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EXT. DESERT ROAD - DAY

Sand and dirt. Some resemblance of a road.

SUPERTITLE: Mexico

An old truck approaches from the horizon.

INT. OLD TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

JUAN drives. He fusses with the radio. Mariachi music 
sputters out between moments of static. 

CARLOS rides shotgun. His eyes continuously study the road 
ahead. A general unease about him.

JUAN
Come on man, this is easy money. 
What are you so worried about?

CARLOS
He could be out there.

JUAN
Who, The Jackal? That’s just some 
story they cooked up to mess with 
your head.

CARLOS
He’s real. I know it.

Juan shakes his head and looks ahead.

JUAN
You know what I think? I think on 
the next job I wanna ride with 
someone else.

Juan looks back over at Carlos.

JUAN (CONT’D)
Someone who isn’t scared of ghost 
stories.

BAM! A bullet through the windshield.

Carlos’s head is ripped apart. Blood and skull fragments 
cover the cab.

Juan starts screaming. He tries to keep driving, but his eyes 
are covered with what used to be Carlo’s face.



EXT. OLD TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

The front right tire explodes. Taken out by another bullet.

The truck swerves before tipping over and crashing to the 
ground.

SHRUBS UP THE ROAD

Cactus and tumble weed. A literal undisturbed nature scene.

A hand comes up, seemingly out of nowhere, and tweaks the 
scope of a Barrett M107 rifle. It’s a SNIPER.

Thick beard. Greasy hair. Desert camouflage. Could have been 
in this spot for days.

THROUGH THE SCOPE: The old truck on it’s side. Rear wheels 
still spinning.

EXT. OLD TRUCK - LATER

Juan is badly injured. He crawls over the dead Carlos and out 
of the truck. 

He looks down the road. The blurry figure of the Sniper walks 
his way. Rifle slung over his shoulder.

Juan’s eyes go wide. He tries to stand up, but his legs are 
too badly injured. He crawls away from the truck.

It’s no use. To slow. The Sniper arrives at the truck. He 
spots Juan crawling away and walks up behind him.

Juan crawls faster. He repeats the Hail Mary over and over.

The Sniper takes out a hand gun. Two quick rounds into Juan’s 
back. One round into the back of Juan’s head. He falls dead.

BACK AT THE TRUCK

The Sniper pulls open the back gate. Huge bricks of pot and 
wraps of heroin spilled all over the cargo area.

The Sniper takes a device out of his pocket. He tosses it on 
the drugs then starts to walk away.

AWAY FROM THE TRUCK

The Sniper continues to walk away from the truck. 
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BOOM! The truck explodes.

EXT. BUSY CITY STREET - DAY

A small group of EXECUTIVE TYPES head to a row of black 
Lincoln Town Cars parked at the curb.

A WOMAN in the group, PATRICIA (60s), all business, takes out 
a Blackberry. 

ON THE BLACKBERRY: 1 New Message

A few clicks and the message opens.

It reads: “Road work done.”

The woman puts the Blackberry back into her pocket. She gets 
into the Lincoln.

STREET

The car pulls away from the curb. US Capitol building off in 
the distance.

INT. FILTHY RESTROOM - DAY

The light over the sink flickers in and out. The white 
porcelain sink is now brown with soot God knows what else.

(MONTAGE)

The Sniper takes a pair of scissors to his beard.

A razor takes off the last spec of hair.

Head full of lather.

Fresh clothes taken out of a bag.

(END OF MONTAGE)

What’s left of the Sniper is now down the drain. In front of 
the mirror is KYLE (30s), cold eyes, face void of emotion.

He puts on a pair of sunglasses.

EXT. DIVE BAR - DAY

Prostitutes linger near the door. Kyle brushes past them.
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INT. DIVE BAR - CONTINUOUS

Kyle sits at the edge of the bar. Glass of tequila in front. 

His eyes study the details. Exits. Windows. The shotgun the 
BARTENDER has under the counter. 9mm tucked in the pants of a 
THUG across the room.

Five GANG MEMBERS burst through the doors. Rowdy. Tough. 
Filthy. Heavily armed. Types that kill just to kill.

Kyle looks them over. Moving from one face to the next, until 
he spots his man, DIEGO.

Diego slams his hands down on the counter, all smiles.

DIEGO
Camarero, cervezas!

The Bartender is quick to comply. The crew immediately starts 
boozing.

A gang member, RAMIERO, bumps into Kyle. Kyle scoots over.

RAMIERO
Whatch yourself esse.

Kyle nods and scoots over some more. Diego spots the 
altercation. He comes over and gets in Kyle’s face.

DIEGO
What the fuck? You bump into one of 
my boys and you think that’s okay?

Diego takes out two hand guns, points them at Kyle.

KYLE
You Diego?

Diego pulls the hammer back on the guns.

DIEGO
Why should I tell you?

KYLE
Because I got his money.

Kyle’s face is stone. Diego smirks.

DIEGO
So you’re--
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KYLE
Yeah.

Diego puts his guns away.

DIEGO
Shoulda said something sooner 
holmes. I was gonna put a bullet in 
your head.

Diego signals for Ramiero.

DIEGO (CONT’D)
Ramiero, lets go.

The trio heads for the door.

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

An late model Ford sits alone in the alley.

DIEGO
I was expecting someone more--

KYLE
Mexican?

Kyle takes out a key and goes to unlock the trunk.

DIEGO
Yeah. Sure. Something like that.

Kyle opens the trunk, but it’s empty.

DIEGO (CONT’D)
What the?

Kyle takes out a hand gun, a quick flick and a bullet smashes 
through the forehead of Ramiero. He falls dead.

Kyle grabs Diego by the throat and jams the gun in his mouth.

KYLE
Don’t fucking move. Don’t even 
breath.

Kyle grabs the two guns in Diego’s pants and tosses them.

A knee to the gut and Diego falls forward. Kyle slams an 
elbow to the back of Diego’s neck. He goes limp and Kyle 
tosses him in the trunk.
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EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY

The Ford races down a dirt road toward a junkyard. The sun 
flirts with sinking below the horizon.

EXT. JUNKYARD - CONTINUOUS

Kyle opens the trunk and pulls Diego out. Diego flops to the 
ground.

KYLE
Get up.

Diego staggers to his knees.

DIEGO
You’re a fucking dead man!

KYLE
Go.

Diego spits at him.

Kyle shoots Diego’s right foot and he screams out in pain.

DIEGO
I said go.

Diego starts limping off in the direction indicated.

A helicopter approaches.

DIEGO (CONT’D)
My men will find you.

KYLE
Stop.

Diego does as he’s told. Kyle kicks the back of Diego’s legs 
and he falls to his knees.

DIEGO
They’ll find you they’ll kill you 
and your family!

KYLE
They won’t.

The helicopter arrives and hovers overhead.
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KYLE (CONT’D)
Because I was never here.

Kyle shoots Diego in the back of the head. Two more rounds to 
his back.

A tow rope drops from the chopper. Kyle grabs hold and the 
rope starts to hoist him up.

INT. CHOPPER - CONTINUOUS

Kyle is pulled into the chopper and takes a seat. 

The ROPE MAN secure the line and sits down next to Kyle.

ROPE MAN
We’ll be back in American airspace 
in a matter of moments sir.

Kyle nods and looks down at Diego as the chopper flies away.

INT. LUXURY APARTMENT - NIGHT

Patricia removes her necklace and places it in a jewelry box. 
Her Blackberry beeps on the nearby night stand.

She picks it up. One new text message.

It reads: “Junk yard is dirty.”

Patricia grins and sets the Blackberry down.

INT. KYLE’S APARTMENT - DAY

Kyle snaps to. He pass out sitting in a chair in front of a 
window. Empty bottle of Jack Daniels on the floor next to 
him. He rubs his eyes.

BATHROOM

Kyle cleans himself up.

FRONT DOOR

Kyle opens the door. An envelope falls down. A quick check of 
the hallway. All clear. No one’s watching.

Kyle picks up the envelop and takes it inside.

KITCHEN TABLE
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Kyle opens the envelop and takes out the contents.

Various 8x11 pictures. Patricia is in most of them. A 
handwritten note accompanies the pictures.

The note reads: “Connect the dots. She’s a fraud. -A Friend.”

Kyle looks at one more picture. Patricia shaking hands with a 
MAN IN A WHITE SUIT.

EXT. CIA HEADQUARTERS - DAY

Patricia and HECTOR (20s), fit and focused, walk past the CIA 
logo in the lobby.

A beep from Patricia’s Blackberry. She takes a look.

On the screen: “He knows.”

Patricia stops, causing Hector to take notice.

HECTOR
Something wrong?

PATRICIA
I need the B option for Kyle Ward.

HECTOR
Yes ma’am.

Hector walks off.

INT. UNION STATION - DAY

The station’s foot traffic is all hustle and bustle. A few 
travelers rest on the benches.

CIRCULAR RESTAURANT (CHANGE)

Kyle and Patricia sit at a table on the top level. A profile 
sheet with a photo clipped to it on the table between them.

KYLE
The intel is wrong.

PATRICIA
This isn’t a mistake, Kyle. He runs 
the Escobedo cartel’s money 
laundering operations in Atlanta.
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KYLE
This is something the FBI should 
handle. 

Patricia smirks.

PATRICIA
Please. You’ll do in three days 
what would take them three years. 
Plus, this way, we don’t need to 
worry about the courts screwing 
things up.

Kyle isn’t convinced.

KYLE
This is a blatant conflict of 
interest. We were college roommates 
for Christ’s sake.

PATRICIA
Then you shouldn’t have a problem 
getting close to him. This isn’t up 
for debate. That is your 
assignment. I suggest you do as 
your told.

Patricia gathers her things and leaves the table.

Kyle picks up the profile sheet, takes a glance at the 
picture. It’s a passport head shot. The profile sports the 
name Duane Berant.

EXT. J. EDGAR HOOVER BUILDING - DAY

An ugly building in stark contrast to the otherwise modern 
office complexes nearby on Pennsylvania Avenue.

INT. AGENT CUBICLES - CONTINUOUS

A messy desk. Nameplate on the wall. Children’s finger 
paintings taped to the cabinet. MARK PEOPLES (50s), stubble, 
overweight, looks over some paperwork.

Desk phone rings. Mark answers.

MARK
Agent Peoples.
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KYLE
It’s Kyle. I need a favor. Meet me 
at Bullfeathers in a half hour.

Mark checks his watch.

MARK
Yeah, sure. See you then.

Mark hangs up the phone looking thoroughly confused.

EXT. BULLFEATHERS - DAY

A simple brick front pub and grill. Tables outside. Library 
of Congress and the Cannon House Office Building tower over 
the treeline just down the street.

INT. BULLFEATHERS - CONTINUOUS

Kyle and Mark sit in a back booth. Mark looks over the 
pictures Kyle found on his doorstep.

KYLE
I need to know who she’s with.

MARK
These all you got?

KYLE
Yeah.

Mark looks a little over whelmed.

MARK
The pictures aren’t much to go on, 
but I’ll ask around.

KYLE
No asking. Just you. Keep this one 
close to the vest.

MARK
That’s gonna slow things down.

KYLE
Do what you can.

Kyle reaches into his jacket and takes out photocopies of 
Duane’s headshot and profile sheet. He hands them to Mark.
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KYLE (CONT’D)
This one’s easier. Any dirt you’ve 
got. Arrests. Aliases. Coverage. 
Foreign travel. Whatever. If the 
FBI has something on him, I want to 
know what it is.

MARK
Sure. No problem. But why the--you 
in some kind of trouble?

KYLE
I’m headed to Atlanta to find out.

Mark looks confused, but nods anyway, he looks down at 
Duane’s picture again.

EXT. ATLANTA STREETS - DAY

A thick and busy downtown. High rise towers throughout. A bus 
passes wrapped in the Atlanta Braves logo.

INT. PEACH STATE FINANCIAL HOLDINGS - OFFICE - DAY

DUANE BERANT (30s), shirt and tie, well groomed, looking just 
like his passport photo, stares at a spreadsheet on a 
computer monitor.

MICHELLE (20s), perky, petite, pokes her head into office.

MICHELLE
Busy?

Duane looks over.

DUANE
Trying to get these numbers to 
balance.

MICHELLE
Up for lunch?

DUANE
Sure. I could use a break.

HALLWAY

Duane and Michelle walk toward an elevator. A voice calls out  
from behind them.
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MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Duane!

Duane stops in his tracks. His eye close. Face puckers. Then 
he relaxes, puts on a fake smile, and turns.

DUANE
Roger. Something up?

ROGER (40s) slicked back hair, Armani suit, bristles over. 

ROGER
I’m not going to be able to take 
care of the audit reports by COB 
Friday. So I need you to come in 
and finish them up over the 
weekend.

DUANE
But I had plans to--

ROGER
Hey bud, business is business. 
Sorry about whatever your plans 
are, but we need this done. I’ll 
catch up with you later.

Roger brushes past the duo and into the elevator up ahead.

MICHELLE
What he meant to say was that he’s 
going to be golfing Friday, and 
needs you to do his work for him.

Duane doesn’t respond, he just marches ahead.

EXT. PEACH STATE FINANCIAL HOLDINGS - CONTINUOUS

Duane and Michelle exit the bank and head down the street. 

Across the street in a white Toyota Corolla is Kyle watching 
the pair.

INT. COROLLA - CONTINUOUS

Kyle watches the due go into a parking garage across the 
street. His cell rings. Kyle answers.

KYLE
Yeah.
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MARK
That Duane guy, spot checks came up 
blank. If we’ve got a file on him, 
I can’t find it. Far as I can tell, 
he’s clean.

KYLE
Thought so. Any luck on the others?

MARK
Still working on it.

KYLE
Keep me posted.

Kyle hangs up just as Duane and Michelle pull out of the 
parking lot in a blue BMW convertible.

EXT. SURIN RESTAURANT - DAY 

A green awning runs the span of the front windows. It’s busy 
inside. Duane and Michelle sit near the front windows.

STREET

Kyle is parked behind a few SUVs. Something catches his eye. 

A MAN IN A BLAZER (40s), sunglasses, comb over, casually sits 
down on a bench out front. He tries to look nonchalant.

BENCH

The Man does a quick check up and down the street, then 
whispers presses his ear piece.

MAN
Target aquired. 

STREET

Kyly leaves his car and crosses the street. He ducks behind a 
minivan for cover.

SURIN

Duane and Michelle exit.

DUANE
So much for thirty minutes.

MICHELLE
So they were busy. It happens.
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The pair starts walking down the street. The Man gets up and 
starts following them.

MINIVAN

Kyle leaves his cover. He quickly moves toward the man.

WITH DUANE AND MICHELLE

Duane spots his car, a yellow piece of paper tucked under the 
windshield wiper.

DUANE
Is that a ticket? Damn’it!

MICHELLE
It could just be a flyer.

DUANE
I hate these new parking meters.

They pass a small alley. 

The Man is only a few steps behind them. He reaches for a gun 
in his blazer.

DUANE (CONT’D)
I didn’t even see the parking cop. 
Did you?

Duane and Michelle stop. Duane turns around and looks back up 
toward Surin. 

The sidewalk behind them is empty. No sign of the Man or 
Kyle.

EXT. ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Kyle has the Man in a choke hold, dragging him deeper and 
deeper into the alley. The Man’s sunglasses are knocked off. 
His left eye is heavily scarred, the eyeball cataract.

Kyle pulls him behind a dumpster.

KYLE
What the are you doing here 
Ceccini?

Ceccini strains, trying to break free.

CECCINI
My job.
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Kyle wrenches the hold tighter. Ceccini gasps in pain.

KYLE
Who else is with you?

CECCINI
I ain’t telling you shit!

Kyle reaches back with his free hand and takes out a knife.

KYLE
Who else!

Kyle puts the knife up to Ceccini’s ear. He puts even more 
force on the hold.

KYLE (CONT’D)
Who else!

CECCINI
I’m gonna be the one to put the 
bullet between your fucking eyes.

Kyle slices Ceccini’s ear off like someone slicing an apple. 
Ceccini screams in pain.

OUTSIDE THE ALLEY

A few people stop and look into the alley. All they can see 
is Ceccini’s legs wiggling.

WITH KYLE AND CECCINI

Blood is everywhere. Kyle jams the ear in the mouth of 
Ceccini, smearing blood all over his face.

KYLE
You wanna talk shit? Fucking talk 
shit this with this in your mouth. 
Who else is with you?

Ceccini gags, trying to spit out the ear being mashed into 
his mouth.

CECCINI
Stop. Stop. Arnone. They sent 
Arnone too.

Kyle lets Ceccini go. He stands up and reaches for a gun 
under his shirt.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Hey! Somebody dial 911!
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Kyle looks down the alley. TWO MEN are coming toward him. A 
WOMAN behind them is frantically talking on her phone.

KYLE
Next time I see you, you’re dead.

CECCINI
Eat shit.

Kyle takes off down the alley. Ceccini rolls on the ground in 
pain. Blood pooling beneath him.

INT. ELEVATOR - DAY 

Duane and Michelle enter. A BRUTE OF A MAN (30s), dark hair, 
tight fitting shirt showing his solid build, leans against 
the back wall, arms crossed. This is ARNONE. 

He nods to Duane as the pair enters.

MICHELLE
Will you quit worrying.

The elevator door closes.

DUANE
I’m not worrying.

Michelle presses the button for the fifth floor.

MICHELLE
You’re salary. You don’t get fired 
for taking a forty five minute 
lunch.

DUANE
I trying to aoid getting a lecture 
from Robert on how--

(immitating Robert)
--each minute we waste hurts the 
synergy of the institution. I mean, 
what does that even mean?

MICHELLE
God only knows.

DUANE
You’re probably right.
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MICHELLE
Seriously, you let that guy walk 
all over you. While you’re in here 
busting your ass he’s out there 
playing golf. What kind of crap is 
that?

The elevator doors open to the fifth floor.

INT. FIFTH FLOOR LOBBY - CONTINUOUS

The receptionist desk is empty.

DUANE
My crap I guess.

Michelle exits. Duane follows. Arnone grabs the back of 
Duane’s shirt and pulls him back. 

ARNONE
Not you slim.

Michelle turns around.

MICHELLE
Hey!

Arnone holds up his finger. The elevator doors close in front 
of Michelle’s face.

INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

Arnone presses the S button, then leans back against the 
wall. He crosses his arms.

Duane looks scared.

DUANE
What are you going to--

Arnone holds his finger up to his lips.

BRUTE
Shhhhh...

EXT. CITY STREETS - DAY 

Kyle’s Corolla races through downtown Atlanta. In and out of 
traffic. Horns honk. He runs a red light. Avoids a car wreck. 
If a cop spots him he’s toast.
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INT. KYLE’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

Kyle turns the steering wheel hard as he rounds a corner. 
Duane’s office building comes into view.

INT. SHIPPING BAY - DAY

Empty. Place hasn’t seen a truck in months. Maybe years. Cars 
are parked in the few spots available. A street not far from 
the loading ramps. Industrial dumpster below a trash chute.

The elevator doors open. Duane and Arnone exit. Arnone has a 
gun wedged against Duane’s back. He whispers to Duane.

ARNONE
Walk slowly over to the dumpster.

Duane nods nervously. They make their way down the ramp. 
Arnone punches Duane in the stomach. He flops to the ground. 
Arnone grabs Duane and tosses him behind the dumpster.

Arnone puts a suppressor on his gun. Duane cowers helplessly.

DUANE
Please, please don’t. Whatever I 
did, I didn’t mean it.

ARNONE
Shut it.

Arnone points his gun at Duane. He cocks the hammer.

A bullet rips through Arnone’s shoulder. He drops his gun and 
runs for cover behind a nearby Focus.

Kyle gets out of his Corolla and opens fire on the Focus, 
keeping Arnone pinned. He moves up and grabs a hold of Duane.

KYLE
Get up!

Kyle pulls.

KYLE (CONT’D)
I said get up!

Duane looks up at Kyle.

DUANE
Kyle?

18.



Kyle helps Duane gets off the ground. The pair run toward the 
Corolla. Kyle pushes Duane to the ground, falling on top.

Six rounds rip out from behind the Focus. Most hit the wall. 
A few pass out into the street.

KYLE (cont’d)
Damn it!

Kyle gets up. He sends a few rounds back at Arnone. Arnone 
ducks for cover. Kyle shoves Duane into the Corolla.

Kyle fires off a few more rounds at the Focus. He gets into 
the Corolla and it races off.

EXT. CITY STREETS - CONTINUOUS

The Corolla weaves in and out of traffic. Not as frantic as 
before, but still very aggressive. 

INT. WHITE TOYOTA - CONTINUOUS

Kyle turns the wheel hard as they cut down a side street.

DUANE
What the hell is going on!

KYLE
We’re in the middle of a set up.

DUANE
A set up? Who’s being set up.

KYLE
Me.

Kyle presses hard on the brakes and turns the car abruptly 
into a--

EXT. NARROW ALLEY

--and away from where traffic can see it. Trash bins. Fire 
escapes. The places is as good a hiding spot as any.
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