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INT. FICTION LAND POLICE STATION - INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

JOHN FUSE (40s), a muscular man wearing a bold pattern shirt 
and a fat lip, sits with his hands cuffed to a metal table. 

He stares sullenly at a painted cinderblock wall. 

A female voice with a British accent echoes through an 
intercom speaker on the table.

FEMALE VOICE
It took you nine days, six hours, 
and thirty-two minutes. That’s a 
Fiction Land record, I believe.

JOHN
For what?

FEMALE VOICE
Murder, Mr. Fuse. But, we’ll get to 
that.

John seethes, hands tighten into fists.

Super: TEN DAYS EARLIER. 

FLASHBACK

EXT. EAST RIVER DOCKS - DAY

A gritty noir graphic novel, “THE FUSE”, comes alive in all 
its vivid butchery and dark humor.

In the ruins of industrial buildings lining the waterfront, a 
place full of deep shadows and hits of dirty colors, one 
warehouse stands alone.

INT. ABANDONED TOY WAREHOUSE - DAY

John Fuse kneels on the grimy warehouse floor, hands behind 
his head and two guns at his temples. 

The brutes guarding him glance at each other through 
bloodshot eyes, confused by a growing noise outside...then

Explosions BLAST apart the walls as white panel vans plow in 
from all directions. Brick walls, wooden crates, and boxes of 
stuffed animals exploding on impact. 

Painted on all the vans: ONCE A SOLDIER DELIVERY SERVICE



Crashing in from the left, a driver leans out, firing an 
assault rifle one-handed. 

White toy stuffing and cocaine fill the air as drug-smuggling 
unicorns are blown apart in the crossfire.

Another van pounds over debris, catching gang-bangers as they 
desperately shoot and run.

One of John’s captors catches a ricochet between the eyes. 

John’s up, slams into the remaining guard, clamping the 
pistol under his arm as it fires. He drives the stunned goon 
back, impaling him on a jagged piece of gas main. 

John runs, stops, spins back, and fires.

The bullet hits the guy and ignites the gas in an explosive 
fireball full of glass, metal, and Beanie Babies. 

Bold, graphic within live action: KABOOM!! 

It all flies at John as he dives behind a broken crate.

He pops the clip and checks the rack - one bullet.

John’s on the move, rounds a shipping container, and faces a 
thug built like a block of granite with a scarred face and a 
snarl, gripping a massive machete.

Both men suddenly struggle to keep balance as more explosions 
quake the building, sparks shower down.

A two-story, solid iron storage rack full of metal cases and 
50-gallon drums starts to pull loose from the opposite wall.

The giant thug bounds toward John, raising the machete; it 
sparkles with the reflection of the surrounding flames.

John holds up a big brown teddy bear with a plaid bow tie.

The thug stops, cracks a crooked smile, then swings the 
mighty blade just as the metal rack smashes down, crushing 
him like a cock roach.

SPLAT!!

John holds the bear out of harm’s way as the rack smacks the 
floor inches from his blood-splattered work boots.

He sets the teddy bear gently on a box.
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John sprints away, weaving through smoke, floating toy fluff, 
debris, and bodies while the sounds of screams, grenade 
launchers, and squealing tires saturate the air.

He runs hard toward a distant van, up ahead a face-tatted 
skinhead pushes out from under a pile of rubble.

John skids, shooting sideways, misses the surprised guy.

Skinhead scrambles fast, raising his weapon, the big barrel 
points at an exposed and helpless John Fuse.

John whips the empty gun at the skinhead, who ducks, and with 
a mangled grin, starts laughing maniacally.

Then John looks down at a red dot on his shirt, he’s fucked.

Skinhead takes pleasure eyeing the sight, then...

WHAM!! 

Another van slams him with a crunch as it blasts through the 
rubble.

DRIVER
Fuse!

The van copilot throws John a sawed-off through the open 
backdoors. He catches the flying shotgun by the pump and 
racks a new round all in one motion.

John’s on the move. Overhead, a loud HISSSS slices the air, 
then an RPG demolishes a corner of the building, along with a 
bunch of cartel muscle. 

BLAMM!! 

Flames, glass, and bullets rain hell on John as he runs.

He leaps out of the fiery warehouse through a busted window 
and lands outside — behind two exotically beautiful women, 
holding hands.

In the grizzled world of docks and oil tankers, LIN-LIN 
(30s)and JILL MASCAPONI (30s) stop and slowly face John.

He steps closer, breathing hard as the rain starts.

LIN-LIN
Before you kill us, just know, Poni 
and I are in love. 

John stares stoically as the cheesy dialogue continues.

3.



MASCAPONI
Who knew? Me, mafia queen of this 
putrid city, falling for this hot 
little hacker genius all because my 
ace assassin wanted a threesome. We 
have you to thank, John. 

Lin-Lin steps in front of Mascaponi.

LIN-LIN
That’s why my shot missed your 
heart that fateful night... a thank 
you. To give you a way out of this 
life and find love too.

John keeps the 12 gauge steady, but it lowers slightly.

JOHN
Yeah, looks like I’m not cut out 
for love or a new life. But my 
niece is. I’m here for my--

In a flash, Poni pulls the pistol out of Lin-Lin’s back 
waistband. 

With the revolver leveled at John’s head, her tears mix with 
rain as she moves in.

John sighs, raising his shotgun.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Please. Just give me the keys. My 
van has the surgeon’s money. If I 
miss that delivery, Wendy will--

Her brown eyes well up as she squeezes the trigger. Muzzle 
flashes from both weapons explode in SLOW MOTION, lighting up 
the destruction of that dismal afternoon.

END FLASHBACK

EXT. FICTION LAND ARRIVALS PARK - DAY - MORNING

John Fuse’s unconscious face, covered in sweat, dirt and 
raked by morning sun. His eyes fly open as he gasps.

He sits up on the bright white park bench, squinting and 
frantically gulping the fresh air. John leans back, 
breathing, facing the sky, eyes closed. Birds singing.

He finally leans forward, opens his eyes, then suddenly grabs 
the bench, startled at what he sees.
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John steadies himself as he watches a guy in a Wall Street 
power-suit and a futuristic chrome mask, then a British Royal 
princess and finally, a few muscle-bound fairies dressed like 
a motorcycle gang. 

They all wander through a grassy meadow as trained staffers 
approach, offering help.

Past the scene, down the hill. The meadow gives way to a 
grove of lush green trees, and rising above it all stands a 
dazzling skyline filled with a seamless mix of splendid old 
and new buildings.

In the sunlight, floating above a couple of the tallest 
skyscrapers are ornate dirigible airships. Each tethered to a 
landing pad taking on well-heeled passengers.

John rubs his eyes and tries to focus through the sun's 
glare. Then a blurry silhouette leans in, blocking the light 
and speaks to him.

YOUNG WOMAN
Hi. Welcome to Fiction Land. 
Everything will be ok.

INT. GENRE THERAPY ROOM - DAY

Forty eight hours later, John sits in a well-appointed 
therapy office, still wearing his charred, slightly bloody 
delivery shirt and an icy stare.

RACHEL (O.C.)
John?

RACHEL (30s) an attractive, smartly dressed Genre Rep, leads 
their one-on-one session. 

RACHEL (CONT’D)
John.

John blinks, focusing on her beautiful green eyes.

JOHN
Uh, yeah, then you were standing 
there saying ‘everything’s ok.’

She scribbles in her notepad.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Like an angel.

Rachel pauses and looks up.
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JOHN (CONT’D)
Thought it was heaven, but then 
realized that’s not where I 
would’ve ended up.

Back to writing.

RACHEL
That’s new. 

Her eyes raise to John.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
How about new memories from your 
novel life? Anything?... Are you 
ok?

JOHN
Just had a strange flicker. I saw 
my niece. In her hospital gown, 
tubes in her nose, standing there 
pointing Lin-Lin’s gun at me. Wendy 
pulled the trigger.

RACHEL
A non-experience image flash. NIFs 
feel like a memory, but they’re 
from your author. Something they 
tried and even deleted. It’s not 
you, it’s them.

John looks concerned.

Rachel jots more notes, then stops, places the pad in her 
lap, and rolls her office chair closer.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
These sessions are doing their job. 
Dredging up things so we can talk 
about them. This is good.  

JOHN
I guess.

RACHEL
John. You didn’t fail, Wendy. Look 
at me. Everything in your previous 
life came out of the guy who wrote 
you. Everything.

John relaxes and nods.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
You’ve been pushing pretty hard.

John lets out a tired breath and sits up straight.
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JOHN
Yes, ma’am. Let’s go again.

Rachel smiles, reaches behind her, and pulls out a bag.

John opens it and looks a question at her.

RACHEL
I got you some clothes. 

John looks in the bag as her face lights up.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
You’ve done so well, John. Don’t 
forget, you’re an Ender. A 
character who’s gone the distance 
until the book’s abandoned by the 
writer. On top of that... 

She inches closer and playfully taps his knee.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
You’re the Wick-Reacher-mission-
driven Ender. From a graphic novel, 
no less! You guys rarely make this 
much progress this fast — if ever. 
(pauses) I think you’re ready for 
group.

JOHN
Yeah?

Rachel smiles as John pulls from the bag: dark grey work 
pants and a red and black checkered flannel shirt.

RACHEL
Nothing against your bloody 
delivery shirt, but it kinda 
stinks. 

Next, John pulls out a stick of deodorant, his brow furrows.

JOHN
Wait, I stink too?

Rachel sighs softly.

RACHEL
Yes, you do. I’m sure your 
neighbors would agree, but it’s 
fine, your senses will catch up. 
Just another step in the process.

John looks lost in thought.
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RACHEL (CONT’D)
So are new clothes. 

He sits with the bag, frozen in indecision.

JOHN
The process of what?

Rachel leans back.

RACHEL
Of becoming human, John. 

Holding the shopping bag and deodorant, John stands and gives 
her a slight nod.

JOHN
Right. Not in a book anymore.

She stands.

RACHEL
You’re doing great — now, it’s time 
to find a group. 

He lingers on her lovely face, she meets his gaze.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Even the Alpha wolf longs for a 
pack. I’ll meet you in the 
Community Room.

John looks apprehensive, then perks up.

JOHN
Hey, it says it has vanilla. I bet 
it’s a good breath freshener too.

He pops the lid and goes to lick the deodorant.

She blinks in surprise.

RACHEL
John!

JOHN
I’m kidding. I wasn’t written 
yesterday, ya know.

She shakes her head, smiling as he walks out.
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INT. COMMUNITY ROOM - DAY

Dressed in his new clothes, John steps through double doors 
looking like a nervous lumberjack going into a forest fire.

The huge room could pass as a hotel banquet hall. Full of 
portable tables and chairs, newcomers and staff. Some are 
wandering in a daze, some focused and irritated - all look 
overwhelmed by newness and the mayhem of all the people.

John moves to the side, scanning the room. Rachel comes over.

RACHEL
I know you’re clocking the exits, 
but it’s ok — these are friendlies. 
Just extra crazy today.

John leans against a wall, taking it all in. 

Characters from the Victorian aristocracy to grizzled coal 
miners to dashing Gatsby socialites. All from different 
books. 

Rachel moves close to John.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
You know, I suggest walking.

He eyes Rachel.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Truly. It’s good for the body, the 
mind, everything.

JOHN
Walking.

RACHEL
Yeah. I wish I could prescribe it. 
If you start to feel rattled, you 
need a way to process, walk. 

JOHN
Ok...

RACHEL
Not a stroll either, a big, juicy, 
long-ass walk. Around the city. 
I’ll even go with you. 

John gives her a slight smile and a nod.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
But, right now... stay put.

She gives him a winning smile as she heads to a busy table.
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A commotion draws John’s attention. An intense yet kindly 
Hansel & Gretel grandmother-type enters through a side door, 
yodeling and carrying a tray of freshly baked cookies.

Instantly, she backs out the same door, chased by security 
with headsets.

John takes a decisive step to intervene. Then hesitates, 
breathes, and leans back on the wall.

JOHN
Not your fight, John.

He spots a black-markered sign among many taped on the 
opposite wall: Hard boiled, Erotica & Misc Group Assignments, 
First names, A - K.

John moves toward the sign.

Rachel steps in and sticks a name tag on his flannel shirt. 

RACHEL
There. Now you’re somebody. You 
look good.

As John looks down at his tag, Rachel steers him along.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Gosh, so many people have shown up 
lately. They even have volunteers 
building more benches. 

They stop to let staffers hustle by with more coffee.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Let’s go over here, that’s it. Have 
a seat, John. Ok, standing’s good --

PAT (30s) hurries up to Rachel.

PAT
Hi. What can I do?

RACHEL
Holy cow. (hug) It’s your day off, 
you’re the--

PAT
Please, it’s crazy. I’m happy to.

RACHEL
John, you remember Pat, my fellow 
Genre Rep slash lifesaver? She’s 
helping out today.

PAT
Hi. You ok, John?
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They get distracted by a guy dressed like a sci-fi movie 
extra. Hard red plastic space armor and full-face helmet. 
He’s following a staffer to the same table.

STAFFER
Your Genre Rep will sort this out. 
Thank you, Mr...?

L-132
132, L-132. Will they know where 
the Killer Sun is? Miss?

The staffer’s already gone. His helmet swivel-stops then 
tilts up. L-132 (30s) stands about a foot shorter than John.

RACHEL
Apologies, technically, you belong 
in the L through T section.

L-132 spins to Rachel, a slight bow, then at full attention.

L-132
Ma’am. In your estimation, as a 
commanding officer, will they know 
where the Killer Sun is?

Suddenly, a tall, dark, retired mafioso-type walks in.

MAFIOSO-TYPE
I’ll pay a million bucks to anyone 
if you help me find a cat!

John, L, and Rachel all turn to the man. A few others gather 
as well. 

Including a stunning woman in a tight, low-cut dress. She 
flicks her hair as she walks over.

SVETLANA
Did I hear you’ll pay a million 
dollars for some pussy?

SVETLANA GURCHENKO (30s) moves in on the mafioso. Pat heads 
her off.

PAT
OK, Miss Gurchenko, not 
appropriate. Personal space, 
please.

L-132
Happy to assist, Commander.

PAT
I’ll bet you are. Stand down, space 
trooper.
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L-132
Ma’am, I’m a Thunder Soldier, 
Private, Serial number 498--  

PAT
Rachel, the S’s are overflowing, 
her last name’s Gurchenko. Sorry.

RACHEL
Got it. Looks like you’re one of us 
today.

SVETLANA
You’re wearing edible panties too?

PAT
Jesus.

L-132
My ship is called the Killer Sun. I 
need to be on it.

SVETLANA
And who’s buying me breakfast?

JOHN
Uh, I’m... I’m running out of time.

Rachel and Pat turn toward John. The others look on.

PAT
Uh oh. He’s slipping.

RACHEL
It’s ok, John. You’re not in that 
life anymore. Please, everyone, 
have a seat.

No one seems to hear her, they’re distracted.

Rachel stands on a chair.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Guys! Sit. Now!

The group obediently takes seats, except John. 

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Perfect. 

Rachel steps down. Pat hurries over with decaf and muffins.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Thank you, Pat. You guys, help 
yourselves. 

They tuck in. L-132’s helmet stares down at a muffin.
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RACHEL (CONT’D)
John? Sit. Please. Ok?

John looks worried and takes a step back with an icy stare.

JOHN
No. 

RACHEL
John.

JOHN
NO. I don’t have time for this.

RACHEL
John. Come over here next to me.

She pats the seat of the chair next to her.

JOHN
I said no.

John turns to leave as L-132 jumps up, laser rifle raised.

L-132
You’re disobeying a direct order, 
soldier. Comply, or else. You have 
three seconds.

RACHEL
Ok, don’t do that!

John’s fists clench as anger rises in his face.

L-132
One... 

Rachel looks nervous.

RACHEL
Stop! That’s an order!

John cocks his head, eyes go cold and menacing

L-132
Two... 

RACHEL
L! HE’S A TRAINED KILLER!

Rachel freaks tossing coffee on his helmet. He ignores it.

L-132
Thr--
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In a flash, John slaps the laser rifle up and over, and rips 
it from L’s grasp, spinning it to point at L’s head. 

He squeezes the trigger. Kid-like laser noises blurt out from 
the handle speaker. John tilts the gun to investigate.

A loud clap puts the group’s attention back on Rachel.

RACHEL
Listen up! We’re going on a field 
trip.

EXT. FICTION LAND CITY - DAY

The treelined street carves a path through a city made of an 
eclectic fantasy blend of architecture. Kind of a gleaming-
modern-steampunk-vibe.

The street transportation consists of horse-drawn everything. 
From taxis to buses to private coaches. Sturdy animals 
pulling futuristic metal vehicles. All gleaming and colorful.

The odd trio of Svetlana, L-132, and John, escorted by Rachel 
and Pat, are approaching the park.

EXT. FICTION LAND CITY - ARRIVALS PARK - CONTINUOUS

They come to an ornate stone arch that reads: ARRIVALS PARK 

SVETLANA
Hey! I know this place. I woke up 
here. Alone. I never wake up alone.

John scans the area as they all go deeper into the park.

RACHEL
You know it too, right John?

He alters his course around two burly men carrying a shiny 
white bench. John turns to look at the city buildings.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
It’s not New York.

SVETLANA
No. This is Prague. I was at a sex 
party, so many drugs. And a slip-n-
slide!

Svetlana saunters up to John, running a finger along his 
chest.

SVETLANA (CONT’D)
Hey, maybe you and I can find a 
place to slip-n-slide.
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She looks up at him with her dazzling eyes.

JOHN
Nah, this is the Upper West Side, 
somewhere. I’ve gotta save Wendy.

Svetlana looks miffed with surprise mixed in.

L-132
And I need to find my ship, so I 
can get away from this dick who got 
my Ion-Blaster confiscated.

L-132 stands with one hand, flipping the bird at John. 

L-132 (CONT’D)
And this goes to whoever threw 
coffee at me. My helmet’s all 
sticky inside.

L sweeps the group with a drive-by middle finger.

SVETLANA
If anybody cares, I was just turned 
down. Me. By this same dick.

In a huff, she folds her arms, pushing up her ample breasts.

SVETLANA (CONT’D)
That has NEVER happened. And I love 
being sticky inside!

Behind Svetlana, a Circus Clown wakes up on a bench, dazed 
and cradling his Weiner dog balloon animal. 

The clown sits up, nervously puts a gloved hand to his brow, 
and dramatically scans the park.

SVETLANA (CONT’D)
What the actual fuck?

Then he heaves an exaggerated sigh and staggers off in giant 
clown shoes.

SVETLANA (CONT’D)
Oh, I draw the line at Circus 
Freaks. Ok, not really, but I’m 
done here.

Svetlana spots an attractive guy walking past the park.

SVETLANA (CONT’D)
There’s a hotel bar somewhere with 
my name on it, and I bet that 
handsome gentleman in the red ascot 
will help me find it.
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She storms off. High heels clicking on the sidewalk.

RACHEL
Svetlana, come back!

Svetlana raises a hand and gives a backward wave.

PAT
Don’t worry. She’ll be fine.

With a flick of her beautiful hair, she calls out.

SVETLANA
I am FINE! Ask that basketball 
team!

Rachel and Pat look defeated as they hear a fading shout.

SVETLANA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Wherever we are, even a fake 
Vancouver’s better!

Pat and Rachel perk up.

RACHEL
She just made the jump. 

Svetlana waves at the man in the ascot, who walks toward her.

L-132
Um, I woke up here... that first 
morning.

Rachel and Pat spin back to focus on L-132.

PAT
Keep going, L.

L-132
It’s definitely not planet Exocrag 
in the Andromeda system. So, uh, 
where am I?

PAT
Bingo!

JOHN
You’ve all lost it. I’ve got an 
hour and a half. I’m leaving. 

RACHEL
John, there is no van. Yesterday, 
when it was just you and me, you 
agreed. You started questioning.

JOHN
I only care about saving Wendy.
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L-132
Yo, maybe you should listen.

John looks down, shaking his head. 

JOHN
Lin-Lin shot me. I survived because 
she missed my heart. Then she-- 

John’s head pops up, hit by a memory.

JOHN (CONT’D)
She... wait. Mascaponi had a gun to 
my face... she used Lin-Lin as a 
distraction.

His face hardens with anger.

JOHN (CONT’D)
I pleaded with Mascaponi for 
Wendy’s sake. Then SHE shot me.

He focuses on Rachel.

JOHN (CONT’D)
And I survived... again. My shotgun 
beat her revolver. I’m here for a 
reason.

He starts walking.

JOHN (CONT’D)
To save Wendy.

People wake up on new benches almost as fast as they’re 
installed. One second, empty, the next, a guy in a dapper 
tuxedo awakens, sits up, checks his cuffs, and walks off.

RACHEL
John Fuse, there is no Wendy!

All around, characters of all sorts are being helped by 
staffers. John slows with a last look at Rachel. 

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Don’t make me do this!

He stops, slowly turns, fists clenched. Rachel rushes to him.

PAT
Rachel!

RACHEL
Ask me where we are, John. Ask me.

Rachel gets in his face.
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JOHN
I know where I am and what the hell 
is happening. I was shot in New 
York, and I woke up in New York. 
Where we are!

Rachel grabs his arm.

RACHEL
You and me, now. This is real John.

That seems to strike a nerve. 

RACHEL (CONT’D)
What part of New York are we in? 
What district? Exactly.

JOHN
Go to hell.

He steps closer, looming over her. 

L-132
We need to get in there.

PAT
Not yet. She just “LIT THE FUSE®.” 

L-132
Lame. “NOW HE’S FUCKING PISSED” 
would be a better catchphrase. 

John breathes hard — his signature icy stare returns.

RACHEL
Ask me, John.

L’s helmet spins to Pat.

L-132
Uh, ma’am?

PAT
Hold on, it’s coming.

JOHN
Let me go, Rachel.

RACHEL
Fuse! What’s your sister’s name? 

JOHN
Uh... Must have been drugged. 
Memory’s shot.

RACHEL
What’s your brother-in-law’s name? 
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JOHN
He’s... I --

RACHEL
Where does Wendy live?

JOHN
She lives... It’s on --

RACHEL
What’s her last name, John?

John looks scared. He opens his mouth to answer but stays 
silent. Finally, he says in a whisper...

JOHN
I don’t remember.

RACHEL
Do you think I’m stupid, John?

PAT
Shit.

L-132
I can’t look.

John seems confused.

JOHN
Uh...

RACHEL
Don’t remember? You. Don’t. Know!

His fear returns, along with anger.

Rachel throws down her notepad.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
You don’t know because your author 
didn’t know! Ask me, John.

He steps back, turns to walk away, and stops.

JOHN
I don’t have time for this!

RACHEL
Why did you keep having déjà vu?

JOHN
Go to hell! I need my van!

RACHEL 
There is no van!
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JOHN
There IS!

RACHEL
Is NOT! Your story was unraveling - 
the writer lost all sense of 
direction and desperately tried to 
salvage it with more awful ideas! 

He turns to leave, and Rachel runs around to face him. 

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Why did you keep changing 
locations? You told me it felt like 
you were in New York, then LA, then 
Chicago, back to LA.

L-132
Hey. That was happening to me.
Thought it was something I ate.

JOHN
I don’t know, Rachel. You tell me!

PAT
That’s good.

RACHEL
Your writer was losing the plot. 
Trying anything to find it. Like 
changing location or a sudden sex 
scene, maybe? Ringing any bells, 
John? Lin-Lin? On that warehouse 
desk? Before your crew showed up.

JOHN
She double-crossed me.

RACHEL
Ask me!

JOHN
Enough! 

John starts walking. Rachel slams both hands into his chest, 
he keeps walking, her feet sliding.

RACHEL
Ask me!

He stops and looks down at her. 

JOHN
I know where I am!
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RACHEL
You don’t! And your refusal to ask 
means your writer was a stubborn 
shit who wouldn’t give up until the 
very end, that’s why you’re so 
locked in, and... and he’s not!

She points back toward L.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
He’s probably only half-developed. 
You were at the end.

L-132 startles, his helmet tilts at that comment. Then slowly 
looks down.

L-132
(to himself)
Half developed?

John leans back and crosses his arms.

JOHN
End of what?

Rachel glares at him.

RACHEL
Wendy wasn’t at the end of her 
life. You were at the end of yours.

JOHN
I...

RACHEL
Ask me.

John looks at Rachel, then on to Pat, he sees L walking away 
shaking his head. 

JOHN
Where are we?

PAT
Boom. She’s the GOAT.

Rachel smiles gently, Pat walks up.

RACHEL
We’re all the same. We all woke up 
on these benches after our writers 
gave up on us... collateral damage 
from unfinished books.

She holds her hands out.
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RACHEL (CONT’D)
And we all desperately need a new 
home. That’s Fiction Land... 
Welcome to your new home.

John looks off, then back to Rachel.

JOHN
I may not know how I got here. But 
what I do know... is there’s no 
van.

Rachel smiles. Pat doesn’t.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Unless I find the docks.

He turns and strides away.

Rachel’s mouth drops. She plops down on a bench, dropping her 
head in her hands.

RACHEL
Kill me.

Pat goes over and puts her hand on Rachel’s shoulder. Then 
looks up.

PAT
Hey, where’s L?

Rachel looks up, then stands.

Pat and Rachel turn and look around. They’re alone.

RACHEL
Really? I lost a whole group?

Pat steps closer with a smile.

PAT
Oh, it’s ok. (sharp inhale) Jeez, 
I’m sorry, I just remembered I need 
to pick up the kids. 

Pat backs away, giving Rachel a little wave, then jogs off.

Rachel slumps and shakes her head. Then spots the Circus 
Clown with his balloon dog. Sitting off by a tree, sadly 
trying to light a cigarette.

Rachel stares, takes a deep breath, and goes over to help.
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EXT. CITY STREETS - DAY - CONTINUOUS

John leaves the park at a brisk pace. He looks up to see the 
sun; it’s high noon. He keeps heading west, his shadow 
dogging him.

People stroll by, some dressed for the office and others 
dressed straight out of their novel.

John leans on a wall, watching birds circling in the 
distance.

JOHN
(whispers)
Seagulls.

He pushes off and walks their way.

A guy up ahead, in pressed blue jeans, scuffed cowboy boots, 
and a pearl-snap western shirt, topped off with a Stetson 
cowboy hat, walks with a swagger.

John strolls through shoppers from all genres. 

He watches a stylish couple go by in muted colors and 
patterned jackets sporting fashionable neo-vintage eyewear.

He turns to see the cowboy further up, politely tipping his 
hat, greeting a woman running by in a tight jogging outfit. 

She bristles at his comment but doesn’t break stride. 

The cowboy grabs his crotch and waves her off with a scowl.

He catches John’s eye and sneers, nearly walking into a black 
man exiting a shop.

The cowboy faces off with the man and blocks him from getting 
around him. They exchange words. 

John walks faster.

The black man stands passively and kindly puts his hand on 
the tall cowboy’s shoulder. The cowboy harshly shoves it 
away. Then, he pulls back his arm, raising a fist.

John closes in, grabbing the cowboy’s arm, pulling him back, 
John ducks a reactionary swing and pops the cowboy with a 
throat jab, his hat flies off as he staggers back, choking.

BLACK MAN
Whoa! Too much. What was that?

John turns in surprise as the man puts up a hand.

JOHN
He was clearly about to--
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BLACK MAN
You don’t think I’ve dealt with 
this before? I don’t need a white 
savior.

JOHN
Seriously?! His fist was... I--

BLACK MAN
Whatever, caveman.

The cowboy, now down on one knee, coughs and gags loudly. The 
man extends his hand to help.

BLACK MAN (CONT’D)
Hey, you ok?

The cowboy bats it away.

COWBOY
Don’t touch me. Fuckin’ nigga.

JOHN
What the hell?!

BLACK MAN
He's a cowboy from the nineteenth 
century! What’s your excuse, Mr. 
Lumberjack?

The cowboy squeaks out a laugh and manages to yell as John 
walks away. 

COWBOY
Get back where ya came from ya 
sumbitch-faggot foreigner! 

John stops and turns slowly, his fists start to clench, but 
the sound of seagulls snaps him back.

He gives the cowboy-asshole a hard stare. Then walks on. 

Behind him, the guy snatches his hat from the kind black man.

EXT. THE HARBOR - DAY 

Workers pile out of a small, streamlined bus harnessed to 
four patient and beautiful horses.

A tastefully designed poster on the bus reads: “Questions 
cause stress. Don’t stress.” Over a scene of a happy family 
roasting marshmallows. 

The driver on a front platform flicks the reins, and the bus 
moves off, revealing John, standing in amazement.
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John walks toward a world filled with old sailing ships, 
wooden schooners with huge masts, men in boots and puffy-
sleeves. The sound of gulls and dock workers.

John steps off the curb and heads toward the wharf.

A few laughs are directed at him.

DOCKER WORKER
Been chopping down trees, have ya 
mate?

Guffaws follow.

Aboard THE FLYING FINCH, a fairly big, masted schooner moored 
to the bulkhead, Capt. JACK FINCH (40s) stands high above on 
a mast foothold, gripping a rope.

JACK
Oi, cut him some slack, boys. 
That's no way to welcome someone, 
is it?

With his free hand, he unleashes the rope, pushes off the 
mast, swings out and over the ship’s side, releases and 
deftly drops onto the gangplank, then walks toward John.

A cluster of seagulls starts squawking. Jack points at them.

JACK (CONT’D)
You lot leave my mother out of 
this. Now piss off!

The seagulls fly away as Jack gives a hearty laugh. He steps 
up and sees John distracted by his sword.

JACK (CONT’D)
The city lets us keep them, mate. 
Part of our culture. Dull as a 
piece of rope, this is.

A charming smile brightens his face.

JACK (CONT’D)
Jack Finch at your service.

They firmly shake hands.

JOHN
John Fuse.

Jack pulls him in closer.

JACK
What you after, John? Let old Jack 
sort you out. Bit of rum is it? 

(MORE)
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Or maybe a Brandy? The smooth and 
buxom kind?

He winks and let’s go.

JACK (CONT’D)
Maybe your gate swings the other 
way, mate? Whatever or whoever you 
fancy, no one knows this place like 
yours truly.

JOHN
Thanks, I’m good. Out looking 
for... uh... for...

Jack gives him a knowing smile.

JACK
What you’re truly looking for’s the 
edge of the city.

John sparks on that thought.

JACK (CONT’D)
Happens a lot. I'll tell you what, 
John, you come aboard and let me 
show you something.

John looks weary.

JACK (CONT’D)
Now, now, nothing unsavory. Like I 
said...

In a flash, Jack draws his sword, wrong-handed, and presents 
the weapon to John, hilt-first. Just as fast, John shifts 
position, gripping the sword above Jack’s hand.

Both notice each other’s skills. Jack releases the sword.

John holds it up, eyes the blade, and runs it along his palm. 

JACK (CONT’D)
Sharp is illegal. Half of 'em here 
don't know how to use one anyway. 
Most writers aren't sword experts.

JOHN
Dull as rope.

He gives it a nonchalant, spiraling flip and presents it, 
hilt-first, to Jack. 

A few shipmates elbow each other and nod. 

Jack smoothly re-sheathes the sword.

JACK (CONT’D)
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JACK
You’re confused, need a sense of 
boundaries, I get it, mate. C’mon, 
I’ve got something that’ll help.

JOHN
What?

JACK
A map.

INT. SHIP’S MAP ROOM - CONTINUOUS

John and Jack enter a room under the captain’s quarters, with 
a large window off the stern, many souvenirs, a table of 
charts, and a giant map of Fiction Land on the wall.

John scans the room, then slowly walks over to the map. Jack 
stands there with a sheepish grin.

John eyes Jack.

JOHN
Fiction Land is an island?

JACK
That it is, mate.

JOHN
And all this stuff, you’ve traveled 
to these places?

JACK
Actually, it was all here when I 
showed up.

JOHN
Are you an Ender, Jack?

A woman’s voice echoes down the hall.

BILLIE
Oi! Map room’s Captain’s only. 
Oh... Captain.

JACK
Billie.

BILLIE CHIRP (30s) a beautiful, energetic woman dressed like 
any other crewman, stands between them. 

BILLIE
I saw his lumberjack shirt and 
thought...
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JACK
John, meet Billie.

She abruptly steps over and fixes John with her brown eyes, 
her lovely face framed by thick black hair, and thrusts out 
her hand.

BILLIE
Billie Chirp.

John gives a slight hesitation, then shakes.

BILLIE (CONT’D)
It’s easier than Willomena 
Chirpendez, Duchess de Alcázar.

She steps back with a smile and an exaggerated curtsy with a 
tasteful royal flourish.

JACK
Uh...to answer your question, John. 
Yes, I am. Billie’s an Ender, too.

BILLIE
And you?

JOHN
Yeah.

John turns and studies the map. Billie studies John’s shirt.

BILLIE
A wilderness-mountain-man book?

JOHN
Hardly. My genre rep gave me this. 
The one I woke up in was bloody.

BILLIE
Who’s blood--

JACK
Now, Billie, give him space.

She turns a little red.

JACK (CONT’D)
Billie was thoroughly convinced she 
was in her plot when she got here.

BILLIE
The therapy helped, but yeah, wow. 
I was certain King James had taken 
me prisoner and drugged me to find 
out where I'd stashed the Spanish 
gold.
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JACK
She came looking for a ship.

JOHN
What happened?

JACK
Well, this one’s a headstrong- 
willful-adventure type--

BILLIE
I stole one. Found out quick, I had 
no clue how to sail it and promptly 
crashed into old Frenchie.

Jack and Billie laugh. John watches, amused. 

JACK
Frenchie was pissin’ mad. Funniest 
thing ever.

Jack wipes his eyes. Billie forces herself to stop.

JACK (CONT’D)
Once we'd gotten her calm, we took 
her back out.

JOHN
What did you find?

BILLIE
Nothing but ocean.

John indicates a place on the map.

JOHN
This is Fiction Land City?

Jack steps over.

JACK
Right, and here... is us.

BILLIE
Ok, captain, I’ll leave you to it. 
Got me rounds to make.

She nods at John, lingers a look at Jack, and then exits.

John still studies the map.

JOHN
She is--

JACK
Gorgeous, I know.
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JOHN
She also seems to have a --

JACK
Wicked crush on me. I know that 
too, mate. But I’m her captain.

John looks over. Jack stares off, leaning on a chair.

JACK (CONT’D)
It’s hard to stay honorable when 
she takes midnight swims under my 
window, wearing nothing but water.

Jack quickly heads to a cabinet. John, still at the map. 

JOHN
What’s up here?

JACK
Oh, that’s the North Shore.

JOHN
Ever been?

JACK
Officially? No. That’s a tale for 
another time, John.

Jack pulls out a bottle of rum and two glasses. He pours a 
snort in each. 

JACK (CONT’D)
You'll be okay, mate. Go to 
therapy, see it through.

Hands one to John. They raise their glasses.

JACK (CONT’D)
To Fiction Land, my friend.

LATER

John and Jack finish off their second bottle with the last 
two shots. Jack drunkenly stands and staggers, knocking over 
a chair.

JACK
You know, between some tribes in 
the world, fellow warriors... 

He starts pulling his puffy shirt over his head, swaying and 
getting tangled up in the thing.

JACK (CONT’D)
are known to... trade shirts.
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John’s up, nodding in agreement, fumbling with his buttons.

JOHN
Like blood brothers, where I’m
from. (belch) I think. Hell, I 
don’t know.

Laughing, John helps Jack by yanking his shirt the rest of 
the way off, and they make the trade. 

Jack misbuttons John’s shirt, he analyses the problem, then 
suddenly looks up, delighted.

JACK
Mate! I wear the same deodorant! 
Lavender, with--

John gets tangled up, head covered in the blouse-y pull-over, 
he shouts through the shirt.

JOHN/JACK
A touch of vanilla!

Both men explode in laughter. John bumps the table, shot 
glasses topple. Jack wipes away tears and freezes.

John stops laughing, standing with one arm above his head, 
caught in the shirt. A glass falls and breaks.

In the doorway stands Billie, much of the crew behind her; 
she points at both men.

BILLIE
This... whatever it is. No.

She turns and leaves. 

The two men hastily trade back, mumbling how dumb that was.

The crew tries to suppress it, but laughter erupts. 

More bottles are opened.

EXT. SHIP’S DECK - LATER

From the railing, Jack, Billie, and a group of crewmen 
chuckle and watch John sway as he exits the gangplank below.

He bumps into a large wooden light pole.

JACK
Watch out for that tree, mate!

The crew roars with laughter.
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John smiles back and gives a thumbs-up.

JACK (CONT’D)
Your cab’s straight ahead! That’s 
it! There you go!

More laughs and goodbyes. John leans out the horse-drawn cab 
window and gives them a hearty wave.

JACK (CONT’D)
We’ll meet again, my friend!

The cab trots off down the cobblestone street.

BILLIE
Time for a dip.

She pushes back from the rail, gives Jack a nudge as she 
makes her way through the crewmen and leaves.

JACK
(mumbles to himself)

Be strong, mate. Your heart belongs 
to another.

EXT. DARK ALLEY - NIGHT 

A small alley gets marked off by yellow crime tape as Fiction 
Land Police take evidence samples. 

A handful of onlookers gape at something on the ground. Among 
them stands a Viking with long blonde hair under his horned 
helmet, dressed in casual workout clothes with a gym bag. A 
policeman consoles him. 

Down the line, an older man in full-feather headdress, face 
paint, and a pinstriped suit talks with two other police 
officers. The chief gesturing as if to say, ‘It wasn’t me.’

Standing inside the tape, Detective SAM SHOVEL (50s) dressed 
in a plum-colored trench coat and matching fedora, talks on a 
blinking, metal ear device.

SHOVEL
Yeah, he did a number on this one.

The dark, chilly scene gets lit by random flashes of snapped 
photos. Through all the movement are glimpses of a murdered 
cowboy.

On his back, legs crossed in pressed jeans, scuffed boots, 
hands clasped behind his head - like he decided to nap in the 
garbage.
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A policeman’s shadow moves away from the victim’s upper body. 
Flashlight beams land on the ghastly face.

SHOVEL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Carved two X’s from cheeks to 
eyebrows, right through each 
eyeball. Like a dead cartoon.

As another investigator steps away, more light lands on the 
cowboy’s bloody body. One pearl snap pocket was unsnapped.

His shirt, vest, and chest have been cut to ribbons. Steam 
rises from the gaping wounds.

SHOVEL (O.S.) (CONT’D)
His tongue was in a shirt pocket, 
ma’am. 

Shovel delicately holds the bagged tongue and gives it a 
sniff and winces.

SHOVEL (CONT’D)
Uh, multiple stab wounds are the 
cause of death. Can’t even tell you 
what color his shirt was.

Sam tosses the Stetson hat back onto the man’s face, 
completing the gruesome staged tableau.

SHOVEL (CONT’D)
I just hope this poor sap was dead 
before the maniac got to his face.

He steps under the tape, away from the chatter and mayhem.

SHOVEL (CONT’D)
Yes, ma’am. We have motive.

INT. FICTION LAND POLICE STATION - SAME

Chief Detective NANCY WAINWRIGHT (60s) stands looking out her 
office bay window, silhouetted by the city lights. She has a 
British accent.

WAINWRIGHT
Looks like we finally have our 
troublemaker.

She taps her ear device, removes it, and replaces her large 
earring. It dangles under her short silver hair.

Leaning back against her desk, Wainwright watches the city 
she commands.
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I/E. GENRE HOUSING - MORNING

Along a hallway are discarded clothes from the night before.  
A checkered flannel shirt, two shoes, and a sock. A pant leg 
sticks out from under door #428. 

Muffled steps, then the pant leg disappears inside.

John opens the door wearing only the pants, hair mussed and 
eyes heavy. He yawns and stretches. His upper body has old 
scars, an absence of fat with an abundance of muscle. 
Chiseled and impressive. 

He steps into the hallway to pick up his clothes.

Twenty minutes later, John stands in the morning sun, dressed 
and ready for a big-ass walk, rubbing his temples. 

JOHN
(to himself)
Ok, let’s see what walking does for 
a real-life hangover.

Squinting, he heads off.

EXT. CITY STREETS - CONTINUOUS

Parents with water bottles and diaper bags push strollers 
along a pleasant treelined street. John observes his fellow 
early risers all up and at’em.

Some guys come out of a wooded area riding those antique, big-
wheeled bicycles in new mountain bike versions.

John sips a large coffee and watches them ride by as they 
talk loudly like cyclists do.

John wanders over to an empty white bench. All Fiction Land 
benches are the same. Everywhere.

People stroll by. John stares at the bench. He seems to 
struggle with a thought or maybe a memory. 

He finally takes a deep breath, relaxes, and walks off, 
tossing his cup in the trash.

JOHN (VO)
There is no van.

INT. GROUP THERAPY ROOM - DAY - AFTERNOON

Four people sit in session, three chairs arranged facing each 
other. All sit in awkward silence with uncomfortable 
expressions as John happily shares his feelings.
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JOHN
I gotta tell you, walking was as 
therapeutic as you promised.

Rachel squirms a bit, slightly shaking her head, but John 
continues.

JOHN (CONT’D)
My head cleared. I felt great. 
Until I had a little too much rum 
with my new pirate friends. It even 
cured my hangover this morning. 
Good things happen if you just get 
out and walk.

John leans back, pleased with his contribution. A moment 
later, he turns to the fourth group member in a wheelchair.

ERNIE REEVES (20s) a paraplegic, pivots slightly to face 
John, who tenses.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Christ! I’m... so damn sorry.

ERNIE *
No, no, it’s ok. Really. 

John slumps.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Ernie, I’m an ass.

ERNIE
It’s fine. I agree with you, John. 
Walking is amazing.

Ernie looks at him warmly. John, still tense.

ERNIE (CONT’D)
In fact, that’s what I was doing 
when the truck hit me. 

JOHN
Oh, god.

The group returns to quiet, and then one can’t help but start 
laughing.

ALICE
How... awkward... was that?!

ALICE (16) a young goth teenager full of sarcastic anger, 
sits with her arms folded and her torn-stockinged legs 
crossed with her unlaced Doc Martens hanging off.

ALICE (CONT’D)
Self-absorb much? 
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RACHEL
If you want to comment, Alice, be 
nice.

She indicates Ernie with a swipe of her hand.

ALICE
He’s right here. In a wheelchair. 
You just went on and on about the 
birds and smells and feelings. Wow.

RACHEL
Alice.

Alice leans toward John, hands in her lap.

ALICE
Tell him the rest, Ernie.

ERNIE
Uh, ok. I was in the soul-searcher-
adventure genre. Then I got creamed 
hitchhiking. 

John winces.

ERNIE (CONT’D)
A year later, I climbed 
Mt. Everest. As a paraplegic. 

John blinks in surprise.

ALICE
But your author quit on you, didn’t 
he? So, you don’t know if you 
reached the top. Do you, Ernie?

Ernie gives her a wry smile and shakes his head.

ALICE (CONT’D)
Ernie gets run over by a semi, 
climbs Mt. Everest - without legs -  
then his author bails. Let’s be 
real, you didn’t summit that 
mountain.

RACHEL
Alice!

ALICE
I’m just being honest. And Mr. Hot-
Tough guy here is all jolly ‘cause 
he no longer has to find his van.

John tries not to smile.
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RACHEL
Do you have a point?

JOHN
She does. That I’m really not an 
ass, but more of a shit.

He eyes Alice as she’s about to say something.

JOHN (CONT’D)
Wait. No, I’m a shit-ass.

ALICE
Ha! Exactly!

RACHEL
Language, John, and don’t humor 
her.

ALICE
Yeah, John.

A chuckle sneaks out of John.

RACHEL
Your story is so encouraging, 
Ernie. Is physical therapy helping?

He shrugs good-naturedly.

ERNIE
Still a little shaky, but we’ll 
find out very soon.

RACHEL
Keep this in mind. Just because 
something permanent was written 
into you, that doesn’t mean it 
can’t change here and now.

John cocks his head, giving Alice an inquiring look. 

JOHN
What’re you, 16? A wise kid. Why’d 
your writer not finish your story?

ALICE
Sixteen and a half. Dunno, maybe 
she died. But good for you staying 
engaged and not daydreaming about 
Rachel's breasts or something.

RACHEL
Aaand, we’re back. Alice, you’re in 
a chatty mood, you go next.
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ALICE
Love to, but I can’t remember my 
story. Darn. Maybe next time.

RACHEL
You’ve been here the longest, and 
we’re still waiting to hear it.

ALICE
Just let John go next.

Rachel gives in.

RACHEL
John? Care to go a little deeper?

ALICE
Wait, I know, you’re a Wick-Reacher-
Bourne type that fights first, asks 
questions later.

Alice throws some goofy air punches, then freezes, locking 
eyes with John.

ALICE (CONT’D)
But mostly Bourne, ‘cause your 
memory’s sooo crappy.

Everyone’s quiet, John turns to Rachel.

JOHN
I’m gonna give her that one.

Rachel nods in agreement.

RACHEL
Gotta say, that was pretty good.

Ernie snorts a laugh, Alice tries not to smile.

ALICE
Aren’t you all cute.

John gives her a little grin, then his grin fades.

JOHN
This isn’t me. I’m faking it. 
Walking won’t fix my flaws. 

Alice looks like she’s not buying it.

ALICE
You’re not flawed. You’re dense.

Rachel looks sternly at Alice.
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ALICE (CONT’D)
You think you’re faking it when 
you’re actually making it. It shows 
you’re trying. More than I can say 
for me.

John smirks.

ALICE (CONT’D)
I think under that hard-boiled 
outside is a soft, chewy center.

That gets a laugh from the group.

Rachel leans toward John with a gentle expression.

RACHEL
Enders have the toughest journeys. 

John nods pleasantly, but darkness still remains.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Remember...

Pointing to a placard mounted on the wall, they all recite 
the words with monotone indifference.

GROUP
You’re more than how you’re 
written.

They start getting up.

RACHEL
OK, if anyone’s interested, let’s 
meet at seven at Diagonal Alley. 
It’s karaoke night. 

John’s the first one out.

EXT. FICTION LAND STREETS - LATER

John takes another walk. Relaxed, he nods at others, getting 
smiles in return. 

He spots a little coffee shop next to a playground, a perfect 
place for parents to grab a coffee and a pastry while their 
kids exhaust themselves.

He slows to take in the scene, then turns on another street. 

INT. FICTION LAND CITY BUS - EVENING

John steps onto a horse-drawn bus and finds a seat. 
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Posted around the clean and comfortable interior are small 
affirmations on how to live your best life, stress-free.

He turns and stares out the window, lets out a breath, and 
his hands relax. 

The buildings blend neo-modern and old 19th-century Brick 
facades with ornate, colorful entries and glass additions. 

Construction cranes dot the downtown skyline.

Road maintenance slows the horse-drawn bus.

John turns toward the front and looks up, surprised.

A VIDEO screen above the driver. 

According to the headline crawl, the news story involves the 
population boom.

John notices other passengers listening through high-style, 
metallic headphones.

He spots a tiny button on the seat back in front of him. When 
he pushes it, a compartment pops open.

John slides on the headphones and watches with curiosity.

The screen shows footage of staffers helping characters 
through Arrivals Park and a sequence featuring residential 
high-rise construction, developments in Western World, and 
Sci-Fi County.

JOHN
(out loud to himself)
Huh, mainly security footage.

Self-consciously, he pulls off his headphones and scans to 
see if anyone heard - no one noticed.

John spots a tiny camera in the front of the bus to the side 
of the screen, now showing a ribbon cutting.

A beautiful, streamlined train in pastel colors and gleaming 
chrome. Nancy Wainwright stands among the dignitaries. 

ALL STEAM POWERED, according to the headline.

JOHN (V.O.)
How? It’s an island. In an empty 
ocean.

As he goes to place his headphones back on, the distinctive 
CRACK of an apple bite gets John‘s attention. 
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JOHN (V.O.)
Food. Where does all the food come 
from?

He watches the man in a dove-grey business suit and flowing 
dreads enjoying his snack.

Through the window, John watches the landscape start to slow.

JOHN 
(whispering)
Maybe the North Shore is where the 
farms are.

The bus stops, and the screen reads: Please watch your step.

An automated voice makes an announcement. 

AUTOMATED VOICE
This stop, Placid Street, Center 
City, and Diagonal Alley.

The voice continues in other languages while the passengers 
replace their headphones and get up.

EXT. CITY STREETS - CONTINUOUS

John exits the bus, deep in thought. 

He walks down a city street and turns to enter a coffee shop, 
nearly colliding with Rachel as she leaves.

RACHEL
Oh my gosh! Hi! 

JOHN
Hey, hi, Rachel. 

They hesitate.

RACHEL
Um, come on, my treat.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - EVENING - CONTINUOUS

The pair wait for John’s order. 

RACHEL
I knocked on your door this 
morning.

JOHN
You came by? My quarters?
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He looks nervous.

RACHEL
But then you came to group, and I 
was so happy. But, ya know, didn’t 
want to be all gushy and weird.

He relaxes. The barista hands him his cup, and they leave.

EXT. CITY STREETS - CONTINUOUS

Rachel and John walk along, quietly sipping coffee.

RACHEL
I didn’t like how I behaved 
yesterday. In the park.

She stops, they look at each other.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
I came by to apologize. I should’ve 
allowed you to go over that last 
day again. 

JOHN
Don’t apologize.

RACHEL
But, John, as your rep, I could’ve--

JOHN
I said don’t.

He starts walking again.

RACHEL
Hey, I’m just--

She catches up.

JOHN
I found the docks.

RACHEL
Fine. You found the docks, you 
think I lied to you then? 

They stop. People move past.

JOHN
What? No. Look, I know I was in a 
book, not in reality. But I know 
our trauma was real. I even 
understand why you said there are 
no docks.
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He takes a breath.

JOHN (CONT’D)
You’ll be happy to also know, there 
really is no van... but I’m still 
me, Rachel. Broken. 

She gets close, looks into his eyes.

RACHEL
You can shake it, John. We’ll help.

JOHN
You saw how I handled L when he 
drew his ray gun on me.

RACHEL
That was the hard writing at work 
on both of you.

John drops his eyes, as they start walking again.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Hang in there, it’ll get easier.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREET - CONTINUOUS

They turn onto a quiet, tree-lined street.

JOHN
I know the real reason you gave me 
these clothes.

Rachel looks skeptical as she slows to a stop.

RACHEL
Ok.

The two are in front of a floral shop display window, full of 
dazzling, colorful flowers.

JOHN
So others would see me differently. 
Get me away from my past. 

Rachel gives a bashful nod.

RACHEL
Well... sounds like you have a 
smart therapist.

JOHN
I do, but she’s way too pushy 
sometimes.
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Rachel gives him a playful shove, then holds his arm as they 
walk.

RACHEL
Just be John tonight, the guy from 
Fiction Land City, not the guy from 
someone else's imagination.

EXT. CITY STREETS - CONTINUOUS

They turn onto a busy street.

Just ahead, Ernie rolls off the platform of a handicapped-
equipped bus. The platform soundlessly retracts, completing 
the streamlined body panel of the horse-drawn vehicle.

They greet him as John strides up and pushes Ernie along. 

They all walk and chat. Rachel moves closer to John.

ERNIE
Thanks again, John. 

JOHN
I owe you.

ERNIE
Nah. You are good at this, though. 
It looks easy, but there’s a skill 
to proper wheelchair-ing.

That gets a little smile out of John.

JOHN 
Thanks. I, uh.. had a lot of 
practice with my niece.

Ernie turns slightly.

ERNIE
Cool. I appreciate it. And sorry to 
hear that.

The sidewalk gets slightly steeper. John acts like pushing is 
really difficult and then bolts to a sprint. Ernie raises his 
arms, and they wait at the top for Rachel. 

She moves past, rolling her eyes with a smile.

Then John spots something across the street.

The Hansel & Gretel grandma with a tray of warm snickerdoodle 
cookies corners a family. 

Rachel stands close to John, looking on with an angry 
expression.

44.



The parents pull their children away, trying to escape. 

A horse-drawn panel van thunders up. Three “Catchers” leap 
from the AI Control Vehicle and snatch Grandma as she rages 
incoherently. 

Once inside, the vehicle shudders, a flash fills the tiny 
windows, and smoke leaks from the air vents. It gallops off.

Rachel breaks the silence, irritation in her voice.

RACHEL
An AI. Characters of lazy writers 
who prey on the work of others. 
Sad... but, weeds must be pulled.

They keep going and suddenly hear a slurred, tortured moan -  
someone’s karaoke-ing the finale to Sinatra’s “My Way”.

I/E. DIAGONAL ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Between two buildings sits a long, very happening bar. The 
three roll up and wait to be let in.

JOHN
Hey, what is so special about Kerry 
Okee? Who is she anyway?

Ernie swivels and looks up at John in disbelief. Rachel walks 
over and holds John’s face in her hands.

RACHEL
You are so adorable, and your 
writer was no fun. 

She steps back with a giggle.

They get waved in. John wheels in Ernie. They hold up near 
the tables. Waitresses fly by with huge trays of beer.

ERNIE
I’ll take it from here, John. 

Ernie offers a fist bump, and John complies.

As the place slowly fills and gets louder, Rachel and John 
wait at the bar for their drinks.

RACHEL
Let’s get comfortable. This may 
take a while.

They pull over stools, sit, and people watch.

JOHN
You gettin’ up there?
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Two women wrap up what sounds like Sonny and Cher.

RACHEL
Oh, gosh, no. You?

JOHN
My jam is Feelings since I’m so in 
touch with mine. But, too rusty.

He gives her a wink, and Rachel smiles with a little laugh. 
Their eyes meet.

RACHEL
Um... restroom. Save my seat.

A couple minutes later, a bartender delivers two beers. John 
picks up a bottle but stops, Rachel’s touching his arm.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
John.

He follows Rachel’s gaze toward the stage.

Ernie has wheeled himself up to the mic stand. The Emcee 
calms everyone, then claps in reverence toward Ernie.

EMCEE
Fresh out of his book, where he’s 
climbed Mount Everest!... Amazing, 
right?! Let’s give a warm Diagonal 
Alley welcome to Ernie Reeves!

Ernie locks his wheels, reaches up with both hands, grabs the 
mic stand, and pulls himself out of the chair, standing tall.

Much of the crowd claps. 

A few rude fanfic wizard characters hiss and jeer:

- “Get off the stage, gimp!” 

- “Faker!” 

Haters get drowned out by cheers as the intro to Green Day’s 
Boulevard of Broken Dreams blasts the speakers.

Ernie starts singing, slowly getting louder. The audience 
shares looks, dazzled by his surprising rockstar voice.

ERNIE
(singing)

... I walk this empty street - On 
the boulevard of broken dreams - 
Where the city sleeps - And I'm the 
only one and... 

The crowd joins in. People waving hands, heads bobbing.
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ERNIE (CONT’D)
I walk alone - I walk alone 
- I walka...

Ernie’s voice gets even stronger, wild cheers. He slides a 
hand up and pries the mic free from the stand. Legs quiver.

ERNIE (CONT’D)
My shadow's the only one that walks 
beside me - My shallow heart's the 
only thing that's beating - 
Sometimes I wish--

His legs fold, the stand and Ernie collapses backward with a 
CRASH. The crowd goes still except for some snickering. Music 
keeps blaring.

Ernie lies on his back, not moving. Then... 

One foot twitches in time to the music.

On the correct downbeat, Ernie let’s loose. The crowd erupts.

ERNIE (CONT’D)
... I'm walking down the line - 
That divides me somewhere in my 
mind - On the border line - Of the 
edge and where I walk AHHLONE!

He finishes from flat on his back. His arm punches the air 
with the mic in hand as the music ends.

The crowd goes wild, and the place shakes. 

The Emcee helps Ernie into his chair and dramatically bows to 
the young man.

Rachel beams at John.

RACHEL
There ya go. We’re more than how 
we’re written.

She looks at him warmly. 

He holds his beer up in Ernie’s direction. Then spots 
something. Rachel turns to see.

RACHEL (CONT’D)
Is that Alice? John, where are you 
going?

Alice and an older, well-dressed man in a red ascot are 
blowing out flaming cocktails with great fanfare.

JOHN
Hey, aren’t you a secret agent?
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JAMES BONDER (50s), looks up with a forced smile.

BONDER
Bonder, James Bonder. No 
autographs.

JOHN
Seriously?

Her drink finally goes out and she looks up, surprised.

ALICE
John!

JOHN
Alice.

BONDER
Oh, you know each other? Bye, John.

Rachel steps up beside John.

RACHEL
Alice.

ALICE
Rachel! Hi.

JOHN
She’s sixteen and a half.

ALICE
John, I thought we were friends. 

JOHN
We are.

RACHEL
For God’s sake, Bonder, she’s 
underage.

BONDER
What?! Looks like she put one over 
on me. We will vacate forthwith.

ALICE
No, I’m thirsty.

BONDER
There ya go, out of my hands — her 
decision.

RACHEL
I’m her Genre Rep... Alice, I’m 
taking you home.
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ALICE
What?! No!

BONDER
I think not. Is it Rachel, you’re 
going by now?

Rachel glares at the man, fuming.

John smiles at Alice, who turns away, still upset.

JOHN
Hey, how amazing was Ernie? I mean, 
he crushed it out there, right?

Even through her goth make-up, she brightens.

ALICE
Totally! Who knew?! I mean, ya 
know, if you’re into the whole 
embarrassing bravery thing.

John looks amused with the teen, trying to be smooth.

JOHN
Come sit with us, Alice.

BONDER
Pfft, What? With that singing 
cripple? Let’s go.

A couple of homely wizards laugh at the insult and step over.

RACHEL
You shit!

BONDER
He said it!

Pointing at John.

ALICE
He did not, you creep!

Bouncers look over.

JOHN
What the hell’s your --

BONDER
And... HE BOUGHT HER LIQUOR!

Three bouncers come in fast to toss John out.

Near the stage, a loud wizard starts up.
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LOUD WIZARD
This is our alley, get all these 
singing wankers outta here!

Then he begins a chant.

LOUD WIZARD (CONT’D)
NO MORE WANKERS! NO MORE WANKERS!

More obnoxious wizards join the chant, drowning out a muscle-
bound fairy in a leather vest and nipple rings, singing 
Adele.

Two wizards jump on stage and start kicking over speakers. 
BOOS erupt, feedback fills the bar as the speakers die.

A table of the remaining biker gang fairies gets up, looking 
pissed off.

Bonder stands and looks down at Alice with a wink.

BONDER
Perfect, let’s go put that youthful 
energy of yours to good use.

Alice stands, grabs her drink, and looks him in the eye.

ALICE
Pick on someone your own age, 
bitch.

She throws it at his face, Bonder dodges it and the Flaming  
Red Pepper Sunset cocktail hits a wizard’s face, who yells 
and blindly lunges at Alice.

Rachel charges in, shoving the wizard, who stumbles over his 
robes, falling into Bonder, who deflects him onto a table, 
smashing it to bits.

BONDER
See! They’re attacking us!

The biggest of three bouncers throws John face down on a 
table, twisting his arm up his back.

JOHN
Please... Please. Don’t do this.

A pudgy wizard calls to his buddies.

PUDGY WIZARD
Lumber Jack-off said, please! He’s 
beggin’ he is!

They all laugh.
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The half-blinded wizard knocks Rachel to the floor and pins 
her. She fights back. He holds her by the throat, readying a 
mean slap.

John sees it coming, twists fast, leading with his free fist, 
and smashes the big bouncer’s jaw. One down. 

Two more are met with a flurry of kicks and hits. One lands 
on a table, and the other staggers back, holding his throat.

In mid-swing, staring dumbfounded at John’s skills, the 
wizard gets kneed hard by Rachel. He howls, clutching his 
crotch. 

More bouncers, led by James Bonder, close in.

Alice helps Rachel, ushering her away.

Bonder swats an empty pint glass off a table, perfectly aimed 
at John’s head. A direct hit opening a gash.

John wipes blood from his eye as a bouncer smashes him with a 
chair. His knees buckle, John drops. 

Bouncers and Wizards hurry in, punching and kicking. He curls 
up, taking the abuse.

Sam Shovel stands in the shadows, his ear device blinking.

WAINWRIGHT (V.O.)
Oh tut-tut, Sam. No rush. We’ll nab 
him when he’s off licking his 
wounds. Enjoy the show.

He clicks off, drains his glass then throws it on the floor.

John’s arm whips out, grabbing the hair of a wizard bending 
to land a punch. His head gets yanked into the path of a 
kick. The knocked-out body flops down.

John instantly gets to his feet, grabs a handful of another 
wizard’s robe, pulls him forward into a head butt.

Four big bouncers come at him. One sends a roundhouse kick, 
exposing his crotch; John drops to a knee, nut-punches the 
guy, who falls back, knocking into the others.

A fist comes fast. John snatches the wrist in both hands, 
yanks down, and with a twist, SNAPS the elbow.

Attackers hesitate as John stands.

Then, two truly Flaming Red Pepper Sunsets come flying. The 
drinks smash on his raised arm, igniting his sleeve.
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A wizard jumps at John. He smashes the guy with a flaming 
uppercut, knocking him out cold.

John takes a casual step toward a table, picks up a pitcher, 
and slowly pours water down his sleeve, dousing the fire.

The Bonds, Bouncers, and Wizards watch quietly - on edge.

John locks eyes with Bonder in his red ascot, looking mean. 

The lethal, graphic novel, ex-special ops, outlaw assassin 
casually leans down, moves a coaster, and gently sets the 
empty pitcher on it. Then he cracks his knuckles slowly.

PUDGY WIZARD
Oi, he’s a walkin’ cliche, this 
guy!

The surrounding crowd of other good Wizards, Fairies, Genre 
Reps, and everyone - all silent, all stare at John. Waiting.

A CLICK as Bonder brandishes a hidden switchblade. More Bonds 
move in behind him, antsy. Others surge in from all sides.

John slowly steps back and closes his eyes... they pop open.

JOHN
(whispering)

I’m done being polite.

They all rush him at once.
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