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FADE IN:

CITY SKYLINE - NIGHT

Blue, red, and orange hues paint the skyscrapers. From a 
nearby mountaintop, the massive Christ The Redeemer statue 
keeps a watchful eye over the buzzing nightlife.

SUPER: Rio de Janeiro, Brazil

EXT. MANSION PARTY - NIGHT

White marble mansion in the hills. Courtyard full of luxury 
cars. Ferrari. Porsche. Late model Rolls Royce. 

SPLASH!

A DRUNK COUPLE falls into a water fountain. They laugh and 
splash water at each other.

INT. MANSION PARTY - NIGHT

This place screams new money extravagance. White ivory and 
marble everywhere. Booze. Drugs. Women. Thumping reggaeton 
from the DJ. 

SYDNEY, late 30s -- tall, dark, dripping in confidence, chats 
up two curvy PARTY GIRLS, 20s. They eat up his every word.

He speaks fluent Portuguese with the girls.

SYDNEY
The hardest course to drive? 
Easy... Autódromo in São Paulo.

With his finger, he traces the arm, waist, and hip of one of 
the girls.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Because it takes a lot of 
experience to handle those kinds of 
curves.

The girls laugh. 

Sydney makes eye contact with TWO MEN. CESAR, black suit, 
slicked hair. Behind him, a hulking BODYGUARD.

Sydney looks back to the girls. 



SYDNEY (CONT’D)
How about some new drinks? When I 
get back, I’ll tell you all about 
racing at Monaco. 

EXT. BRIDGE - NIGHT

A small bridge. Quaint. Far enough away no one can hear or 
see them from the mansion. Car up ahead.

Sydney walks with Cesar, leather bag in hand. Bodyguard a few 
steps behind, his mini-uzi at the ready.

Sydney and Cesar talk in Portuguese. 

SYDNEY
...I can’t remember what I wanted 
to ask you.

CESAR
To much caipirinha. 

Cesar taps his forehead.

CESAR (CONT’D)
Messes with the brain.

They arrive at the car. 

Cesar opens the trunk and takes out a small container. Tosses 
it over to Sydney.

Sydney checks the container. USB stick inside. He slips it 
into his pocket.

CESAR (CONT’D)
Never got past the encryption.

SYDNEY
Should have come to me sooner. 

Sydney hands over the bag.

CESAR
Didn’t know you were game. You 
crack that, I can set something up 
real juicy. Like buy a private 
island kind of juicy.

Cesar opens the bag. Wrapped 100s inside. He tosses the bag 
in the trunk.
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SYDNEY
Not gonna count it?

CESAR
I don’t insult friends. 

Sydney smirks.

SYDNEY
You’re too trusting, Cesar. It’s 
going to burn you some day.

CESAR
I’ll deal with that when it 
happens. 

Cesar slams the trunk shut.

INT. MANSION PARTY - NIGHT

Sydney on his cell. Signals to the BARTENDER for drinks. 

CESAR
(from phone)

Forget something?

SYDNEY
I remembered what I wanted to tell 
you. 

INT. CESAR’S CAR - NIGHT

Cesar cruising along, phone to ear.

CESAR
What’s that?

SYDNEY
(from phone)

Do you remember the punishment for 
treason?

Cesar’s eyes go wide.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
(in English)

Death.

EXT. CESAR’S CAR - NIGHT

Cesar’s car rounds a turn.
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BOOM!

THE CAR EXPLODES!

INT. MANSION PARTY - NIGHT

Sydney returns to the Party Girls, drinks in hand.

SYDNEY
Sorry about the wait. Had to say 
goodbye to an old friend.

INT. AIRPLANE - NIGHT

Sydney, sporting reading glasses, scans through a book. He 
jots notes on a pad.

Next to him sits a NERVOUS PASSENGER, 40s -- chubby, business 
traveler type. Leg vibrates up and down. Fidgets in his 
chair. He flips through photos of his kids at Disneyland.

Sydney looks over, annoyed.

NERVOUS PASSENGER
(sheepish)

I’m not a good flier. 

SYDNEY
I’d have never guessed.

The Nervous Passenger offers his hand.

NERVOUS PASSENGER
Mike.

A quick shake by Sydney.

SYDNEY
Sydney.

MIKE
Their pictures keep me distracted. 
Keeps my mind off the fact we’re in 
some metal tube. Built by the 
lowest bidder. Flying six hundred 
miles an hour. With a zero percent 
chance of survival in a crash.

Mike tries to pass off his concern with a nervous laugh.

SYDNEY
When you put it that way...
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MIKE
Only thing in my mind is what would 
happen to them, you know? Who’d 
look after them if I was gone?

SYDNEY
I’m sure they’d be fine.

Mike flips through a few more pictures. Shows one to Sydney. 
It’s Mike and his three kids.

MIKE
Girl and two boys.

Sydney lets out a soft sigh. He’s not getting out of this 
conversation any time soon.

SYDNEY
Lucky you.

MIKE
You got any kids?

SYDNEY
I’m not really the dad type.

NERVOUS PASSENGER
I didn’t think I’d be either. But 
after they put my baby girl in my 
arms... the first time I saw her 
little brown eyes looking back at 
me... I knew I’d do okay.

SYDNEY
Good to know.

Sydney tries to go back to reading. But Mike keeps blabbing 
on. This is going to be a long flight. 

EXT. RONALD REAGAN WASHINGTON NATIONAL AIRPORT - DAY

A plane touches down on a runway. Washington Monument off in 
the distance. 

INT. BAGGAGE CLAIM - DAY

An OLD WOMAN, could be someone’s grandma, struggles to pull a 
suitcase too big for it’s own good off the carousel. She tugs 
and tugs, shuffling her feet to keep up with the moving bag.
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She tries again. The lip on the carousel too high for her to 
get the bag over. She’s running out of time. The bag is only 
a few feet from the end of the carousel.

She goes for one last tug. 

SYDNEY (O.S.)
Let me get that.

Sydney grabs the handle and yanks the bag up and over the 
lip. He sets it down in front of her.

OLD WOMAN
Oh thank you.

A simple smile and wink from Sydney.

Sydney heads toward the exit and spots Mike. He goes to offer 
a friendly wave but stops... watches.

Mike’s KIDS run up and give him a hug. His WIFE plants a 
quick kiss on the cheek. Mike looks happy, relived. He’s full 
of smiles as he walks of with his family.

EXT. BAGGAGE CLAIM - DAY

Sydney gets into a cab.

INT. CAB - DAY

Sydney shuts the door.

SYDNEY
Langley.

The CAB DRIVER nods and they pull away.

INT. CIA HEADQUARTERS - MEMORIAL WALL - DAY

A star being carved into the white marble wall. It joins 
several rows of already existing stars.

Above the stars in gold block letters: “IN HONOR OF THOSE 
MEMBERS OF THE CENTRAL INTELLIGENCE AGENCY WHO GAVE THEIR 
LIVES IN THE SERVICE OF THEIR COUNTRY.”
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INT. SYDNEY’S OFFICE - DAY

Large window. Stark and barren walls. This place is all 
business. Sydney pours over a map. His hand written notes 
from the flight spread across his desk. 

MARCUS, 60s -- gray haired, eyes deep with experience, pokes 
his head in. Taps politely on the door frame.

MARCUS
You doing okay?

Sydney doesn’t look up.

SYDNEY
Seventeen years of service Marcus. 
He used to be a good man.

MARCUS
The dead ones always are. Come on, 
walk with me.

EXT. NATIONAL MALL - DAY

Sydney and Marcus walk along the mall. Families, tourists, 
and other pedestrians mill about.

SYDNEY
I tracked that list for six months. 
And at the end find out its one of 
our own men trying to sell it.

MARCUS
Almost makes you wish the Russians 
still had their shit together.

SYDNEY
How the hell does someone like 
Cesar end up with a Special 
Activities Division list?

MARCUS
We don’t even know who copied the 
file off our network. How many 
times it changed hands. How many 
copies there are. Flying blind.

Sydney watches two fit FEMALE JOGGERS trot by. Their spandex 
outfits leaving little to the imagination.

MARCUS (CONT’D)
The important thing is the 
encryption still works.
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SYDNEY
Until it doesn’t. And there’s no 
closing Pandora’s box after that. 
We have a lead on where I’m headed 
next?

Marcus stops. Turns to Sydney.

MARCUS
About that... I want you out of the 
field for a while. Take a few weeks 
off. 

SYDNEY
You can’t be serious.

MARCUS
You’re over extended and exposed. 
Ripe for someone to spot a pattern. 
And we can’t afford something like 
that. Not right now.

SYDNEY
You know that I--

MARCUS
We’ve got others to do the foot 
work. Your eyes can do just as much 
good here. 

SYDNEY
My eyes are better off in the 
field.

A hard stare from Marcus. 

MARCUS
This isn’t up for debate. 

He walks away. 

MARCUS (CONT’D)
Enjoy your time off.

INT. RACQUETBALL COURT - DAY

Sydney SMACKS a ball hard against the wall. It ricochet's 
back and toward RUSSELL, 30s -- fit, lean, sleeveless T-shirt 
with F.B.I. across the chest.

Russell sends the volley screaming back. 
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RUSSELL
How long?

Sydney returns the volley.

SYDNEY
Didn’t say.

Russell swings and misses. Point Sydney. 

Time for a rest. Russel bends over, hands on his knees. 
Catches his breath.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
He gets weird like this sometimes. 
I’ll wait a few days. Then go back 
in. Be in Brazil by month’s end. 

RUSSELL
But you’re off tomorrow?

SYDNEY
I guess.

A HUGE grin from Russell.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
(off Russell)

What?

RUSSELL
Syd my man, tonight is a very 
special night.

Russell picks the ball up.

RUSSELL (CONT’D)
You know why?

SYDNEY
Your registration on the sex 
offender list expires?

RUSSELL
That’s next week.

Russell wraps his arm around Sydney’s shoulders.

RUSSELL (CONT’D)
Tonight, I have arranged a meet up 
with three very special ladies from 
my “So you want to work for the 
FBI” graduate seminar. 
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SYDNEY
Keep talking.

RUSSELL
Girls so spectacular, so hot, so 
amazing that--

SYDNEY
You don’t have a shot in hell with 
any of them.

RUSSELL
I was going to say I couldn’t 
possibly handle them all by myself. 
But after that...

Russell smacks the ball at the wall. It bounces back toward 
Sydney. He ducks.

Russell points at Sydney, a mock threat.

INT. EIGHTEENTH STREET LOUNGE - NIGHT

A remodelled mansion sports a high end crowd. Sport coats. 
Classy blouses. Young LOBBYISTS and LAWYERS cake the place.

At a private table Sydney and Russell chat up VANESSA, 
TAMARA, and ASHLEY, 20s -- pencil skirts and low cut tops. 

RUSSELL
I mean, it’s not the most glamorous 
of jobs, but I drive a five series 
so I must be doing something right.

Russell laughs, trying to push his own personal brand of 
“greatness” on the ladies.

The girls are less than impressed. Turn their attention to 
Sydney.

VANESSA
So what do you do?

SYDNEY
I could tell you, but then I’d have 
to kill you.

Sydney offers a playful wink. Vanessa and Tamara eat it up.

TAMARA
Come on...
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SYDNEY
I’m a spy.

Vanessa and Tamara laugh again. 

Sydney notices Ashley isn’t buying it.

TAMARA
Really. I’m serious.

SYDNEY
Alright...

Tosses back an olive from his martini. Stares at Ashley.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
I’m a tactical espionage engineer. 

The built up anticipation on Vanessa and Tamara’s face 
evaporates.

VANESSA
An engineer? That sounds boring.

He chomps down on the other olive.

SYDNEY
You have no idea.

LATER

Russell continues the hard press with Vanessa and Tamara. 
Sydney and Ashley standing at the wall nearby.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Any of that impress you? The whole, 
“Hey, I’m super awesome” schtick?

Ashley tosses him a glance hard enough to cut through even 
the toughest vest of confidence.

ASHLEY
Nope. 

Sydney finishes his drink. Sets it down on the railing.

SYDNEY
You wanna get out of here? Go 
somewhere grown ups like to hang 
out?

A subtle bite of her lip and hint of a smile.
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INT. SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Modern decor. Stylish. Uncluttered. Minimalist. Sterile. 

Ashley slams Sydney back against the wall. Kisses him 
violently. They tear at each other’s clothes. 

Knock over a lamp as they fall to the floor in the throws of 
passion.

EXT. SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Parked cars line the street. Inside one, a feint orange glow 
rises and fades. It’s a WOMAN, 20s -- lit cigarette in hand, 
deep, cold blue eyes pierce through the darkness.

She watches the light from Sydney’s apartment cut out.

A shuffle from the back seat.

She turns and looks... a YOUNG GIRL, 5 -- two pink barrettes 
in her hair, stuffed bear tucked under her arm, passed out.

INT. SYDNEY’S APARTMENT - DAY

DING DONG!

Sydney’s eyes drift open. He winces. The morning sunlight too 
much right now.

DING DONG!

He sits up. Ashley still asleep. 

FOYER

Sydney opens the door. The hallway’s empty. He looks down. 
Standing on the welcome mat is the Young Girl.

SYDNEY
You lost?

The Young Girl stares back blankly. Round puffy red cheeks. 
Big sad eyes. 

Sydney kneels down, looks at her eye to eye.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Just out for a morning stroll? 
Thought you’d wake up the single 
guy with the hangover?
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She just rubs her nose.

He spots her stuffed bear. Checks a paw. Some embroidered 
Cyrillic letters.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
(Russian)

You speak Russian?

The Young Girl nods.

Sydney swaps over to fluent Russian to talk to the girl.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
What’s your name?

YOUNG GIRL
Nadya.

SYDNEY
Nadya, go back to your mom.

Nadya shrugs.

NADYA
I can’t. 

SYDNEY
Sure you can.

NADYA
She drove away. Mama said to knock 
on your door. She said my papa will 
keep me safe.

Sydney stands up.

SYDNEY
Where’s your--

Then it hits him.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Your papa!? Uh... stay right here. 
I’ve got a -- someone -- last night 
we -- I’ll be right back.

He shuts the door and hustles into the bedroom. Starts 
grabbing Ashley’s clothes and tossing them on the bed.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Amber -- Amanda -- Alysia --
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Ashley sits up, holding her forehead. Hair mangled. Eyes 
puffy. She’s a mess.

ASHLEY
It’s Ashley.

SYDNEY
Ashley, great. Outstanding. Look--

He hands her a t-shirt. She pulls it over her head.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
It’s been fun. You’re a good kid, 
really. But I got a big day, and 
there’s a this work meeting--

ASHLEY
It’s Sunday.

He grabs her skirt and throws it at her. She slides it on.

SYDNEY
We work weekends. It’s the new 
thing. Big Sunday meetings. They 
bring in brunch. Coffee. Biscotti. 
Scones. It’s great.

He helps her out of bed.

ASHLEY
Look, if you’re feeling bad about 
last night, it really wasn’t a--

He shoves the rest of her stuff into her hands. 

SYDNEY
Nope. Not that. 

Shepherds her toward the door.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
The thing with the leg behind your -
- and the spin move on the floor -- 
great stuff, really. I just gotta 
get a move on. 

He opens the door and pushes her outside.

ASHLEY
You’re kidding, right?

SYDNEY
Sorry about everything.
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He shuts the door and leans back against it. A sigh of 
relief.

Nadya!

He opens the door. Ashley still standing there next to Nadya 
in disbelief.

ASHLEY
Seriously?

Sydney flashes a quick smile and nod to Ashley. 

He takes Nadya’s arm. Pulls her inside. Shuts the door on 
Ashley again.

ASHLEY (CONT’D)
(outside)

Asshole.
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