
INT. CAR - NIGHT

MARY JONES (48, uncompromising and abrasive) chomps on a

sandwich, peers through infrared goggles at a SHADY MAN

(20s) in an alley near where she’s parked.

MALE VOICE

(O/S over radio)

Under no circumstances are you

to go in alone. Wait for backup.

Mary sees a SHADIER MAN (30s) approach the first man.

INT. STARBUCKS - NIGHT

On a different kind of stakeout, JASMINE VINCENT (25,

disarming but determined) looks at an email on her phone:

"THIS IS RYAN JONES. GO GET HIM!"

Below the text is a photo of a handsome twenty-something

guy. Jasmine looks up to verify.

A few tables away, RYAN JONES (23, shy and subdued) sits,

looking at his iPad.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Eyes still on the two men across the street, Mary picks up.

MARY

(into radio)

It’s happening. I’m going in.

MALE VOICE

(O/S over radio)

Wait for backup. Jones? JONES? DO

YOU COPY?

But her sandwich and radio are lying on the passenger seat

and Mary’s already across the street, GUN drawn.

EXT. STARBUCKS - NIGHT

Through the window, we see Jasmine approach Ryan’s table.

She touches his shoulder and from the moment he looks up at

her, he can’t look away. She sits down, they start talking.
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INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

The male voice over the radio: LOU ALEXANDER (65, fed-up

with it all) bellows in his glassed-in office. HAZEN (20s,

doesn’t know what he doesn’t know), opens the door.

LOU

She’s going to get herself killed

one of these days is what she’s

going to do.

HAZEN

What do you need, sir?

LOU

Jones is in trouble. Why aren’t you

with her?

HAZEN

She told me to stay here, sir.

Lou shakes his head.

LOU

Get down there! NOW!

HAZEN

Where, sir?

LOU

The same place you’ve been

going every day for the last month

of this stake out!

HAZEN

On it, sir!

Hazen leaves. Lou looks skyward.

INT. STARBUCKS - NIGHT

Ryan and Jasmine are deep in conversation, and infatuation.

RYAN

What’s the name of your show?

Jasmine picks up Ryan’s iPad.

JASMINE

May I?
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RYAN

Of course.

Ryan is captivated by Jasmine’s fingers on his iPad.

JASMINE

Here.

Jasmine hands the iPad to Ryan, displaying a webpage

for "The Real Acting Students of New York."

JASMINE

It’s a bunch of us living in a

loft and going to auditions.

Jasmine scans Ryan’s face, tries to gage his interest.

JASMINE

I know it’s not high art but you’ve

gotta start somewhere, right?

RYAN

Yeah, no I get it. I could never

do it, that’s all. I need my

privacy.

JASMINE

Y’know what? You’d get used to it.

Jasmine winks at Ryan and he blushes at the thought of

a future with this beautiful creature.

JASMINE

You said you’re into music?

Ryan puts his head down, shy.

RYAN

Yeah, I compose songs and put

them online. No big deal.

JASMINE

No, it is. I’ve seen you.

You’re really good.

Ryan takes a sip from his cup to hide his suspicion. Is

she just yanking his chain?

JASMINE

You’ve got like a million

subscribers or something, right?

Jasmine senses Ryan’s suspicion, rests her hand on his hand.


