though. Might be time to move on.

KAT
I'll move on when justice is done.

She walks away, indignant. 

INT. APARTMENT

Martha washes dishes. Kat nurses a cup of coffee at the 
table, staring into space.

Martha turns and looks over for a few seconds, before joining 
Kat as she snaps out of it.

MARTHA
You okay?

KAT
I'm fine. Just thinking about -- 
trying to suss out Christmas plans.

MARTHA
When did you last speak to Andy?

Kat gives up a DEFEATED SMILE.

KAT
I called him a week ago to 
apologize. Said some harsh things.

MARTHA
Things that can’t be fixed?

KAT
I dunno. He said I spent more time 
with the posters than with him. I 
called him part of the problem. 
Said he’d never know our struggle.

MARTHA
He seems like one of the good guys. 
Give him time.
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KAT
He does. I know. I just --

Kat SIGHS. Martha gives her an empathetic smile.

MARTHA
You're a young woman in Manhattan. 
Why are you moping away with a 
pensioner on a Friday night?

KAT
Maybe a night out would take me out 
of my own head.

MARTHA
Then it's settled. Good thing too - 
I've got my fancy man coming over.

They laugh.

INT. MANHATTAN BAR - EVENING

Lenny is the life and soul of the party.

He regales his friends with a recent tale of sexual woe.

Kat smiles, as her old pal lifts her spirits.

LENNY
Dancin’ away, nice and close like. 
I've lavished attention on this 
girl for two hours now, so I think  
‘Here we go’. I make a move.

(Mimes a kiss)
Before I get near, a firm hand is 
stuck in the middle of me chest. 
"Um, no. I see you as a friend".

A collective GROAN emits from his audience.

LENNY (CONT’D)
Friend? I only met her that noight! 
That hurt like fuck. Need some new 
moves, new clothes... something.

He slumps back into his seat and takes a drink of beer. 

Kat throws a comforting arm around him.

KAT
That makes two of us buddy, we'll 
help each other through this.
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Lenny gives her a look. He pretends to move in for a kiss.

KAT (CONT’D)
Sorry, I see you as a friend.

She puts a hand up, as their crowd laugh.

LENNY
Let's go do shots. Dice game?

LATER

All of them take a turn to roll two die.

LENNY
Come on Jenny, only 5 to beat... 
Yes! Oooo, no luck for Kat tonight.

Kat nails a curdling ‘brain hemorrhage’ shot. She screws her 
face up as the horrendous aftertaste kicks in.

KAT
Fuck! I need a break. I'm off to 
the restroom.

INT. BAR

Kat returns through the crowd.

Her path is blocked by a RANDOM MAN. He’s too big to go 
around, but seems friendly enough.

RANDOM MAN
Hey, I know you.

KAT
I’m sorry, could I get by? I don’t 
think --

RANDOM MAN
Yeah, we’ve definitely met before.

Kat looks at his smiling face properly.

RANDOM MAN (CONT’D)
You’re a lawyer, right?

She nods. 

He pretends to think for a moment.

52.



RANDOM MAN (CONT’D)
Oh, I remember now. You’re one of 
the people that put Atwell, Brown 
and Carrick away.

Kat steps back, concerned.

RANDOM MAN (CONT’D)
Their buddies over there remember 
you too. 

He points to a nearby table of GLARING OFF-DUTY COPS who 
watch the conversation, unblinking.

RANDOM MAN (CONT’D)
Seen a few of you in here tonight. 
Should probably be careful what 
places you drink in.

The man’s smile disappears as he watches her leave.

Kat returns to her friends, grabs her bag and jacket. 

Brenda can see the TERROR in her eyes.

BRENDA
Hey, what’s wrong?

KAT
We have to leave.

LENNY
Where are you off to?

KAT
Need to get out of here, now.

The rest of their group listen in.

KAT (CONT’D)
I just got stopped by some cop 
friends of the Brooks killers. Made 
it clear we shouldn’t be here.

LENNY
Where the fuck are they? I’ll get 
all their names and --

Kat grabs his arm. She looks in his eyes, pleading.

BRENDA
Everyone, grab your stuff.
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INT. LAW OFFICE MEETING ROOM - MONDAY MORNING

The importance of the large gathering is evident, due to the 
attendance of Ferguson and other executives. 

DEBBIE LOWE
Get any names?

Kat shakes her head.

KAT
I’ve been threatened before, but 
something about this terrified me.

MR. FERGUSON
You did the right thing getting out 
of there.

DEBBIE LOWE
This may not be the last time 
something like this happens so be 
very, very careful out there.

MR. FERGUSON
I’ve dealt with shitheads like them 
for decades. Emboldened by the 
behavior of the powers-that-be; 
then slink back into the shadows 
when they need to. Fucking cowards.

Ferguson stands, paces to the window and back.

MR. FERGUSON (CONT’D)
It’s systemic. Ingrained. That’s 
why we’re here.

(Pause)
And we keep fighting - these 
assholes don’t get to win. But 
they’ll fight dirty, so we need to 
have our wits about us.

FEMALE EXECUTIVE
We’ve hired a security firm. Their 
app has an emergency alert. Anyone 
from our firm activates it in the 
city, they guarantee to be there 
within ten minutes. 24/7.

EXT. NEW YORK STREETS - AFTERNOON

MONTAGE: SPEEDING CARS AND HUMAN TRAFFIC / KAT APPROACHES 
SEVERAL PEOPLE WITH THE POLICE SKETCH / SOME IGNORE HER / 
SOME LISTEN / FEW STOP.
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Kat approaches a mixed race CORNER BOY, 18. He stands in a 
doorway, looking intense.

KAT
Hey, was hoping you could help me.

CORNER BOY
What you need lady?

KAT
This guy, recognize him?

She unfolds the paper. 

CORNER BOY
Fuck off.

KAT
Please, I need to find --

CORNER BOY
Ain’t no fuckin’ snitch. Take ya 
pig ass outta here.

KAT
I’m not a cop; this is for me.

He points at the logo.

CORNER BOY
That’s an NYPD flier.

KAT
The guy killed someone. Cops don’t 
care. I do.

He looks left and right. Eventually his gaze returns to Kat. 

CORNER BOY
And what you gonna do if you find 
this guy, huh?

KAT
I don’t know. But I swear, if you 
tell me anything about him it never 
comes back on you. 

Beat.

KAT (CONT’D)
A hundred bucks?

His guard comes down.
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CORNER BOY
Lady, you don’t wanna fuck with 
these guys. He hears you’re lookin’ 
for him, he’ll come find you.

Kat doesn’t flinch.

CORNER BOY (CONT’D)
This muthafucka’ don’t play. Rolls 
with a gang not far from here.

KAT
They got a name?

CORNER BOY
(Hesitantly)

The Jackson Money Mob.

KAT
Who is he?

CORNER BOY
Don’t got the name, if it is him. 
But, those boys got ink right here.

He points to the knuckle at the base of his thumb.

KAT
Of what?

CORNER BOY
Some old racist President.

Kat nods.

CORNER BOY (CONT’D)
I’m serious; someone with that tat 
comes near, fuckin’ run. They’ll 
put you down without blinking.

KAT
I’ll be careful. Thanks.

She gives him two $50 bills, then walks away.

CORNER BOY
I hear my name out there, I come 
after you myself. 

INT. / EXT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN - EVENING

Classical music fills the apartment. Kat prepares dinner. 
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As Martha takes a drink of red wine, there's a KNOCK at the 
door. She mutters as she stands.

MARTHA
Who could that be?

She makes her way out to the hall.

When she opens the door, Andy THROWS HIS ARMS around her.

ANDY
Hey. Great to see you. Sorry I’ve 
not been around, I --

MARTHA
That's alright dear. Lovely to see 
you too. Come in.

ANDY
I'm not interrupting?

MARTHA
Not at all. How have you been?

ANDY
Not bad. Working as many hours as I 
can and studying on the side. You?

As they enter the kitchen, Martha excitedly brushes off 
Andy's question.

MARTHA
Katherine. Look who's here.

KAT
Andy, hey.

Kat can't hide her surprise, as she places a ladle into the 
steaming pot. 

She gives Andy an awkward peck on the cheek.

KAT (CONT’D)
Good timing. Joining us?

ANDY
Oh, don't let me interrupt dinner. 
I'll come back another time.

KAT
Don't be daft, plenty for everyone. 
Also, when did you last have Spag 
Bol as good as mine?
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ANDY
If you're sure?

MARTHA
Of course. I just need to pop to 
the store for more wine.

Martha puts on her coat, gives them some space.

KAT
Would sir care for some?

Kat’s impersonation of a waitress displaying a bottle breaks 
the tension a little.

ANDY
Why thank you, madam.

She pours him a glass of red, then turns down the heat.

KAT
Thanks for coming by, means a lot 
to Martha.... to me too. I wasn't 
sure if we'd get the chance to --

ANDY
Before you say anything else, I 
just wanna say I’m sorry. It was 
wrong of me to --

KAT
No, I wasn’t being fair.

ANDY
Didn’t have to be. You were right.

He clutches her hand.

ANDY (CONT’D)
I know how important this movement 
is. And how important Tom was too. 
It -- I was being selfish.

He smiles. They stare at each other for a short moment, 
before she hears SIZZLING and springs into action.

KAT
Shit! I hope you like burnt beef?

INT. MR. FERGUSON’S OFFICE - DAY

Ferguson looks out over a sea of skyscrapers. 
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Kat knocks on his open door.

KAT
Good morning sir, you asked for me?

MR. FERGUSON
Katherine, come in. How are things?

KAT
Great, sir. Should have that NDA 
signed off this week.

MR. FERGUSON
Excellent. That's what I wanted to 
talk about. Your performance since 
arriving has impressed us.

(Pause)
Some thought it pointless taking 
you over, but Debbie and I saw your 
potential.

KAT
I'm glad you did, sir.

MR. FERGUSON
We’d like to promote you to Head of 
Department.

Her eyes OPEN WIDE.

MR. FERGUSON (CONT’D)
We’re making Debbie a Junior 
Partner. You’ll get a large office 
and small pay bump, naturally.

(Pause)
Longer hours, maybe some travel to 
our global HQs. What do you think?

KAT
Wow, um, I don't know what to say. 
I wasn't -- Yes, I mean! I accept. 
Thank you so much.

MR. FERGUSON
More than earned. Don't tell anyone 
yet. Get the deal signed, then give 
your team a day off. Take them out 
to celebrate.

Kat stands and shakes his stubby hand. 

She can barely hide her joy as she leaves.
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MR. FERGUSON (CONT’D)
Oh, one more thing. Saturday night, 
some swanky function I’m being 
forced to attend. Lot of movers and 
shakers. Debbie can’t make it, why 
don’t you come along?

KAT
I don’t know if it’s something I --

MR. FERGUSON
Nonsense, you’re going. My wife 
will need a partner-in-crime for 
people watching while she gets 
drunk and I go smoke cigars.

Kat laughs.

KAT
Sure, why not.

INT. BROOKLYN BAR - EVENING

Kat's colleagues take full advantage of the company tab. 

Some hang at the bar. Others have already had too much, like 
Lenny - asleep in a corner chair with a tie around his head.

Kat is more reserved, her big news still sinking in. 

She seems content as she smiles at the joyous carnage. 

Andy arrives with a couple of friends, she waves them over. 

They look comfortable in each other’s company again.

INT. CENTRAL PARK HOTEL - SATURDAY EVENING

Kat and MRS. FERGUSON sip champagne at a tall table in a chic 
ballroom. The boss’ wife, 50s, is a glamorous redhead. 

Both look resplendent in black cocktail dresses.

MRS. FERGUSON
Now, blue dress is married to a top 
banker. Rumor has it she put a 
tracker on his cell after finding 
photos he’d been sent by an intern.
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KAT
Look how sheepish he is when the 
waitresses pass. Okay, that one’s 
true, his balls are in a vice.

MRS. FERGUSON
And the chubby man with the dark 
glasses on? Huge S&M fetish.

KAT
Ugh!

They both start giggling.

KAT (CONT’D)
This is amazing. Can I come with 
you to all these things? It’s the 
most fun I’ve had in ages.

Beat.

KAT (CONT’D)
I know this one by the bar anyway.

DAN RUMPOLDT, 40’s, fake tan and slicked back, black hair.

MRS. FERGUSON
He gives me the creeps. Sleazeball. 
Our new mayor too, apparently.

KAT
Yeah, was warned about that during 
the Brooks case.

He looks in their direction. They look away.

MRS. FERGUSON
Did he recognize you?

KAT
He won’t know who I am. I wasn’t 
running point on it.

They look again as he speaks to someone.

KAT (CONT’D)
How’d he get so far up the ladder? 
Everyone seems to loathe him.

MRS. FERGUSON
His father owns half the buildings 
in the city - he’s well connected 
and well funded.
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Just then, Mr. Ferguson himself appears. 

Well on his way to drunk and sporting a crooked bow-tie.

MR. FERGUSON
Having fun ladies?

KAT
I could stand here all night.

MR. FERGUSON
Well, I’m afraid I have to spoil 
the entertainment. 

(Hiccuping)
We need to get to our table. 

MRS. FERGUSON
Drink some water for goodness sake, 
you can’t go on stage like this.

Mrs. Ferguson tries to sort out his tux.

KAT
You’re getting an award?!

MR. FERGUSON
The company is, for donations made 
to the foundation. So, I have to 
make a short - hic - speech.

He tries to hand Kat his crumpled notes.

MR. FERGUSON (CONT’D)
You wanna do it instead? Ha-ha.

MRS. FERGUSON
Sober up! Don’t slur. I only just 
got over the last bloody event.

He starts CACKLING, unconcerned that his wife isn’t joking.

INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR - LATER

Kat walks past EXTRAVAGANT, AMBIENT WATERFALLS that flow down 
neon-lit walls.

She enters a restroom through a heavy marble door.

INT. LADIES RESTROOM

Kat comes to an abrupt stop. 
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Before her is Dan Rumpoldt, with a twenty-something girl. 

Hand halfway up her dress. She’s leaning against the sink.

KAT
Oh, sorry, shit.

The EXTREME FEAR on the girl’s face immediately tells Kat 
this is no welcome advance.

KAT (CONT’D)
Are you okay?

RUMPOLDT
(Aggressively)

She’s fine.

KAT
Excuse me, I wasn’t talking to you. 
Miss, are you --

RUMPOLDT
Mind your own business.

KAT
You’re in the ladies, uninvited by 
the looks of it. Get away from her.

RUMPOLDT
You trying to get on my shit-list?

KAT
Depends. Does the list accept mace?

Kat PULLS A CAN from her bag, aims it right at him.

Rumpoldt stares, FURY in his eyes.

After a second or two he breaks into a fake laugh.

RUMPOLDT
Fuck it.

He STORMS OUT. 

Kat turns to the girl, now sobbing over the faucets.

KAT
You’re safe.

The girl spins around, gives Kat a deep hug.

KAT (CONT’D)
What did he do?
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YOUNG GIRL
Nothing, thanks to you.

KAT
Don’t worry, he won’t get away with 
it. You have someone you can call?

EXT. RESTROOM ENTRANCE

Mrs. Ferguson approaches as Kat waits outside.

MRS. FERGUSON
I got your text. What’s wrong?

KAT
I walked in on that sleaze from 
earlier molesting some girl. She’s 
still in there with her friends.

MRS. FERGUSON
What did he do?

KAT
Followed her in. She tried to leave 
and he wouldn’t let her.

MRS. FERGUSON
Be careful what you do from here.

KAT
Oh screw that! I’m getting 
security, wait here.

Mrs. Ferguson grabs Kat by the elbow. She looks up and down 
the corridor.

MRS. FERGUSON
You don’t understand. When I said 
his father owns half of New York, 
that includes this hotel. 

(Whispering)
That includes the security.

KAT
So what now? He gets away with it?

MRS. FERGUSON
I know. I know it’s not right, but 
the first thing they’re going to 
ask you for is evidence. Got any?

KAT
Uh, the terrified girl in there?
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Mrs. Ferguson senses her anger.

MRS. FERGUSON
These creeps get accused all the 
time. But he’s clever. The family 
have the best lawyers money can buy 
and stomp rumors and witnesses out. 

(Pleading)
You have to think about what will 
happen to that poor girl in there, 
and yourself, if you pursue this.

KAT
If this isn’t a textbook ‘Me Too’ 
moment, I don’t know what is.

MRS. FERGUSON
Without proof it’s his word against 
hers. He’s a lawyer too, remember.

Kat’s LIVID, but understands her point.

KAT
Fuck. I need to tell her. Wait 
here, in case he comes back.

Kat leans her head on the door for a moment. 

She EXHALES, composes herself, walks back in.

INT. KAT’S OFFICE - MONDAY

Kat is arranging her new desk.

The phone in her office RINGS as she gets settled in.

KAT
Hello? 

(Pause)
Sure, be right there.

INT. MR. FERGUSON’S OFFICE

Ferguson motions for Kat to sit as he finishes a phone call. 
He looks glum as he hangs up.

KAT
You wanted to see me sir?

Beat.
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MR. FERGUSON
I’m sorry, we have to let you go.

KAT
What? 

(Half-laughing)
You just promoted me.

MR. FERGUSON
I’m afraid it’s not my decision. 
I’ve been ordered by our investors.

Kat’s face drops as she realizes he’s serious.

KAT
I don’t understand, what have I --

She clicks on.

KAT (CONT’D)
Nah. Because of that piece of shit?

MR. FERGUSON
I’m sorry, my hands were tied.

KAT
So were hers! What the fuck, sir. 
How can you let them do this?

Ferguson walks over and shuts the door, aware half the office 
are listening.

MR. FERGUSON
Look, Rumpoldt Senior is a silent 
partner in one of our investment 
firms. I didn’t even know. If I’d 
fought it, I’d be gone too.

KAT
With your morals still intact.

MR. FERGUSON
I know this isn’t fair. Rita told 
me what you did for that girl. But 
I have to stand up for everyone 
here in the same way.

(Pause)
There’s too much important work 
going on to let them take over.

Kat agrees, reluctantly.
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MR. FERGUSON (CONT’D)
I got you a good severance package - 
told them you wouldn’t fight it. 
Was I wrong?

Kat PUNCHES the arm of her seat.

KAT
What the hell do I do now?

MR. FERGUSON
Let it blow over. These people will 
forget who you are soon enough.

KAT
I’m talking about my career, sir. 
I’ve got a life here now. I just 
give all that up?

MR. FERGUSON
No, course not. There’s plenty of 
people who despise that family. But 
they wouldn’t cross them openly, 
they’re too powerful. 

(Pause)
Take a few weeks off. I have people 
I trust who’ll take you on. We’ll 
do it discreetly.

Kat tosses her work cellphone onto his desk. 

MR. FERGUSON (CONT’D)
Too early for a goodbye drink?

He opens up the globe, apologetically. 

She readily accepts his offer.

KAT
Still the weekend somewhere.

EXT. MARTHA’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Kat locks the communal door upon entry.

KAT
Hey Martha, just me. Heading 
straight up, I’m shattered.

No response. 

She pulls Martha’s front door shut, walks along to her own.
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INT. KAT’S APARTMENT

Kat locks her door, slowly walks upstairs. 

She looks exhausted.

As Kat turns left at the top and switches a light on, she 
notices something inside her kitchen door ten yards away. 

The color drains from her face as she looks at - 

A NOOSE!

From behind, she’s GRABBED.

A LARGE MAN in a ski mask throws his arm around Kat’s throat.

His other hand SLAPS a folded cloth against her mouth.

She struggles.

As the life drains out of Kat, her training kicks in.

She swivels enough to put her feet up against a nearby door 
frame, before PUSHING OFF IT.

The two of them FLY BACKWARDS.

They THUMP into the wall at the top of the stairs.

Kat turns the dazed attacker 90° and leans back, sending them 
both TUMBLING VIOLENTLY down the stairs.

Kat scrambles back to her feet and spins, ready to attack.

No need.

The whites of the man’s rolled back eyes are clearly visible.

His BROKEN NECK rests unnaturally against the bottom step.

Kat reels back against her door. 

She covers her mouth in SHOCK.

Slowly, carefully, she pulls up the ski mask.

It’s the COP FROM THE BAR.

KAT
Fuck! Fuck fuck fuck.

Pulling her smartphone out, she quickly scrolls to her old 
firm’s 24/7 security app. She hadn’t deleted it yet.
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It asks for a fingerprint to activate the app: 

‘You no longer have access to this service’. Fuck.

Kat looks nervously up the stairwell.

It’s quiet. 

She subtly takes her boots off, tip-toes up.

Kat glides into her kitchen, ducks under the knotted rope, 
grabs a large knife.

She turns on the torch on her cellphone, nervously clears 
each room.

The last one she enters is her lounge. 

Kat puts the knife down and BREATHES.

She notices a folded piece of white card on her table. She 
opens it.

A single word - ‘SORRY’ - printed in black.

Kat walks out and gazes IN FEAR at the noose.

INT. MARTHA’S APARTMENT

Kat checks Martha’s pulse, placing two fingers on her neck.

Martha is unconscious, but alive.

Kat gets her phone, presses a few times, puts it to her ear.

KAT
Hey, I need you to come over. It’s 
an emergency. Don’t tell anyone.

INT. KAT’S APARTMENT - LATER

Lenny has HORROR etched across his face.

He stands over the racist cop’s corpse.

KAT
He left this.

Lenny looks at it. Speechless.
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KAT (CONT’D)
And a rope up there. A lynching, 
made to look like a suicide.

LENNY
Holy shit.

KAT
He chloroformed Martha too. Or 
roofied her... I don’t know.

LENNY
Where is she? 

KAT
She’s OK, on her sofa. We need to 
deal with this first. Tonight.

Lenny slumps onto a step. Head in hands.

KAT (CONT’D)
Martha won’t know what’s happened. 
I’ll take care of her later.

LENNY
What if there’s others, outside?

KAT
There isn’t. I went out the back 
exit and checked the street. 

Lenny stares at Kat, barely recognizing her.

LENNY
How do you know though? Why are you 
so calm right now?

KAT
I know because he has no phone on 
him. No ID. He was working alone.

Kat sits down beside Lenny.

KAT (CONT’D)
I’m not calm. My mind and stomach 
are in knots. I feel ill... but he 
came here to kill me. So fuck him.

Kat stands again, waits for Lenny to get up too.

KAT (CONT’D)
You have to help me. We call the 
cops, I end up in a cell or a box.
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Lenny knows she’s right. 

He begrudgingly rises.

KITCHEN

Kat hands Lenny a roll of trash bags and some latex gloves. 

She puts on a pair herself, grabs some tape from a drawer.

LOUNGE

They move a table off her rug, then roll it up.

LENNY
Should leave our phones. Leave ‘em 
on. That’s what he probably did.

She follows his lead, places her cell on the table.

As they carry the rug out, Kat KICKS DUMBBELLS on the floor.

KAT
Need those too.

EXT. KAT’S APARTMENT BUILDING

Lenny throws his hood up. He slowly walks down the steps, 
looking both ways.

The coast’s clear. He walks to his car.

Lenny starts it up, about to move off. He pauses.

He unplugs his sat-nav. 

Briefly exiting the car, he drops it behind a wall by Kat’s 
building steps.

Lenny gets back in and drives the short distance around back.

He parks. Kat looks out of the fire exit, waves him in.

EXT. WILLIS AVENUE BRIDGE - LATER

It’s the dead of night. 

Lenny pulls to a stop in the center of an empty bridge. 

They don’t stand on ceremony, jumping out immediately.
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Kat holds one end of the heavy, BAG-COVERED PACKAGE in 
Lenny’s trunk, as he lifts his end out first.

They SHUFFLE a few steps over to short railings and rest it 
on top for a moment, before SHOVING IT over.

In the still night air, a SPLASH is heard, as they speed-walk 
back to the car and drive away.

INT. LENNY’S CAR

Kat STARES STRAIGHT AHEAD at an empty road, as streetlights 
and shadows swipe over her solemn face.

KAT
We never speak of this night again. 
Won’t know when they’re listening.

Lenny doesn’t respond. 

No need to.

EXT. NEW YORK TIMES BUILDING - DAY

Kat stands at the Times building’s entrance on Eighth Avenue, 
holding two cappuccinos.

SIGNS OF WINTER surround her; leaves have vacated most trees, 
a dusting of frost on the ground.

MIKE WOODS, Andy’s brother, approaches her in an oversized 
duffel coat, smiling. 

He’s a good ten or fifteen years older than Andy, going by 
his receding hairline and sensible attire.

MIKE
Hey Kat, how you doing?

KAT
Good, thanks. Two sugars?

She hands him a cup.

MIKE
Awesome. So, to what do I owe the 
pleasure?

KAT
Can we walk and talk?
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EXT. PUBLIC BENCH

They sit in an urban square, skyscrapers on all sides.

KAT
What do you think?

MIKE
I think your boss did you a solid. 
Not easy to hear, but the further 
you are from this the better.

Kat looks crestfallen.

MIKE (CONT’D)
Man, these people.

KAT
You investigated them before?

MIKE
Back when I was starting out, sure. 
We had a few stories; brick wall 
after brick wall. 

(Pause)
Never quite enough to go after 
them. They hear they’re being 
looked at, then word comes from 
above - move onto something else.

KAT
Jeez. Ferguson wasn’t kidding.

MIKE
His wife was right too. Without 
proper evidence they’d have ruined 
that girl’s life.

Beat.

KAT
I love and hate this city.

MIKE
I know what you mean.

They sit in contemplation. Human traffic buzzes all around.

KAT
Reckon they’ve got police on their 
payroll too?

Mike looks concerned.
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MIKE
Why? Did something happen?

KAT
No. No, just thinking they probably 
have bent cops, that’s all.

MIKE
Imagine they do. We were never on 
them long enough to get that deep. 

(Pause)
You’re not in trouble, are you?

Kat shakes her head, gives him a fake laugh. 

She changes the subject quickly.

KAT
I tried to find Tom’s killer a 
while back. Don’t tell Andy.

Mike gives her an alarmed look.

KAT (CONT’D)
I know. I was just sick at the 
thought of him getting off with it. 
Nobody cared. Nobody tried.

MIKE
Take it you never found him?

KAT
Asked around. Found out he might be 
a gang member; scared me straight.

MIKE
I’d say that’s for the best. Karma 
will get to him eventually. 

Kat bows her head.

MIKE (CONT’D)
Sorry, I gotta run. My editor’s 
expecting an article. You gonna be 
alright?

KAT
Yeah. Thanks for the advice.

He puts a reassuring hand on her shoulder as he departs.
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INT. HOUSE OF BREWS BAR - EVENING

Kat is laughing and joking with the staff as Andy arrives. 

He hugs her before going behind the bar to start his shift.

KAT
Late again?

ANDY
Ah, who’s counting?

KAT
He is.

The manager sarcastically taps his watch.

ANDY
Sue me.

He laughs and turns back to Kat.

ANDY (CONT'D)
You heading back with me after my 
shift?

KAT
Nah, Lenny’s meant to be coming 
here later.

ANDY
Where’s he been anyway? Haven’t 
seen him in weeks.

Kat shrugs.

LATER

The bar is busy. Kat sits alone at the end. 

Andy has left. No sign of Lenny yet either.

People wait to be served all around her. She glances at a guy 
pulling crumpled notes from his pocket.

On the base of his thumb she sees a tattoo -  

PRESIDENT ANDREW JACKSON.

Her eyes widen as the man pays and strolls casually over to 
dish fist bumps out to friends in the corner.
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EXT. HOUSE OF BREWS BAR

Kat walks out into the snow. Ignoring how baltic it must be 
in a T-shirt, she places a call.

It rings.

Keeps ringing.

She gets more and more impatient. Finally they answer.

OPERATOR
911, what's your emergency?

KAT
There was a stabbing on the corner 
of 8th & 54th street months back. A 
friend of the murderer walked into 
the House of Brews on 51st street. 
He's there right now.

OPERATOR
Okay Miss, what’s your name?

KAT
Katherine.

OPERATOR
And you know who the attacker is?

KAT
Yes. I'd never forget his face, and 
this guy can tell us where he is.

OPERATOR
Okay, I've sent out a request for 
officers to attend the scene. Do 
not approach this man until they 
arrive. Can you do that for me?

KAT
Yes. How long will they be?

OPERATOR
As quick as they can Ma’am. Someone 
should arrive soon. 

KAT
OK. I'll look out for them.

She hangs up and re-enters, SHIVERING. 
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INT. HOUSE OF BREWS BAR

Kat checks her phone as it hits 11pm. 

No sign of the cops. 

Kat has positioned herself near the exit, so the killer can't 
leave unnoticed. 

She waits.

11.10pm. Kat attempts to call the police again...

It rings out.

She calls Lenny...

No answer.

Kat sees the man throw his jacket on. 

He says his good-byes and walks past Kat. 

She plays it cool, head down, on her phone.

Kat waits a few seconds then exits after him.

EXT. HOUSE OF BREWS BAR

Buttoning up, Kat looks both ways before spotting him 
trudging through the snow.

She follows at a distance.

He turns down 9th Avenue. 

She jogs, careful not to make too loud a crunching noise. 

Kat slows down at the corner.

She turns it, struggling to see through the BLIZZARD as she 
walks along. 

The street is empty. 

She retraces her steps until she finds other footprints. They 
turn into the 24-hour corner store. 

Kat peers through the window. 

There he is.

She crosses the street; watches from a dark doorway.
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She tries calling 9-1-1 again. Nothing.

The man exits and heads uptown. 

Kat waits a while, then goes the same way. 

At the next set of lights he suddenly crosses over to her 
side of the street. 

He walks across her path and along 52nd.

Suddenly, he veers across the street, heads up a short set of 
steps and rings a buzzer.

The door swings open. The man enters a PARTY IN FULL SWING.

Kat crosses the road and subtly walks past a couple of times. 

She scans the revellers hanging out by the windows.

She STOPS DEAD.

INT. HOUSE PARTY

The killer drinks from a plastic cup and smokes a blunt. 

His conversation’s inaudible. Music BLARES. 

Kat is visible outside, staring in the window. 

She moves before he spots her.

EXT. 52ND STREET - LATER

Kat huddles in a doorway, eyes fixed on the apartment door. 

The killer gives the host a handshake and chest bump, 
LAUGHING LOUDLY the whole time.

YOUNG THUG
No doubt man, no doubt.

He bounds down the steps to street level. 

Kat follows as he sets off through the snow.

As he fidgets in his pockets he drops something. Turning to 
lift it, he becomes aware of Kat’s presence.

He glances back a couple of times before stopping in the 
relative shelter of an alleyway.
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EXT. ALLEYWAY

Kat approaches slowly.

YOUNG THUG
Hey yo, Miss, you got a light?

She walks up to him. 

She cannot conceal her rage.

The man looks her up and down.

YOUNG THUG (CONT’D)
Fuck’s your problem?

He’s heavily under the influence. His face turns.

YOUNG THUG (CONT’D)
You shouldn’t be walking here at 
night, looking like you do.

She SHOVES HIM into the alley, then SPEARS INTO HIS WAIST. 

They end up in the snow.

VIOLENT GRAPPLING.

Kat gets him into a headlock as he gets back up. 

She DRIVES HIM head first into a brick wall. 

It allows him an escape. 

He catches her with AN UPPERCUT as he breaks free.

Pushing her against the opposing wall, the killer SWINGS.

Kat ducks, KICKS THE LEGS from under him, mounting him at the 
same time. 

She rains HAMMER FISTS down at his head.

He blocks most but a few land, fueling his fight.

Throwing her off, the thug SCRAMBLES to his feet. 

He pulls a LARGE SWITCHBLADE out from his right boot.

The man pollutes the perfect white ground by spitting out a 
mouthful of blood. 

He laughs darkly.
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KAT
Come on.

YOUNG THUG
Picked the wrong guy, bitch.

KAT
I picked an old man’s killer.

He clicks on. 

His smile disappears.

Kat circles, refusing to run from her revenge. 

He sizes her up for a few tense seconds. 

The snowfall gets heavier.

Wind WHISTLES through the alley.

He runs at her, blade first.

Kat feints one way, sending him off balance. 

Pivoting back, Kat GRABS HIS WRIST and plants a RIGHT HOOK 
perfectly on his temple. 

He hits the wall, stunned. His weapon falls.

Kat dives at the loose knife, grabbing it just as he recovers 
and LEAPS on top of her. 

Beat.

The only movement comes from snowflakes floating down. 

The thug ROLLS OFF HER. 

However, he’s merely being helped on his way.

KAT STANDS. 

Blood seeps into the white ground under him. 

Kat catches her breath and looks around.

She PRODS HIS RIBS with her foot. 

He’s gone.

Kat removes the KNIFE FROM HIS CHEST, wipes down the handle, 
drops it next to its owner.

80.



Her coat opened during the fight; her sweater underneath 
taking the brunt of his blood loss.

Zipping the outer layer shut again, she conceals the stains.

Kat runs.

EXT. / INT. KAT’S BATHROOM - NIGHT

HEAVY BREATHING. HURRIED FOOTSTEPS.

Kat flicks on a light and locks the door.

She stares at herself in the mirror, TERRIFIED.

Kat looks down at trembling hands covered in dry blood. 

She frantically scrubs.

Hyperventilating, she sits on the edge of the bathtub, 
careful not to touch anything.

Kat weeps uncontrollably.

Aware she's not in the clear, she turns the shower on.

Kat takes off her jacket. The blood-stained sweater is 
nowhere to be seen - disposed of on her way home.

She surveys her other clothes. 

Only the T-shirt has visible stains, but it’s all evidence. 

She carefully removes and folds each item, crushing them into 
a small plastic bag.

She wipes down every surface she touched.

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - NEXT DAY

Kat is on a train rammed with YANKEE FANS of all ages, 
camouflaged in game-day gear like everybody else. 

She keeps her head down, hiding under an NY cap.

As the fans exit and disperse towards the stadium, Kat walks 
in the opposite direction.

Her phone rings.

KAT
Hey.
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LENNY (O.S.)
What happened last noight?

KAT
I was tired. That’s why I called, 
tell you I was heading home.

LENNY (O.S.)
You missed a good one.

KAT
Sorry. I’ll make it up.

LENNY (O.S.)
How about right now? I. Am. Dyin’.

She monitors the half-empty street, nervous.

KAT
Can’t.

LENNY
Why, where are ya?

KAT
On my way to the game.

LENNY (O.S.)
Aw yeah, forgot that was on. Tom 
would be proud of your dedication.

KAT
How about dinner, tomorrow at mine?

He’s hesitant.

KAT (CONT’D)
You have to come over again 
sometime. Martha and Andy are 
wondering where you’ve been.

LENNY (O.S.)
Sure. Go on then.

EXT. BRONX ALLEY

Looking through trash cans, Kat eventually picks one. 

She drops her backpack into it. 

Pulling a small soda bottle out of her pocket, she pours the 
misty contents into the metal drum. 
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Kat lights a match, FLICKS IT IN and calmly walks away. 

The FLAMES behind start to lick the top of the metal can.

INT. MARTHA’S KITCHEN

Martha, Lenny and Kat are eating Chinese food.

KNOCK-KNOCK.

Martha walks out to answer the door. 

Kat can only hear inaudible murmuring, before TWO POLICE 
OFFICERS enter behind Martha.

MARTHA
Please, take a seat.

Kat nervously adjusts her position, sitting upright.

OFFICER 1
Thank you Ma'am. Evening Miss. Sir.

Lenny blinks unnaturally. 

The cops sit across from them. 

Martha takes her seat at the end of the table.

MARTHA
What’s this about?

OFFICER 2
Two nights ago a body was found in 
an alleyway in Midtown, near where 
your husband was attacked.

(Pause)
The victim’s DNA matched some found 
at the crime scene.

MARTHA
Oh my. What are you saying?

OFFICER 1
We think this was the man who 
stabbed Mr. Thompson.

Kat is nervous. They must have matched her 911 call from the 
night.
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OFFICER 2
He was dead on arrival, but we 
think tests on the knife found by 
the victim will match wounds your 
husband had.

Beads of sweat begin to form on Kat. 

Are the cops testing her?

She puts her face in her hands, masquerading emotion. 

She subtly wipes down her brow. 

Lenny notices; remains calm.

OFFICER 2 (CONT’D)
We know this is a lot to take in, 
but we wanted to tell you before 
the media got any details.

KAT
What happened to him?

OFFICER 1
Going by his affiliations, we 
believe he was killed as part of a 
turf war in that area.

Kat’s cautious of the fact they may be watching her reaction. 

MARTHA
I'll not pretend to be 
disappointed. Though it feels as if 
justice has been stolen from us.

OFFICER 1
I’m sorry. It often feels that way.

The officer hands Martha a business card.

OFFICER 2
If you have any questions, feel 
free to call the detective.

The ineptitude of an overworked and undermanned police force 
has spared Kat.

Lenny walks them out as Martha dabs her eyes. 

Martha lets out a huge SIGH.

Lenny stares at Kat as he returns.
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Martha is visibly upset at the table. Kat hugs her.

KAT
It's not ideal, but it's something.

Kat looks contrite. 

MARTHA
I need a lie down.

As she leaves, Kat avoids Lenny’s gaze and moves to the sink. 

He walks up, careful not to raise his voice.

LENNY
That was the night we were meant to 
meet.

KAT
So?

Lenny sees the GUILT and FEAR all over her.

LENNY
It was you.

KAT
You don’t know what you’re --

LENNY
It’s all over your face Kat! What, 
you fucking hooked on it now? Why 
didn’t you call the cops?

KAT
I tried. Over and over and over. 
It just... happened.

LENNY
That doesn’t -- Fuck. Why didn’t 
you report him, get justice?

KAT
I got justice! 

(Whispering again)
Eye for an eye. Don’t lose any 
sleep for that animal. I didn’t.

Lenny looks stunned.

LENNY
Don’t call me again.

He grabs his jacket and leaves promptly.
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Kat BREAKS DOWN at the sink.

All the emotion pours out of her. She has to put her hand 
over her mouth to stifle her PAINED CRIES.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - DAY

Kat and Andy walk behind Martha and a friend, along a path 
flanked by large gravestones.

ANDY
How’s she been?

KAT
Better. Every year on his birthday 
they’d visit the cafe where they 
had their first date, so I took her 
this morning to cheer her up.

ANDY
That was nice. A positive memory 
will help before this.

EXT. TOM’S GRAVE

They hang back as Martha has a moment at her husband's grave.

She places flowers in front of the black marble headstone. 

It’s inscribed with the years of his birth and death, along 
with some simple words: ‘Here lies Thomas Thompson. Beloved 
husband, father, grandfather & friend.’

Martha walks solemnly back to them.

KAT
Mind if I have a moment with him?

MARTHA
Of course not, dear.

Kat goes over and kneels down. She glances out of the corner 
of her eye, ensuring no-one is within earshot.

KAT
I promised you I’d look after her. 
It doesn't help her, but at least 
he won't make a widow of others. 
Happy birthday buddy. I miss you. 
I'll raise a glass tonight.

Kat kisses her fingertips, touches the grass. 
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She wipes a tear away as Andy comes over. He helps her up.

As they walk back along the path, he turns to Kat.

ANDY
I think now’s a good time.

Martha looks at them, confused.

MARTHA
A good time for what?

KAT
We’re expecting.

Martha hugs them both excitedly.

MARTHA’S FRIEND
That’s wonderful news.

KAT
If it’s a boy, we’ve decided to 
name him Tom.

Martha starts BLUBBERING. 

She almost collapses with the emotion.

Her friend and Andy hold her arms.

KAT (CONT’D)
Sorry, we didn't mean to upset you.

MARTHA
You haven't my dear. It's a lovely 
tribute, Tom would’ve been honored.

INT. HOTEL BAR - EVENING

A jazz band plays. 

Kat sits alone at a classy venue. 

Her bump isn’t visible yet, going by the tight, dark red 
dress she’s squeezed herself into.

She looks amazing; hair tied back, scarlet make up on. 

Kat sips on a neat gin. 

She’s being watched. 

Further along the bar is Dan Rumpoldt. 
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She looks over and stares at him, then looks away again.

Ego stroked, he saunters over.

RUMPOLDT
Excuse me, don’t I know you from 
somewhere?

Kat doesn’t acknowledge him.

He waves at the bartender and signals for two more of what 
she’s drinking.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
Well? Have we met before or not?

KAT
That depends.

RUMPOLDT
On what?

KAT
Whether you can keep a secret?

RUMPOLDT
Secrets are my middle name, honey.

KAT
I dunno. You didn’t seem too 
secretive when I walked in on you 
in that restroom.

Rumpoldt’s jaw drops. 

He’s about to launch into a tirade.

KAT (CONT’D)
Relax sweetheart, no need to 
squirm. That’s my thing - I like to 
toy with powerful men. I didn’t 
know who you were then. I do now.
Sit down and act accordingly.

He obeys.

KAT (CONT’D)
Do you like being controlled?

Rumpoldt says nothing as their drinks arrive.

Kat spins towards him, crossing her legs.

He straightens up and adopts a serious tone.
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RUMPOLDT
You think you can control me?

She laughs.

KAT
I’d weaken you to the point where 
you couldn’t speak.

RUMPOLDT
Is that so?

She raises her glass, clinks his and throws the drink down in 
a split second.

KAT
Hurry up pretty boy, before your 
friends see a woman beating you.

He follows suit, albeit slower.

RUMPOLDT
Another?

KAT
No thank you, I’m too tired. I’m 
heading back to my room. Room 1981.

She walks away CONFIDENTLY.

Rumpoldt can’t take his eyes off her.

INT. ROOM 1981

Rumpoldt knocks on the door. It’s already half open.

KAT (O.S.)
Enter.

Rumpoldt walks in, shuts the door.

Kat sits at the desk, facing away from him. She applies more 
lipstick in the mirror.

He walks over behind her.

KAT (CONT’D)
Sit.

He takes a seat at the end of the bed, begins to remove his 
suit jacket. SHE SNAPS.
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KAT (CONT’D)
Did I tell you to take that off?

Rumpoldt looks apologetic, puts it back on.

Kat stands up and towers over him, then turns around.

KAT (CONT’D)
Unzip me.

He slowly zips the back of her dress down.

KAT (CONT’D)
Now you may take your jacket off. 
And your shoes.

He does as he’s told. 

With a smug grin he watches Kat SLIDE OUT of her dress, 
revealing black lace lingerie. 

KAT (CONT’D)
Tell me, what do you like?

RUMPOLDT
Anything and everything.

She SLAPS HIM.

KAT
Specifics. Or I’ll have to choose, 
and you don’t want that.

His mood changes. 

RUMPOLDT
I like candle-wax dripped on me 
while the girl’s on top... sex in 
the shower...

Kat, hands on hips, looks bored.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
I also like bondage stuff.

KAT
How unimaginative. Don’t you get to 
experiment at home?

RUMPOLDT
No. No, she doesn’t do anything. 
We have a pretty dull sex life.

Rumpoldt’s half undressed now. He lies back on the bed.
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KAT
Well, tonight’s your lucky night.

Kat pulls a bag out from under the desk. 

She removes a whip... a paddle... a small spiked wheel.

She throws handcuffs onto his chest. 

KAT (CONT’D)
‘cuff yourself to the headboard.

He excitedly LOCKS BOTH WRISTS around the metal frame.

KAT (CONT’D)
Are you a naughty boy? 

Rumpoldt nods.

KAT (CONT’D)
Say it.

RUMPOLDT
I’m a naughty boy!

KAT
I’m going to hurt you with all this 
stuff; would you like that?

RUMPOLDT
Yes.

KAT
Spin around, bend over.

He does as he’s told.

KAT (CONT’D)
Did you get that?

Rumpoldt’s confused, looks back at Kat.

RUMPOLDT
Get what?

KAT
Shut the fuck up. Did you get that?

Rumpoldt spins back around, angry.

RUMPOLDT
You didn’t even do anything.

There’s a knock at the door.
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She picks up her dress and walks away.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
Hey! Where the fuck are you --

Mike enters, wearing a cap and gloves. 

Andy’s brother speed-walks and crouches down at the desk.

Lenny follows him in, looking stern and protective. 

He’s on board with her mission this time.

Kat pats him on the shoulder as she returns, fully clothed. 

She starts packing up her bag without saying a word.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
Who the hell are you guys? Hey man, 
I don’t know what she told you, but 
she’s lying.

Nobody responds.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
I’ll deny it all... You kidnapped 
me. It’s your word against mine.

SILENCE.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
My family’s buried worse than this. 
Don’t you know who you’re fucking 
with? You’re finished!

Mike stands and waves a SMALL MICROPHONE at him. 

He moves to the curtains, removes a CAMERA from a thin gap 
between them.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
Okay, ha-ha, it’s a shakedown. How 
much do you want?

Kat aims her phone at him, takes photos. 

Rumpoldt starts KICKING and FIGHTING, trying to get out of 
the restraints he’d applied to himself.

KAT
We good?

Mike purses his lips, surveys the room, nods.
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KAT (CONT’D)
You listening you piece of shit? 
Here’s what’s going to happen -  
tomorrow, you drop out of the race.

Rumpoldt looks at Mike leaving, rather than paying attention.

SLAP.

KAT (CONT’D)
I don’t care what you say. If it’s 
not public in 24 hours, this goes 
to every TV channel in the land.

Rumpoldt’s head sinks onto his chest.

KAT (CONT’D)
Tell me you understand.

RUMPOLDT
I’ll fucking ruin you.

KAT
You already tried that.

Kat picks up her bag.

She exits with a business-like air, as Lenny smiles.

He leaves the door open as Rumpoldt YELLS DEFIANTLY.

RUMPOLDT
You won’t get away with this.

Rumpoldt repeats the sentence under his breath.

He stares at the ceiling, dejected.

RUMPOLDT (CONT’D)
Shit.

INT. APARTMENT LOUNGE - EVENING

Kat is on the sofa, watching a local news station.

NEWS ANCHOR (O.S.)
... and the new Mayor, Bartholomew 
Andrews, today announced police 
reform plans - including forty 
million dollars reallocated from 
the NYPD budget, to be spent on 
urban initiatives.
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EXT. APARTMENT BALCONY

Kat joins Martha and Andy as the sun sets on Central Park.

She curls up beside Andy and takes a drink of tea. 

He tenderly rubs her stomach.

FADE OUT.

 - END -
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