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FADE IN:

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

JACK walks alongside a busy street. He is an attractive man

in his 20s and wears a blue short sleeve button-up. CARS

drive by and HONK. PEOPLE CHATTER with each other and on

CELL PHONES as they walk by. Everyone is in their own world,

especially--

JACK (V.O.)

My name is Jack. My last name

probably isn’t important for you to

know, so don’t worry about it. I

might tell you at some point, but

for the time being, it isn’t a

priority.

Two BUSINESS WOMEN rush by Jack, absent-minded. A CUSTOMER

purchases two hot-dogs from a HOT DOG VENDOR on the side of

the street. A HOMELESS MAN sits with a sign, that reads:

"PLEASE HELP".

JACK (V.O.) (CONT’D)

That’s another thing about me. I

tend to get off topic easily. But

not today. Not tonight.

FADE TO:

INT. BLACK SUV - NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT

Jack sits in the driver seat, staring out onto the street,

waiting.

JACK (V.O.)

I tend to think that I’m a pretty

perceptive guy honestly. I’m good

at detecting truth, and I’m good at

finding liars.

(beat)

Here come my pretty little liars

right now.

BENNY and a PRETTY WOMAN walk out of a home a few houses

ahead of the SUV. Jack watches carefully as the keen couple

exchange a messy kiss at the door of the house.

JACK (V.O.) (CONT’D)

I’m not a pervert, creeping on

innocent couples if that’s what

you’re thinking.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

The man SLAPS the pretty woman on her hind as she lets out a

careless GIGGLE and walks to her maroon colored vehicle on

the side of the road. The man SHUTS his front door as the

VEHICLE TURNS OVER and she drives away.

JACK (V.O.) (CONT’D)

That’s Benny. He’s been my business

partner at a company we founded six

years ago.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD

Jack SHUTS the CAR DOOR of his SUV as he pockets his keys.

The neighborhood is dark and quiet, with lights shimmering

from various windows down the block. Benny’s house is one of

the nicer establishments in the area however. Jack steps up

to Benny’s door and gives a few thundering KNOCKS with his

KNUCKLES.

JACK (V.O.)

And that woman you saw?

Benny OPENS his DOOR, smiling and slightly rattled at Jack’s

sudden appearance. Benny is a little more on the fat side.

His gut almost hangs out from under his sweat stained polo.

JACK (V.O.) (CONT’D)

Her name is Susan. She’s my wife.

BENNY

(surprised)

Hey, Jack! Whaddaya uh doing here?

It’s past 11!

JACK

(smirking)

Benny! Well I wasn’t feeling too

comfortable about the numbers from

last week’s meeting.

Benny glances behind Jack around the neighborhood.

BENNY

We have another board meeting

tomorrow afternoon man. Couldn’t

you have just called?

JACK (V.O.)

I did. You were busy boning my

wife.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

JACK

Nah, man. Couldn’t find my cell

phone.

Jack moves closer to Benny, non-verbally inviting himself

in.

JACK

Am I a stranger or can I come in?

BENNY

(stuttering)

Yeah, you are always welcome here,

Jack.

JACK (V.O.)

Another lie.

INT. LIVING ROOM - BENNY’S HOME

The room is filled with nice furniture and even nicer

electronics. Benny always gets what he wants. Jack makes

himself at home on Benny’s couch as Benny CLOSES his FRONT

DOOR. Jack kicks his feet up onto a table in front of the

couch. Benny starts towards his lazy chair as a PHONE RINGS

on the table.

JACK (V.O.)

Ring, ring. Who could be calling at

this time of night?

The familiar tone of Benny’s cell brings text to the front

of the device that reads: "MY FAVORITE PERSON,

305-555-1542." Benny slowly brings himself into his chair,

eyes fixed on his phone. It RINGS again.

JACK

You gonna answer it?

BENNY

It can’t be important. You know I

don’t take business calls after

work hours.

JACK (V.O.)

But booty calls from my wife are

okay I guess.

JACK

I can get it for you Ben.

Jack leans towards the phone.

(CONTINUED)
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BENNY

(quickly)

I GOT IT!!!

Benny jumps forward, grabbing the phone from the table.

BENNY

It’s probably just a telemarketer

or something.

Benny answers the phone and makes a brisk walk to his office

area in the other room. Jack watches as he leaves, an angry

smirk forming on his lips.

JACK (V.O.)

I should be more angry about this.

I knew something weird has been

going on the past couple months.

Jack stands and moves over to a shelf on the wall, filled

with books on business.

PICTURE FRAME

In the middle a photograph of Jack and Benny, with Susan in

between them. Jack eyes the photo carefully.

JACK (V.O.)

Let me reintroduce myself to you.

(beat)

My name is Jack, the angry husband.

With one fluid motion, Jack SLAMS the PICTURE FRAME onto the

ground, SHATTERING the GLASS.

JACK

(not apologetic)

Oops.

Benny runs into the room at hearing the noise.

BENNY

Jack? What happened?

JACK (V.O.)

Anger got the best of me.

Jack, seeing Benny’s surprise, bends down to pick up the

freshly broken pieces. Benny briskly jogs over, grabbing a

trash can on the way.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

Sorry man! I saw one of those

business books you’ve been talking

about, so I reached for it, but I

kinda slipped huh?

BENNY

Don’t worry about it, Jack. It just

startled me.

BROKEN SHARD OF GLASS

Jack’s reflection in the shard shows as he gazes into the

glass, then over at Benny, and then back at the glass. His

finger slowly brushes the edge of the sharp, reflective tool

of death.

JACK (V.O.)

Blood travels at three feet per

second as it leaves the heart. I’ve

always wondered how fast it travels

from the carotid artery in the

neck.

CLOSE - BENNY’S EYES

Benny stops picking up glass and wearily watches Jack.

BENNY

(worried)

You okay, Jack?

BACK TO SCENE

Jack stands slowly, eyes Benny. He has a long shard of glass

in his grasp.

BENNY

(startled)

Jack? What are you doing?

JACK

Something I should have done a long

time ago.

Benny now stands, shaking. He looks down at the blade of

glass in Jack’s hand, and then back at Jack’s face.

BENNY

Jack?

(CONTINUED)
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JACK (V.O.)

It’s time.

GLASS IN JACK’S HAND

Jack tightens his grip on the glass, nearly to the point of

drawing blood.

A long beat. Jack TOSSES the glass shard into the trash can.

BACK TO SCENE

Benny seems to let out a sigh of relief and wipes sweat from

the brow above his beady eyes.

JACK

I’m quitting the company.

BENNY

(surprised)

You’re what?!

JACK

I’m quitting. I don’t like the

moves we made this quarter, and I

don’t think it’s profitable to stay

in this partnership.

BENNY

(now angry)

Jack, we’ve been in this since the

beginning! You can’t back out on me

now! What will Susan say?

Jack doesn’t like Benny bringing Susan into this. His eyes

widen, and he gets louder.

JACK (V.O.)

Ask her yourself best friend.

JACK

It doesn’t matter what she says.

I’ve already made up my mind.

BENNY

(reluctantly)

Are you so sure about that? Have

you talked to her about it at all?

JACK

(short)

Maybe.

(beat)

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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JACK (cont’d)

What does it matter to you?

Jack bends down, grabbing shards and depositing them in the

trash can, glancing up at Benny, waiting for a response.

BENNY

She’s important to you isn’t she?

She’s important to me too Jack!

Jack SLAMS a piece of the BROKEN FRAME into the trash can.

BENNY (CONTD)

Jack, how can you support her if

you drop this job--

Jack stands, back to Benny.

JACK

What do you care about Susan,

Benny? What makes her so special to

you?

Jack starts for the door.

JACK (V.O.)

I can’t deal with this now.

CLOSE - FRONT DOOR KNOB

Jack reaches for the door knob.

BENNY

(muttering)

Maybe she should be with someone

who does care.

CLOSE - JACK’S EYES

JACK (V.O.)

I lied, maybe I can deal with this

now.

BACK TO SCENE

Jack stomps over to Benny, rage in his eyes, a fist in the

air.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

(fuming)

I know what you’ve been up to,

Benny boy.

Jack SMASHES his fist into Benny’s face, forcing Benny to

fall back, TRIPPING over his trash can, SPRINKLING the

freshly broken crystals onto the ground. Benny falls to the

ground and into his dining room area.

INT. DINING ROOM - BENNY’S HOME

BENNY

What the hell, Jack!

JACK

I know what you’ve been doing with

Susan, my wife!

Jack sends his foot into Benny’s neck, forcing him to roll

over into the glass. Jack grabs the back of Benny’s head,

slamming it into the floor, and into the shards, over and

over and over again, blood starting to consume the now red

carpet underneath.

JACK

(pausing in between each

smash)

I’ve been watching you, Benny!

Jack stands now, and kicks his foot down onto the back of

Benny’s head.

BENNY

(in spurts)

She only did it because you weren’t

paying attention to her!

Jack spits on Benny, wipes the sweat from his own brow, and

steps out of the room.

JACK (V.O.)

This is not how I planned things.

Benny’s face is hardly recognizable as he slowly lifts it

from the bloody floor, glass falling from the cuts on his

head. He spits blood from his mouth.

BENNY

I paid attention to her though. I

loved her.



9.

INT. LIVING ROOM - BENNY’S HOME

Jack walks towards a shelf in the living room, as if he is

looking for something.

DECORATIVE PILLAR

He finds what he has been looking for.

JACK (V.O.)

I’ve been planning on killing him.

Jack grabs the pillar with both hands, lifting it from it’s

place. Jack eyes the sharp, yet blunt edges cautiously.

JACK (V.O.) (CONT’D)

I purchased a 9 mm glock a few

weeks ago specifically for this

occasion.

(beat)

Unfortunately, it’s at home. This

will have to do.

INT. DINING ROOM - BENNY’S HOME

Benny is sitting up against his kitchen table now, blood

dripping like a waterfall from his face. He is coughing, and

frightened at Jack’s reappearance in the room.

JACK

(not really sorry)

Sorry, Benny.

BENNY

(sniveling)

Jack, please stop. Don’t do this.

JACK

(yelling)

Did you ever stop to think about me

when you were with her, Benny?

(beat)

Did you ever stop to think about

all that you and I have been

through?



10.

CLOSE - BENNY’S HAND

Benny slowly reaches for glass particles amidst the blood,

grasping them into his palm.

BENNY

She would only do this to you if

she wasn’t happy. I made her happy.

BACK TO SCENE

BENNY (CONTD)

(through gritted teeth)

She was never happy with you, Jack.

That’s why she comes here whenever

you aren’t around.

JACK

(maliciously)

I originally planned on shooting

you and then throwing your body in

the river, but this will have to

do.

BENNY

(painfully)

How would you ever get away with

this, Jack?

JACK (V.O.)

A silencer to muffle the noise.

JACK

I had some different things in

mind. As for the blood on the

carpet... I used to install carpet

before you and I started our

business.

(beat)

Just tell me... Why her, Benny?

BENNY

(beat)

She wanted it. She wanted me--

JACK (V.O.)

That’s not what I wanted to hear.

JACK

Wrong answer, Ben.

Jack grasps the metal decorative piece like a baseball bat,

preparing to send Benny to the next life. In a flash, Benny

tosses his fistful of glass towards Jack’s face.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

AHH!

As Jack recoils from the glass in his face, he drops the

metal piece, while Benny kicks his leg out at Jack’s

kneecap.

JACK’S POV

Falling towards Benny’s kitchen table, Jack’s face collides

with the wood, sending him to the ground unconscious.

SMASH TO BLACK

JACK’S POV

The room is spinning. Jack puts his hands to his eyes,

rubbing them, to make sense of where he is.

INT. DINING ROOM - BENNY’S HOME

Jack looks around, very unsure of what is happening. He

realizes his hand is in a pool of blood and glass, and he

tries to stand, suddenly discovering a shooting pain in his

knee.

JACK

What the...

Jack looks forward and sees Benny, sitting on his lazy

chair, dabbing his face with rubbing alcohol and a few

bloody towels.

BENNY

(quiet)

Dammit, Jack.

JACK

(disoriented)

Benny, what happened?

Benny stops, looking back towards Jack.

BENNY

(flustered)

Are you kidding me?

Jack slowly tries to stand, but Benny beats him to it. Benny

pulls up a glock that was sitting on the living room table,

now pointing it at Jack.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

(confused)

Benny, what is going on?

BENNY

I should just blow your brains onto

the wall right now for what you

did.

JACK

Woah, slow down, Ben. Is this about

the company?

BENNY

(frustrated)

Jack! Look at my face!

Jack seems confused and sorrowful.

JACK

Benny.

(beat)

What happened to you?

Jack starts to take a step towards Benny, but Benny raises

his GUN and COCKS it.

BENNY

Not another step, Jack.

JACK

I’m just trying to help you, Ben.

The two stand.

BENNY

Do you really not remember

anything?

As Jack shakes his head, a noise from Jack’s pocket emanates

in the room. They both stare at his pants for a moment.

JACK

Put down the gun, Benny.

Benny lowers it slightly, motioning for Jack to get his

phone. He’s curious. Jack reaches into his pocket for the

phone, with caller ID that reads: "MY FAVORITE PERSON,

305-555-1542."

JACK

It’s Susan, Ben. Can I answer it?

Benny nods as Jack brings the phone up to his ear.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

Hey, baby... No, I’m in the middle

of something, I’ll be home soon...

Benny looks at Jack, starting to realize something.

JACK (CONT’D)

I know it’s late, I’m so sorry, it

won’t happen again. Okay. I love

you too. Bye.

Benny stares Jack down as he hangs up, placing his phone

back in his pocket.

BENNY

(muttering)

He doesn’t remember a thing.

JACK

Listen, Benny. I don’t know what

happened to you, I don’t know why

you have a gun, and I don’t know

why there’s blood all over the

floor.

(beat)

I literally don’t remember

anything.

Benny squints his eyes, perhaps in disbelief. He takes in a

deep sigh.

BENNY

Someone broke in. They started

beating me up, and smashed that

picture frame on my face.

(beat)

If you hadn’t had come over when

you did, I would probably be dead.

Jack looks around the room at the blood and the glass. He

looks back up to Benny.

JACK

What happened when I showed up?

BENNY

That bastard was about to smash my

face in with that pillar, and then

you attacked him. Probably why your

hand is bruised.

Jack looks down to his bruised knuckles.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

Why don’t I remember any of this?

Benny shrugs.

BENNY

I’m guessing you hit your head and

suffered some kind of mild

concussion or something.

(beat)

You saved my life though, Jack.

Benny places the gun on his table and slumps down into his

seat. Jack breathes a slight sigh of relief as he checks the

time on his watch.

JACK

Do you need me to call an ambulance

or anything?

BENNY

No, don’t worry about it, I’ll

clean this up. Susan is probably

worried sick about you. You need to

get home.

JACK

You sure?

BENNY

(through gritted teeth)

Yeah, seriously. Get home.

Jack moves toward the front door.

JACK

I’m sorry about all of this, Ben.

I’ll see you tomorrow then?

BENNY

I might take a couple days off

actually. See ya.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD - NIGHT

Jack CLOSES the FRONT DOOR behind him, walking towards his

SUV, parked in the darkness of the neighborhood.



15.

INT. BLACK SUV - NEIGHBORHOOD

Jack makes himself comfortable in the driver seat, as he

glances over to Benny’s house. He can see the shadow of a

man talking on a cell phone.

JACK

What a night.

The SUV STARTS as Jack begins to drive away into the night.

TIME CUT

INT. BLACK SUV - JACK’S NEIGHBORHOOD

Jack pulls up in his driveway, taking the keys from the

ignition, and stepping outside of his car.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - JACK’S NEIGHBORHOOD

Jack walks towards his front door. He JANGLES his KEYS from

his pocket.

JACK (V.O.)

We have the same cell phones, Benny

and I. Company phones.

Jack pulls Benny’s phone from his pocket as he unlocks the

front door of his house. He looks down to the phone.

JACK (V.O.) (CONT’D)

Susan called Benny as I was

leaving. Little did she know that I

would pick up his phone. The one

the I switched right before I

almost killed him.

Jack pockets the phone, opening his front door.

INT. JACK’S HOUSE

Jack steps into his home CLOSING the FRONT DOOR.

JACK (V.O.)

Susan might suspect something now,

me answering Benny’s phone. Of

course, Benny is too much of a

coward to tell her what really

happened tonight.

(CONTINUED)
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JACK

(smirking)

Honey, I’m home!

JACK (V.O.)

A concussion, Benny? Are you really

that stupid? That hit to my head

slowed me down a bit, but realizing

I had Benny’s phone was more than

enough to jog my memory.

Unintentional. But perfect.

Jack pockets his keys now, and starts walking up a flight of

stairs.

INT. JACK’S BEDROOM - JACK’S HOUSE

Jack steps into his bedroom. Susan is laying in bed,

beckoning him to come over.

JACK

Hey, baby.

SUSAN

(lovingly)

Hey, honey.

JACK (V.O.)

Now I have more than enough time to

find a nice place to dump a body.

Looks like I can use that gun I

bought under Benny’s name after

all.

Jack removes his shirt as he faces his closet. We see Susan

reaching for something in a drawer next to her bed.

SUSAN

Long day?

JACK (V.O.)

My name is Jack. The vengeful

husband.

Susan now slowly pulls Jack’s glock up towards him, Jack’s

back is turned, and he is completely unaware. A dark smirk

forms on Jack’s lips.

JACK

Oh, you have no idea.

SMASH TO BLACK


