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COLD OPEN

INT. HOUSE, HALLWAY/BEDROOM - NIGHT

A frightened MIDDLE-AGED MAN sprints full speed down the 
hallway. He slides as he quickly turns into a bedroom 
doorway.

BLACK HIGH-HEELED BOOTS walk calmly down the hallway. 

BEDROOM

The man slams the door closed behind him. The room is almost 
empty except for fast food trash and a bare mattress which he 
pushes against the door. 

HALLWAY

A woman’s hand turns the knob and pushes. The door doesn’t 
budge at first. One of the black boots suddenly slams against 
the door, kicking it open.

BEDROOM

The boots walk in slowly. A pistol at the ready scans the 
room. 

The hand slowly opens the closet door to find the man 
crouched in the corner. He raises his hands, crying, 
pleading.

MIDDLE AGED MAN
Please. You don’t have to do this. 
I won’t say anything. I--

WOMAN IN BLACK BOOTS (O.S.)
I’m sorry.

A bullet pierces his skull. He slumps back against the wall, 
limp - dead.

INT. BASEMENT STUDIO - NIGHT

Red paint splatters onto a white wall. COLLEEN(20s), a 
tattooed Bohemian-type steps back from the wall. 



She dips her splatter brush in a bucket of red paint. Then 
splatters again.

Behind her, a door opens. The same BOOTS step through the 
door and slowly walk in, stopping behind Colleen.

COLLEEN
I’ve gone drunk Pollack again and 
it’s all your fault.

Colleen laughs as the boots walks back out of the room. 
Colleen turns just as the boots disappear through the 
doorway.

COLLEEN (CONT’D)
That was a joke. Kind of.

Colleen dips and splatters again. 

Red paint slowly runs down the wall.

END OF COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, LANES - DAY

“1995”

A bowling ball creeps slowly toward the pins. 

Behind it, at the end of Lane 13, YOUNG DANA (6) stands 
watching, fingers crossed, extremely hopeful.

MAX (late 40s, distinguished) walks to Dana and puts his arm 
around her.

MAX
You have to stomp your foot and 
chant!

He stomps his foot. Dana stomps too.

MAX (CONT’D)
Go ball go!

YOUNG DANA
Go ball go!

The ball does go, with just barely enough force to knock down 
the right of center pin, which slowly falls and knocks down 
the adjacent pins until all ten pins fall.

The screen above the lane flashes a big “X”. 

Dana jumps for joy. Max holds up his hand for a high five. 
She has to jump to high five him, which she easily and 
excitedly does.

MAX
That’s how it’s done baby girl. You 
know why you got a strike?

YOUNG DANA
Cuz I rolled it straight for pin 
number three like you told me.

MAX
Maybe a little. But you got the 
strike because we both believed you 
would. We believed it. We made it 
happen.

He lovingly taps her nose with his finger.
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MAX (CONT’D)
You can do anything you want to do, 
Dana.

DANA
I want to punish whoever killed my 
parents.

MAX
(physically shaken)

I know.

DANA
It’s not fair.

MAX
No, it’s not...

The beat of awkward silence is broken when ball return spits 
out Dana’s bowling ball.

Dana grabs her ball and bowls again.

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, LANES - DAY

“Present Day”

A bowling ball rolls toward the pins, much faster now than 
before.

DANA (Late 20s) wears a uniform polo identifying her as 
manager that doesn’t match the look of her dark eye make-up, 
paint stained hands and black combat boots.

She stands at the end of Lane 13, watches and stomps her 
foot.  Behind her TWO EMPLOYEES, DAVID (20s) and ANNIE (20s) 
wipe down tables and chairs.

DANA
Go ball go!

The ball hits the 3 pin - Strike! The same old light and “X” 
flash above the lane.

Dana celebrates with a small power fist.

DAVID
Nice.

Dana waits for her ball. The ball return system spits up the 
ball. Dana grabs it and then quickly pulls her hand away. She 
looks at her hand - it’s covered in BLOOD.
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David rushes to her. He wraps the towel around her hand.

DAVID (CONT’D)
Did you cut yourself?

DANA
It’s not my blood.

She looks around the bowling alley.

DANA (CONT’D)
Max?

She runs down the lane. On the sub-floor beneath the pin 
setter, she finds MAX lying on the ground in a pool of blood.

DANA (CONT’D)
Max!

DAVID and ANNIE run to the lane and look down at Dana as she 
disappears below the lane.

INT. PIN SETTER/BACK ROOM - DAY

Dana stands over Max’s body, looking down at him.

FLASHBACK 1995

INT. SMALL APARTMENT - NIGHT

Young Dana (6) looks down at a man, her FATHER (30s), lying 
in a pool of blood. Tears stream down her cheek. A hand 
reaches out to her from behind.

BACK TO PRESENT

INT. PIN SETTER/BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Dana presses her hand to Max’s neck, feeling for a pulse.

DANA
Max!

She cries out loudly.

BOWLING ALLEY, LANE 13

David and Annie stare down at Dana and Max.

5.



DAVID
Is he?

PIN SETTER/BACK ROOM

Dana looks up at her employees and nods to David.

DANA
No pulse.

ANNIE
I’ll call 911.

She rushes away. David climbs down to Dana. He covers his 
mouth, in shock at the sight of Max. Dana stands and moves to 
David who puts his arms around her.

DANA
God, I wonder how long he’s been 
laying here like this...

David let’s go of Dana and steps closer to Max’s body.

Dana suddenly gasps in a panic.

DANA (CONT’D)
I feel like I can’t breathe.

David quickly turns back to her and walks her toward the 
exit.

DAVID
Come on. Let’s get you some air.

EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - DAY

An AMBULANCE and several POLICE CARS are parked in the lot 
near the entrance. 

POLICE OFFICERS walk in and out the front door.

David and Annie stand with a group of Police Officers 
answering questions.

Dana stands next to TERRY, a young uniformed police officer. 
Terry puts a blanket over her shoulders as she shivers.

TERRY
Is there anyone else we should 
call?
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Dana shakes her head. The Ambulance drives away - lights and 
sirens off.

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, ARCADE AREA - DAY

Dana sits on a table and stares blankly at the flashing 
lights of the various arcade games.

Behind her, POLICE TAPE is stretched across Lane 13.

Terry walks over and sits on the table next to her.

TERRY
You sure you don’t have any family? 
No one who could be with you now?

Dana shrugs.

DANA
...Uncle Marty

FLASHBACK 1995

I/E. SPORTS CAR - NIGHT

MARTY, a middle-aged man, holds an old 90’s model cell phone 
to his ear as he drives.

MARTY
What do you mean there’s a kid?

Frustrated, Marty switches the phone to his other ear.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Jesus, Max, just do the kid and get 
the fuck outta there!

BACK TO PRESENT

I/E. EXPENSIVE CAR - DAY

MARTY, a little older and grayer, speaks into his Bluetooth.

MARTY
Jesus, Dana, are you okay?

(beat)
I’ll be there in a second. I’m on 
my way now.
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EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - LATER

Dana sits on the curb, smoking a cigarette. She wipes a tear 
from her eye before looking back at Marty and Terry who stand 
a few feet behind her, talking.

Marty walks to Dana and stands over her.

MARTY
You think we should start going 
through his phone? Letting friends 
and family know?

DANA
Friends and family? You and I both 
know we’re looking at ‘em.

Marty chuckles.

MARTY
Pretty much, huh?

Dana takes a drag off her cigarette as Marty struggles to 
find an alternate approach.

MARTY (CONT’D)
I think he had a sister that lives 
in Brooklyn and a couple old 
girlfriends. I’ll take care of it, 
so you don’t have to worry...

DANA
There’s no one to contact, Marty. 
And even if there was, his phone’s 
missing.

MARTY
What do you mean, his phone is 
missing?

DANA
Cops couldn’t find it anywhere.

Marty looks at her. He paces nervously.

FLASHBACK 1995

8.



EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY, PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Marty paces nervously. Max leans against the building, 
smoking a cigarette.

MARTY
Have you lost your fucking mind?

Marty gestures to a car in the parking lot.

MAX’S OLD CAR

Young Dana sits in the passenger seat. She watches Marty and 
Max argue.

PARKING LOT

Max drops his cigarette and steps on it.

MAX
Look, the decision’s already been 
made. I’m not asking for your 
permission. 

MARTY
You’re fucking insane.

MAX
Can you get me the paperwork or 
not?

MARTY
Sure, yeah. I can get it. Jesus, 
you’re not a fucking pedophile, are 
you?

MAX’S OLD CAR

Young Dana watches as Max grabs Marty by his shirt and pins 
him against the wall.

She stares at them as they exchange a few more heated words. 

Marty then walks to his car and Max walks toward her. He 
smiles at her. She smiles back.

BACK TO PRESENT
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INT/EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY, PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Terry walks Dana to her car, the only car in the lot except 
for one police cruiser back at the entrance.

He opens her door for her.

TERRY
You okay to drive home?

DANA
Yeah.

TERRY
Be safe. And call me if you think 
of anything. Or if you need 
anything at all. 

Terry holds out his card. She takes it and then climbs into 
her car.

INT/EXT. DANA’S CAR

Dana sits in the driver’s seat. She watches as Terry walks to 
his cruiser. 

She reaches down to her boot and pulls out an old flip phone. 

INT. DANA’S LOFT - NIGHT

The loft style apartment is filled with clutter - art 
supplies, canvases, incomplete paintings.

Dana walks in the front door and throws her keys onto the 
counter. 

She looks at an incomplete painting of Max, a surrealistic 
half face, staring back at her.

She plops down on the sofa and takes Max’s phone out of her 
pocket. She opens it and the screen lights up with a picture 
of an OLD MAN. 

A second text below the image reads “Confirm receipt.” 

She swipes up to the photo of the OLD MAN. Above the photo is 
a name and address.

She looks back at the painting, thinks a beat and then jumps 
up, grabs her keys and leaves.
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EXT. ALLEY BEHIND CONDOMINIUMS - NIGHT

The OLD MAN from the photo stands on a second floor balcony, 
smoking a cigarette.

I/E. DANA’S CAR/ALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Dana sits in her car, which is parked just below the Old 
Man’s balcony. Dana watches the man.

The old man leans against the balcony railing and flicks his 
cigarette down into the alley. 

Dana watches as the lit cigarette butt falls just in front of 
her car.

She hears a pop sound and looks up just in time to see the 
old man, with a gunshot wound to the head, topple over the 
balcony railing. 

She watches in shock for half a second before realizing the 
body is falling toward her.

She slams the car in reverse and backs just as the body hits 
her front bumper and then falls to the ground.

DANA
Shit!

Dana reverses, turns, pulls forward and brakes repeatedly to 
avoid running over the body. As soon as she realizes she’s 
clear of the body, she speeds out of the alley.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

Dana’s car speeds up the street, swerving and nearly missing 
other cars. It turns a corner, a hard right onto a side 
street.

I/E. DANA’S CAR/STREET - NIGHT

Dana pulls over on the side of the road. She calmly parks the 
car and turns off the ignition. 

As soon as she turns the engine off, the calm fades. She 
hyperventilates, tears streaming at the same time. 
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DANA
What the fuck am I doing? I can’t 
do this? 

She quickly gets out of the car.

EXT. SIDE STREET - NIGHT

Dana slams her car door, then kicks it. She walks around to 
the front of her car. Blood is smeared on her freshly dented 
bumper. She stares at the blood. Then in a panic, she wipes 
the blood with her hands. 

She looks at the blood on her hands and quickly wipes it on 
her jeans, then looks at her jeans.

DANA
Dammit! Fucking brilliant, bitch.

She sits on the curb, lights another cigarette in a panic and 
looks around. 

It’s a quiet, empty street.

Holding her cigarette in her mouth, she stands and takes off 
her jeans. She ties her hoodie like a skirt around her waist.

She sits back on the curb, takes a drag off her cigarette and 
burns the bloody spots on her jeans with her cigarette 
lighter.

Dana watches the denim sizzle.

DANA (CONT’D)
Who the fuck do you think you are, 
Dana?

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. ART CLASS/STUDIO - DAY

Dana applies small daubs of paint to Max’s eye on what must 
be the beginning of a portrait of Max.

Several art students stand in front of their canvases in the 
large studio. 

Dana feels Colleen’S eyes over her shoulder, but ignores her. 
Refusing to be ignored, Colleen puts her chin on Dana’s 
shoulder.

COLLEEN
You okay?

Dana tilts her head into Colleen’s so the two friends nuzzle 
ear to ear.

DANA
I think so.

COLLEEN
You don’t always have to be such a 
tough bitch, Dana.

DANA
Sometimes I’m a soft, sweet bitch.

Colleen smirks.

COLLEEN
You’re a fuckin orphan twice over, 
feel free to scream, cry and kick 
shit.

DANA
I’m a grown-ass-woman Colleen.

COLLEEN
Nah, technically adulthood doesn’t 
start until 32.

DANA
Oh, whew!

Dana paints Max’s lips - his friendly smile.
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INT. LAWYER'S OFFICE - DAY

Dana and Marty sits across the desk from a serious, all 
business LAWYER (40s).

LAWYER
Due to the absence of a will, his 
house on Ritter and the Three 
Strikes Bowling Alley will go to 
his next of kin.

Dana nods. Marty looks at Dana and then at the Lawyer.

MARTY
What next of kin?

LAWYER
(gesturing to Dana)

His daughter.

MARTY
She’s not his daughter, not 
legally. He never legally adopted 
her.

DANA
That’s bullshit. I’m his daughter.

MARTY
Not legally.

DANA
(crying)

Max was my dad from the age of six 
until the day he died.

MARTY
No one’s disputing that Dana, but 
legally...

LAWYER
From the year 1995 until Dana’s 
18th birthday in 2013, Max claimed 
Dana as a dependent on his tax 
returns. He opened a joint checking 
account with her. He co-signed her 
apartment lease. 

MARTY
And none of that means shit without 
adoption papers.
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LAWYER
If disputed...

MARTY
(to Dana)

That crazy sister in Jersey.

Dana wipes her tears, sits up straight and clears her throat.

DANA
She lived in Brooklyn yesterday.

MARTY
Whatever.

DANA
What do you want?

MARTY
The bowling alley. I currently own 
20%. Max owned the other eighty.

DANA
Sixty.

Marty looks at her curiously.

DANA (CONT’D)
He gave me twenty shares for my 
18th birthday. 

MARTY
Fine, sixty then. Max would want me 
to have the other sixty.

DANA
You think Max would want you to own 
more of the bowling alley than me? 
Did you even know my father?

MARTY
I knew him a hell of a lot better 
than you.

Dana turns to Marty and puts her hand on his arm. She forces 
him to make eye contact with her.

DANA
Uncle Marty, if you want the 
remaining 60% of the bowling alley? 
Then I want 100% of his other 
business.
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LAWYER
Max owned another business?

Marty and Dana ignore the Lawyer. Their eyes are locked on 
each other.

MARTY
You can have the house, sell it, 
whatever you want. We split the 
bowling alley fifty fifty.

DANA
And the other business?

LAWYER
What other business?

MARTY
That’s none of your concern, or 
yours.

Marty grabs his briefcase and stands.

MARTY (CONT’D)
We good with everything else? You 
can draw it up?

LAWYER
Yeah.

Marty walks out. As soon as the door closes behind him, the 
Lawyer stands and leans towards Dana.

LAWYER (CONT’D)
You need to find a will, Dana.

DANA
There wasn’t one.

LAWYER
You’re not listening to me. Find a 
will. Take complete ownership of 
the bowling alley, and leave Marty 
and that other business alone.

Dana stands to leave. She stops and turns back to the lawyer.

DANA
What do you know?

LAWYER
Just what I said. Leave it alone.

He holds out his hand. She shakes it.
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DANA
Thanks.

She walks out. The Lawyer sits down and sighs.

FLASHBACK 1995

EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - DAY

A younger looking version of the Lawyer shakes hands with 
Max.

LAWYER
It’s all yours. Congratulations!

As the Lawyer walks away, Max turns to Young Dana who stands 
in the parking lot looking up as a CONSTRUCTION CREW hangs 
the large “Three Strikes” sign above the front door of the 
bowling alley.

Max notices that Dana’s shoe is untied. He kneels down and 
ties it.

MAX
You know why I named this place 
three strikes?

Young Dana shakes her head.

MAX (CONT’D)
Cuz three strikes and you’re out. 
I’ve already got two, but I’m not 
gonna get a third.

He finishes tying her shoe and looks up at her. She smiles 
down at him.

MAX (CONT’D)
(points at her shoe)

We gotta teach you how to do this 
yourself.

Young Dana nods. Max stands up and takes her hand.

MAX (CONT’D)
But first, we got a business to 
run.

Holding hands, they look up at the sign again.

BACK TO PRESENT
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EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - DAY

Dana stands alone in the parking lot, looking up at the sign.

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, MAX’S OFFICE - DAY

Dana unlocks the office door and walks in. She looks around 
at Max’s things. On his desk is a framed picture of Max and 
Young Dana standing in front of the bowling alley.

She sits in his chair at his desk, picks up the picture, then 
quickly sets it down.

She opens his desk drawers and rummages through papers. A 
knock (O.S.) on the office door disturbs her. She closes the 
drawer.

DANA
Come in.

David opens the door and walks in.

DAVID
Hey boss. You doing okay?

DANA
Fan-fuckin-tastic...

DAVID
Yeah, sorry. I guess that’s a 
stupid question.

DANA
No, it’s-- I’m sorry... 

(Awkward beat)
You need something?

DAVID
Um, what do we do about lane 13? Do 
we open it?

DANA
I don’t know. No. I guess we should 
keep it closed for now.

DAVID
Maybe we should keep the whole 
place closed. You know, for a few 
days at least.

Dana shakes her head.
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INT. BOWLING ALLEY, LANES - DAY

A TEENAGE COUPLE stands at the end of lane 13. They take 
pictures of the police tape with their phones.

Dana walks up behind them.

DANA
This lane is closed.

TEENAGE BOY
We’re not here to bowl.

DANA
Then you need to leave.

TEENAGE GIRL
Is it true the owner was murdered?

DANA
Either pay for a lane or leave.

Dana walks away. David walks to the teenagers as Dana walks 
to the front door. She flips the “Open” sign to “Closed” and 
walks out.

INT. DANA’S LOFT - DAY

Dana paints black onto the unfinished side of her portrait of 
Max.

Footsteps (O.S.) at her door. She stops and turns toward the 
door just as a brown envelope is slid under it.

Dana drops her paintbrush and rushes to the door. She opens 
it and looks around - no one is there.

She closes the door, locks it and picks up the envelope. She 
opens the envelope and slips out a photo of her car in the 
alley with body of the old man in mid air. 

She pulls out a second photo - a close-up of Dana inside her 
car.

Her phone rings. She jumps, startled, then answers.

DANA
Hello.

TERRY (O.S.)
Hi Dana, it’s Officer Holdman, 
Terry.
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DANA
Yeah, what’s wrong? What’s...?

TERRY
Are you available to come into the 
station tomorrow morning?

DANA
Why?

TERRY
We just need you to answer a few 
more questions.

DANA
I think I told you everything 
already.

TERRY
Sometimes after the shock wears 
off, people remember more details. 
It’s just some routine questions.

DANA
Okay, yeah. I’ll come by in the 
morning before work.

TERRY
How ya holding up?

Silence.

TERRY (CONT’D)
Dana? You doing okay?

DANA
Yeah. I... I gotta go.

She hangs up. Max’s phone vibrates on the counter. Dana picks 
it up and opens it.

An image of a WOMAN appears on the screen.

Dana closes the phone and sets it down. It vibrates again and 
again. Three more texts.

Dana picks it up and opens the screen. The last text reads, 
“Confirm Receipt”

Dana throws the phone on the counter.

She plops back onto her sofa and takes deep breaths, trying 
not to hyperventilate.
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She looks at the painting.

DANA (CONT’D)
Why’d you take me in?

FLASHBACK 1995

INT. SMALL APARTMENT - NIGHT

Young Dana stands over a her father’s DEAD BODY lying on the 
ground in a pool of blood.

Max walks into the room and stands behind her. He watches 
her.

YOUNG DANA
(crying)

Daddy?

She sobs with no idea Max is standing behind her.

Max walks out of the apartment.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

Max steps out into the hallway. He leans back against the 
wall, takes deep breaths. He’s visibly shaken. He slams his 
head back against the wall.

BACK TO PRESENT

INT. POLICE STATION, OFFICE AREA - DAY

Dana sits across from Terry, who jots down notes on a 
notepad.

TERRY
Did your father have any enemies 
that you’re aware of?

DANA
No. Not that I knew.

Terry writes a note.

DANA (CONT’D)
But um, he wasn’t my father. I 
mean... he was. He was... 

(MORE)
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he was my dad, but not... I don’t 
know, not legally.

TERRY
He wasn’t your legal guardian?

DANA
He took me in when I was six.

TERRY
When was the last time you saw him?

DANA
Alive? Of course, alive.

TERRY
You okay?

DANA
Not really. Haven’t gotten much 
sleep.

TERRY
I’m sorry. We can do this another 
time.

DANA
No, um... The last time I saw him 
was the night before. We closed up 
the bowling alley together. I left 
around 3am, and he stayed behind to 
set the alarm and lock up.

TERRY
But the alarm was never set?

Dana shrugs. 

TERRY (CONT’D)
One of your employees, David, said 
that the building was unlocked and 
the alarm was off when he came in 
to open the next morning.

DANA
Yeah, I think he told me that. But 
Max’s car was there, so we thought 
maybe he had just gotten there 
early and was in the office or 
something.

TERRY
You didn’t look?

DANA (CONT’D)
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Dana shakes her head and smiles, almost laughing a little.

DANA
I have a tradition. Max and I both 
do, did. We have to bowl a strike 
before we can officially start work 
for the day.

TERRY
And that’s when you found him.

Dana’s smile fades.

DANA
Yeah, that’s when I found him.

Dana’s phone beeps. She takes it out of her pocket and opens 
the screen to find a text from Marty: “We need to meet.” Dana 
closes the screen.

TERRY
You need to take that?

DANA
No, it’s fine.

Dana puts the phone back in her pocket.

TERRY
Is there any other information, you 
think might be helpful?

Dana stares at him for an awkward beat of silence.

DANA
I, I don’t... nothing I can think 
of.

TERRY
What about your biological parents? 
Are they in the picture? How did 
they feel about Max taking you in?

DANA
I don’t remember much about them.

FLASHBACK 2001
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INT. MAX’S HOUSE, DANA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

DANA (AT TWELVE YEARS OLD), a skinny emo/goth tween, is face 
first in her closet tossing out stuffed animals, shoes, 
boxes, old yearbooks, etc...

Max opens the bedroom door and walks in. 

MAX
Dana? You okay?

Dana (12) spins around and looks at him. Her eyes are black 
from crying with make-up on.

DANA (12)
You’re supposed to knock.

MAX
I’m sorry. It sounded like maybe 
you were having a seizure or 
something. What are you doing?

DANA (12)
I can’t remember what they look 
like.

Max kneels down on the ground beside her.

MAX
Your parents?

DANA (12)
I had a picture of them. 

MAX
I don’t think so.

DANA (12)
It was the three of us together. I 
was wearing a pink dress with a 
little bow in my hair...

Max shrugs.

DANA (12) (CONT’D)
You don’t remember it?

MAX
I never saw a picture of your 
parents, Dana.

24.



DANA (12)
Yeah, I remember us looking at it 
together.

Max shakes his head.

DANA (12) (CONT’D)
I don’t have any pictures of them?

MAX
You came to me with nothing.

Dana thinks a minute. She stands up out of the mess she’s 
been sitting in, grabs her sketch pad and a pencil.

MAX (CONT’D)
What are you doing?

Dana climbs onto her bed and sketches.

DANA (12)
I’m gonna draw what I remember.

Max picks up the mess off the floor as she draws intensely.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. DANA’S APARTMENT BUILDING, HALLWAY - NIGHT

Dana and Colleen laugh and stumble as they walk drunkenly 
down the hallway. Dana puts her key in the door, but notices 
it is already unlocked and open. Colleen looks at her 
curiously then pushes the door open to find Marty sitting on 
the sofa.

COLLEEN
Who the fuck are you?

Dana steps inside behind Colleen and closes the door.

INT. DANA’S LOFT

Dana and Colleen stand in front of the door. 

DANA
Colleen, this is my creepy Uncle 
Marty. Uncle Marty, this is 
Colleen.

Marty stands up from the sofa, ignoring Colleen who holds out 
her hand, he walks toward Dana, too close for comfort.

MARTY
We need to talk.

COLLEEN
Is that my cue to leave or do you 
want me to stay?

DANA
Sorry, Uncle Marty is normally 
super sweet and charming.

COLLEEN
I can tell.

Colleen kisses Dana on the lips.

COLLEEN (CONT’D)
Call me if you need anything.

Colleen points at Marty, finger in his face as if a threat is 
to follow, but instead she stumbles back, says nothing and 
walks out.

Marty pushes the door closed behind her.

26.



MARTY
You lied to me.

DANA
Yeah, well you and Max have been 
lying to me my whole fucking life.

Dana opens the liquor cabinet and pours herself a drink.

DANA (CONT’D)
You want anything?

Marty walks to the counter.

MARTY
What do you know?

Dana pushes the envelope towards him on the bar.

DANA
Did you put this picture under my 
door?

MARTY
What picture?

DANA
What do you know?

MARTY
I asked you first.

DANA
I don’t know anything.

MARTY
You know something. The question is 
how much and for how long?

Dana shrugs and refills her glass.

MARTY (CONT’D)
You’re a smart girl. You know that 
bowling alley didn’t bring in 
nearly enough money to pay for this 
place, for your car, art school...

DANA
So you’re saying he did it for me?

MARTY
Did what?
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DANA
Fuck you, Marty. You have no 
business asking questions. You’re 
the one who has all the answers.

MARTY
Where’s the phone?

Dana shrugs.

MARTY (CONT’D)
You’re playing a game that’s gonna 
get you killed, little girl.

DANA
Since when do you give a shit, 
Uncle Marty?

MARTY
I loved Max and Max loved you. 
That’s always forced me to give a 
shit.

Marty grabs her glass and gulps down the last drop of liquor.

MARTY (CONT’D)
You don’t want to give me the 
phone, fine. But get rid of it. 
Bury it, dump it in the river.

He sets the glass down on the counter and walks out.

Dana closes and locks the door behind him. She takes a deep 
breath, then slides down the door. She sits on the floor and 
cries.

FLASHBACK 2001

EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - DAY

Marty and Max stand in the parking lot. Max watches the 
passing traffic.

MARTY
When are you gonna admit you made a 
mistake?

Max ignores him.
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MARTY (CONT’D)
You’re barely keeping your head 
above water with this place.

MAX
I’m done.

MARTY
Look I know the situation with Dana 
freaked you out...

Max grabs Marty by the shirt collar.

MAX
Freaked me out? You asked me to 
kill a kid!

MARTY
I panicked. I didn’t know what else 
to do. She wasn’t supposed to be 
there.

A school bus approaches.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Look, let me help you out here. You 
don’t have to work for us again, 
just let us funnel a little money 
through this dump. Mutually 
beneficial.

MAX
I’ll think about it.

The bus pulls into the parking lot. The door opens. DANA 
(12), dressed like a dark evil Punky Brewster, steps off the 
bus.

MARTY
Holy shit, is that her? She’s grown 
a lot.

MAX
Kids do that, when they’re not 
dead.

MARTY
She actually kind of looks like a 
damn corpse... spawn of satan--

MAX
Shut the fuck up. She’s an artist. 
She expressing herself.

29.



Max walks to her and hugs her.

MAX (CONT’D)
How was the first day of school?

DANA (12)
I don’t have anyone cool in any of 
my classes excpet advanced art.

Max rests a hand on her shoulder as they walk toward the 
front door. Marty follows.

MARTY
Hey Dana.

She stares at him.

DANA (12)
Hey. 

(to Max)
Who’s that?

MARTY
I’m your Uncle Marty.

He holds out his hand. Dana looks at it, then awkwardly 
shakes hands.

MAX
Yeah, Uncle Marty is going to be 
our new partner in the bowling 
alley.

DANA (12)
Can you even bowl? Ten bucks says I 
can get a strike before you.

MARTY
Yeah, I don’t think so kid. I know 
a shark when I see one.

Dana walks inside. Marty stops Max at the door.

MARTY (CONT’D)
New partner?

MAX
You win. I’ll take your money.

BACK TO PRESENT
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EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - DAY

Dana parks her car in the lot. Marty stands by the front 
door, waiting.

Dana gets out and slams her car door.

MARTY
Hey partner.

Dana ignores him as she walks to the front door and unlocks 
it.

MARTY (CONT’D)
When do I get my keys?

DANA
No one likes a smug asshole, Marty.

She walks in, letting the door close behind her, in his face. 
Marty laughs it off and opens the door.

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, ARCADE AREA - DAY

Dana plugs in the arcade games. Marty stands over her.

MARTY
I’m serious. We’re fifty/fifty 
partners here. I expect a set of 
keys.

DANA
So you can rob the place?

MARTY
Yeah, like I’m gonna steal from 
myself. The only profit this dump 
has made in the last ten years, has 
come from me.

DANA
Are you the one that sends the 
messages?

MARTY
What are you talking about? Do I 
look like a secretary to you?

DANA
How well does it pay?
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MARTY
Well enough.

Dana walks to the cash register/show station. She turns on 
all the neon lights.

Marty follows her.

Ignoring him, Dana slams the register closed and walks toward 
the lanes.

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, LANE 13 - DAY

Dana looks at the police tape, still on the lane. She walks 
down the lane and tears it down.

Marty follows.

DANA
Max took me to the shooting range 
twice a month.

MARTY
Oh that makes you a trained killer.

DANA
Was Max?

MARTY
What?

DANA
A trained killer?

MARTY
What do you think?

DANA
Why do you always talk in questions 
instead of answers.

MARTY
Oh... Hi pot, I’m kettle.

DANA
I think he was a trained killer.

MARTY
You think right.

DANA
Like a hitman?
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MARTY
We don’t use that word. Max was a 
professional problem solver. And he 
was very good at his job, but he 
would roll over in his grave if he 
knew you had his phone and were 
putting yourself in danger like 
this.

DANA
He’s not in a grave. I had him 
cremated.

Dana carries the caution tape to the trash can. Marty again 
follows.

MARTY
Do you want to get yourself killed?

Dana shoves the caution tape into the trash can, and stares 
at Marty a beat before answering.

DANA
No.

MARTY
Then give me the phone.

DANA
No.

MARTY
Every time a message goes 
unconfirmed, I lose money, and when 
I lose money, this place loses 
money, and when this place loses 
money--

DANA
I get it.

MARTY
Do you get that if they knew you 
had that phone, you’d be dead 
already?

David knocks on the front door. Dana walks to it, unlocks it, 
let’s him in and flips the “Closed” sign to “Open”.

DAVID
You sure you wanna open today?

Dana shrugs.
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DAVID (CONT’D)
(to Marty)

What are you doing here?

Dana walks away.

MARTY
I co-own this place now, so you 
better start showing me some 
respect.

DAVID
Oh shit, I quit.

MARTY
Ha ha.

FLASHBACK 1995

INT. SMALL APARTMENT, YOUNG DANA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Young Dana watches through a small crack in her bedroom 
doorway. She sees a young woman, her MOM, on her knees, 
facing her, sobbing hysterically.

DANA’S MOM
Please! You don’t have to do this!

BANG (O.S.) A bullet pierces her forehead. As she falls 
backward, dead, Young Dana jumps back away from the partially 
open bedroom door.

BANG (O.S.) Thump (O.S.)

Young Dana pushes the door open. She runs to her parents, 
both dead on the floor. She stands over her father’s body.

YOUNG DANA
Daddy?

As Young Dana looks back down, it is now Max lying on the 
ground in the pool of blood instead of her father.

YOUNG DANA (CONT’D)
Daddy!

BACK TO PRESENT
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INT. DANA’S LOFT, BEDROOM - NIGHT

Dana jolts up in bed, screaming.

DANA
No! 

She beats on her bed, throwing a hysterical tantrum.

DANA (CONT’D)
No! 

She beats some more.

Max’s phone buzzes. An image of a PUNK appears on the screen. 
Dana screams and throws the phone across the room. It makes a 
dent in the now, mostly black, painting of Max before landing 
on the floor.

Dana screams out in frustration as she throws herself back on 
her bed.

She stares at the ceiling for a beat, then rolls over and 
reaches under her bed. 

She pulls out a gun case and opens it. Inside is a 9mm semi-
automatic pistol and a fully loaded 12-round magazine.

She loads the clip and puts the safety on. She stares at the 
pistol in her hands.

EXT. PARK - NIGHT

The PUNK from the text image plays basketball in the park 
with a group of guys.

I/E. DANA’S CAR/PARK - CONTINUOUS

Dana watches the basketball game, then looks at the picture 
of the Punk on the now cracked screen of Max’s phone. She 
puts on a baseball cap, putting her hair up into it and 
pulling the rim down over her eyes. She lifts the collar on 
her jacket over her chin.

PARK

The game stops. All the PLAYERS grab drinks and sit on the 
benches beside the court.
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Punk stands, stretching his legs on the bench.

DANA’S CAR

Dana takes a few deep breaths, grabs the pistol and checks 
that the safety is on. She slowly gets out of the car.

PARK

Dana stands ten feet away under a tree. She looks at the Punk 
and his friends. Then looks around, scanning the perimeter.

Punk takes a swig of his drink and stands up tall to stretch 
his arms and back.

Dana continues scanning, then sees a muzzle flash in the 
distance.

BANG! (O.S.) A bullet hits him right between the eyes. He 
drops instantly. 

The other PLAYERS react with a mix of caring about him and 
being concerned for their own safety.

Dana runs in the direction of the shooter at full speed. She 
can barely make out a dark figure sprinting away from her.

A few of the BASKETBALL PLAYERS see her running and take 
notice.

PLAYER 1
Yo, dude, I think that bitch has a 
gun!

EXT. PARK/FIELD - NIGHT

Dana sprints in the darkness, barely able to see two feet in 
front of her.

Then suddenly, tail lights of a car in the distance 
illuminate the dark field.

Dana aims and shoots out one of the tail lights as the car 
speeds away.

Dana turns to walk back to the basketball court. Police 
sirens blare in the distance.

Dana sprints full speed back toward her car.
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EXT. PARK/BASKETBALL COURT - NIGHT

Dana runs to her car. The police lights are still close to a 
mile away.

PLAYER 1 runs towards her.

PLAYER 1
Yo!

She points the gun at him.

DANA
Back the fuck off!

He raises his hands and steps back.

Dana jumps in the car and speeds away as the police lights 
get even closer.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. COLLEEN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

The RING of her doorbell wakes Colleen, who rolls over on the 
sofa, knocking a plate of half eaten food onto the floor. 

Her apartment is a mess, toy collections, paintings and 
paint, random weird sculptures and shit everywhere.

The doorbell RINGS again. Colleen rubs her eyes as she gets 
up. Stepping over clutter as she makes her way to the front 
door.

COLLEEN
Someone better be fucking dying!

She swings the door wide open. Dana stands there, tears in 
her eyes. Colleen immediately puts her arms around her. Dana 
cries on her shoulder.

DANA
I think I’ve reached that 
screaming, crying, throwing shit 
phase.

Colleen rubs her hand through Dana’s hair.

COLLEEN
You want to throw some paint?

Dana nods.

INT. BASEMENT STUDIO - NIGHT

The floor and ceiling are covered in paint splatters. Two of 
the four walls are filled with graffiti. The third wall is 
the homage to Jackson Pollack. The fourth wall is stark 
white.

Dana and Colleen excitedly add to the many colorful paint 
splatters on the third wall.

Dana laughs as her hair, hands and clothes are now covered in 
paint.

DANA
This is what I needed.

Colleen rubs paint onto Dana’s cheek.
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COLLEEN
What about this?

Colleen leans in and kisses Dana softly on the lips. Dana 
kisses back at first, then pulls away.

DANA
I’m really fucked up.

COLLEEN
Who isn’t?

DANA
Trust me. You don’t want this.

Dana pushes Colleen’s hair out of her face, then drops her 
hand and looks away, breaking the intimate eye to eye contact 
they seemed to have been locked in.

Colleen concedes with a smirk and a nod. Dana smiles, then 
flings a giant splatter of red paint onto the wall.

EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - DAWN

Dana, still covered in dried paint, lies on the hood of her 
car, smoking a cigarette as she stares up at the neon sign, 
whose brightness is dimming compared to the rising sun.

Marty’s car screeches into the parking lot and stops just shy 
of hitting Dana’s car.

As Marty gets out, Dana crawls down from the hood.

MARTY
What are you supposed to be? Some 
kind of walking work of art?

DANA
That’s exactly what I am.

MARTY
Oh good. I thought you were a 
suspect in a shooting last night.

Dana drops her cigarette and steps on it. She slams Max’s 
phone into his hands.

DANA
You win.

She walks to her car and opens the door.
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MARTY
You took a shot at one of their 
people, Dana. Even I can’t protect 
you from that.

DANA
Have you ever even met them?

Silence, hesitation. Then Marty shakes his head.

DANA (CONT’D)
Liar.

MARTY
Dana, I’m sorry.

Marty walks back to his car. A NEW CAR speeds into the 
parking lot, almost hitting him. 

The car breaks. Marty beats on the hood. The window rolls 
down and David sticks his head out.

DAVID
Hey! Don’t be beating on my new 
car.

MARTY
You almost killed me with this 
piece of shit!

Marty storms off. David parks next to Dana.

DAVID
Hey.

DANA
Holy shit! This your new car?

DAVID
Yeah. You wanna go for a ride?

DANA CONT’D)
Why not?

She runs around and opens the door. David quickly grabs a 
blanket and uses it to cover the passenger seat.

DANA
Relax, it’s dry paint.

DAVID
Better safe than sorry.
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Dana hops in and barely gets her door closed as the car peels 
out of the parking lot at full speed.

EXT. DRIVE-IN RESTAURANT - DAY

David’s new car is parked at the Drive-In.

I/E. DAVID’S NEW CAR/DRIVE-IN - DAY

Dana and David sit eating burgers and fries.

DAVID
This is great. Thanks for dinner.

DANA
You paid.

DAVID
Yeah, I did. 

DANA
Clearly, I’ve been paying you way 
too much?

DAVID
Ha, I do okay.

Dana takes a big bite of her burger.

DAVID (CONT’D)
You doing okay?

She shrugs with her mouth full.

DAVID (CONT’D)
Can I show you something?

David holds up his phone. His news feed is open to an article 
about last night’s shooting. There is a large sketch of the 
suspect that looks a lot like Dana.

DAVID (CONT’D)
That looks like you.

Dana looks at the picture. She shrugs.

David scrolls through photos on his phone and finds a picture 
of Dana in her car, the exact same photo that was slipped 
under her door.
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DAVID (CONT’D)
That definitely looks like you.

David scrolls to a text message. An image of Dana with the 
words, “Confirm Receipt” written underneath.

DAVID (CONT’D)
And that, well, is you.

DANA
Who do you work for?

DAVID
Even if I knew I couldn’t tell you. 

DANA
Are you going to kill me?

DAVID
I don’t want to.

Dana reaches for her door handle.

DAVID (CONT’D)
This is a great pic of you.

He shows her a picture of Dana and Colleen, holding hands as 
they walk out of a bar.

Dana releases the door handle.

DANA
Leave her out of this. 

DAVID
No promises.

DANA
You wanna kill me? Just fucking do 
it.

DAVID
Don’t you want to hear option B?

Dana nods.

DAVID (CONT’D)
They know Max trained you.

FLASHBACK 2001
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EXT. GARAGE - DAY

The garage is full old school cross-fit type training 
equipment.

Max stands in front of a crash pad holding a punching matt in 
front of his chest.

Dana (12) stands across from him, sweaty and tired.

MAX
We gotta go. Your art class starts 
in thirty minutes.

DANA (12)
Okay, but just one more.

Dana (12) jumps and kicks Max in the chest, right on the 
matt. He falls backward onto the crashpad, then rolls off it 
and jumps to his feet.

MAX
Nice one! That’s my girl. 

He high-fives her.

MAX (CONT’D)
Nobody’s gonna mess with you.

DANA (12)
Of course not. But I’m gonna mess 
with them. I’m gonna find the 
people that killed my parents and--

Max lifts the matt just in time to deflect her punch.

BACK TO PRESENT

I/E. DAVID’S NEW CAR/DRIVE-IN - CONTINUOUS

Dana sits, eyes glazed over, lost in thought as David speaks.

DAVID
They didn’t kill Max. He was one of 
their best. But we think we know 
who did, and that’ll be your first 
assignment.

DANA
Who... who do they think killed 
him?
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David holds up a second phone, showing Dana an image of 
Marty.

DANA (CONT’D)
Marty?

DAVID
He tried to keep Max’s death a 
secret from them, and he didn’t let 
anyone know you had Max’s phone... 
very sloppy, and he’s never sloppy.

DANA
(almost to herself)

He was trying to protect me?

DAVID
He was trying to recruit you. Max *

wanted out for years, and Marty 
always planned on you being his 
replacement. We all know Max would 
never agree to that.

DANA
Then why did he train me?

David shrugs.

DAVID
Worst case scenario? Welcome to it.

DANA
Join or die? Like a fucking cult.

David hands her the phone with Marty’s image on it.

DAVID
You have twenty-four hours.

She holds the phone in her lap, staring at Marty’s picture.

DAVID (CONT’D)
Finish your burger.

He takes a big bite of his burger. Dana wraps hers back up in 
the paper.

She shuts off the screen to avoid looking at Marty’s face.
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EXT. MAX’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Dana sits on the front steps of the nice expensive looking 
house, smoking a cigarette.

Marty’s car pulls into the driveway and parks behind Dana’s 
car.

He gets out of the car.

MARTY
What are we doing here?

Dana puts out her cigarette and opens the front door. She 
gestures for Marty to enter.

MARTY (CONT’D)
What? Are we packing up Max’s 
things? You gonna sell this place?

Dana doesn’t answer. She closes the door.

INT. MAX’S HOUSE, DINING ROOM

Dana sits on the dining room table. Marty stands, 
uncomfortable, trying to read her.

MARTY
What the fuck is going on with you? 
You want the phone back?

DANA
I don’t need it. I got my own.

She holds up the phone to him, with his picture on the 
screen.

He grabs the phone out of her hands. He looks at the picture 
and text message.

MARTY
You confirmed?

DANA
I didn’t have a choice.

Marty looks down around him.

MARTY
Then why am I not standing on 
plastic? You gonna just kill me 
right here? Ruin the carpet!?
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Silence.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Do you even have a gun? Jesus, 
Dana, you suck at this! I expected 
much better from you.

DANA
Why do they want you dead?

MARTY
You tell me.

DANA
They think you killed Max.

MARTY
Whose they?

DANA
You tell me.

MARTY
Who did you talk to? Who gave you 
the phone?

DANA
David.

MARTY
David?! That little douche bag!

DANA
He says they think you killed Max 
to recruit me. That Max wanted out.

MARTY
Of course Max wanted out. Max 
always wanted out. He always felt 
guilty. He’d fucking wine and bitch 
like a brat. ‘I don’t want to kill 
anymore, but oh... hey... I really 
would kind of like to have this 
fucking fancy expensive-ass 
mahogany dining table...

Dana’s frustration builds as he rants.

MARTY (CONT’D)
... and I gotta send Dana to this 
private fancy schmancy art school.’ 
Cuz you need a degree in art to run 
a fucking bowling alley!
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Dana erupts. She pulls out her gun and aims it at his face.

DANA
Shut-up! Shut the fuck up!

Marty looks at the gun. He doesn’t flinch. Instead he smiles.

MARTY
Thatta a girl.

She looks at him, tears streaming.

MARTY (CONT’D)
Do it. Kill me.

He drops to his knees and looks at the carpet again.

MARTY (CONT’D)
But go get some plastic first. 

DANA
You want me to kill you?

MARTY
Someone’s face shows up on that 
phone, they’re dead. Whether you do 
it or not, I’m a dead man. There’s 
no changing it. There’s no escaping 
it, so it may as well be you.

Dana puts the gun down.

MARTY (CONT’D)
I ordered the death of your 
parents, Dana. I ordered your death 
as well, but Max saved you.

DANA
They ordered my parents’ deaths and 
Max carried them out. You were just 
the middle man.

MARTY
You knew?

Silence. Dana stares blankly.

END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT FIVE

FLASHBACK 2001

INT. LIBRARY, MICROFILM ROOM - DAY

Dana (12) sits at a microfilm viewer in a dark room  in the 
library. She scans through headlines and suddenly stops on a 
picture of her family. The headline reads, “Entire Family 
Presumed Dead in Fire”.

FLASHBACK 1995

INT. SMALL APARTMENT, YOUNG DANA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Young Dana watches through a small crack in her bedroom 
doorway. She sees a young woman, her MOM, on her knees, 
facing her, sobbing hysterically.

DANA’S MOM
Please! You don’t have to do this!

BANG (O.S.) A bullet pierces her forehead. As she falls 
backward, dead, Young Dana jumps back away from the partially 
open bedroom door.

BANG (O.S.) Thump (O.S.)

Young Dana pushes the door open. She runs to her parents, 
both dead on the floor. She stands over her father’s body.

YOUNG DANA
Daddy?

Max walks into the room behind Dana. He stares at her. She 
stares at a broken family photo leaning against the wall in 
front of her. In the photo a toddler sized Dana is wearing a 
pink dress and a little white bow in her hair. In the glass, 
she sees a reflection of Max.

FLASHBACK “THREE WEEKS AGO”

INT. DANA’S LOFT, BEDROOM - MORNING

Dana jolts awake, covered in sweat. She takes a few deep 
breaths. Then throws off the covers and rushes to her 
bookshelf. She fingers through a bunch of sketch books, until 
she finds one with an old worn cover. She opens it and flips 
to her sketch of the family photo. 
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The likeness to her parents is a little off, but the image of 
her pink dress and bow match the portrait from her dream 
exactly.

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, MAX'S OFFICE - DAY

Dana dumps papers out of the drawers, making a mess.

Max walks in.

MAX
You’re not looking for the photo 
again, are you?

DANA
I don’t need to. I found it. 

Max closes the door behind him. He picks up part of the mess.

MAX
You found it? Where?

DANA
It was on the ground in front of 
me, when my parents were killed. 
It’s the last thing I remember 
seeing that night. Other than your 
face.

MAX
What?

DANA
You were standing behind me. I saw 
your reflection.

He sets the papers down.

MAX
Dana...

She stares at him. He stands there speechless for a few 
beats.

MAX (CONT’D)
I’ve been wanting to tell you for 
so long.

His words take her breath away. He steps towards her as he 
explains.
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MAX (CONT’D)
I was hired to do a job, Dana. No 
one told me they had a kid-- I 
didn’t even know you were there--

Dana pushes him back away from her.

MAX (CONT’D)
(crying, pleading)

I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.

Dana stares at him in shock.

MAX (CONT’D)
I didn’t know... But I tried to 
make it right. I took you in. I 
gave you everything I could--

DANA
Except them.

MAX
I hate myself everyday because the 
truth is the worst thing that ever 
happened in your life became the 
best thing that ever happened in 
mine. Even knowing I would lose 
you, lose the only thing that gave 
my life meaning, if I could undo 
it, I would. If I could bring them 
back--

DANA
You had their bodies burned!

MAX
No, that wasn’t me-- that wasn’t me-
- that was...

DANA
Dear Old Uncle Marty? He’s the one 
who made you kill them? 

Max shakes his head, unconvincing.

MAX
You know too much already, Dana. If 
anyone finds out-- if Marty finds 
out, he’ll kill us both.

Dana cries. Max puts a hand on her shoulder to comfort her.
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MAX (CONT’D)
Marty didn’t order the kill. I 
don’t even know who did. They saw 
something they weren’t supposed to 
see. That’s all I know.

DANA
Can you help me find out?

He hesitates, nervously.

DANA (CONT’D)
Please... I need to know who did 
this and why... and I need to make 
them pay.

MAX
It’s not gonna be easy, but if 
you’ll let me, I’ll help you.

BACK TO PRESENT

INT. MAX’S HOUSE, DINING ROOM

Marty and Dana sit at the dining room table.

MARTY
He never wanted you to become a 
killer.

DANA
But you did.

MARTY
No, hell no. And I sure as hell 
didn’t expect you to grab Max’s 
phone and try and pick up where he 
left off.

Dana laughs.

DANA
I wasn’t, dumbass. I wasn’t trying 
to kill the faces on the phone. I 
was trying to track the killers.

(Beat)
I’m gonna find out who hired you to 
kill my parents, and you’re gonna 
help me do it.

Marty nods as he thinks for a minute.
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He calmly walks out of the room.

INT. GARAGE

Dana follows Marty into the garage. He rummages through items 
on the shelves. He pulls out a large tarp. Dana rolls her 
eyes and shakes her head as he carries the tarp back into the 
house.

INT. DINING ROOM

Dana follows Marty in and watches him spread the tarp over 
the carpet.

MARTY
The number one rule is never make 
anything messier than it has to be.

DANA
I’m not going to kill you. 
Unfortunately, I need you.

MARTY
You’re not going to get much help 
from a dead man.

DANA
And that’s what you’ll be to them. 
I’ll tell them I killed you. We can 
fake a picture.

MARTY
But you can’t fake out the cleaner.

Marty picks up the gun from the dining room table and hands 
it to Dana.

MARTY (CONT’D)
You think these people are stupid 
enough to trust a fucking photo?

(Beat)
You have no idea who you’re dealing 
with.

DANA
So tell me.

MARTY
I forced Max to carry out the hit 
on your parents, Dana. 

(MORE)
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And every time he came to me 
begging to quit, I wouldn’t let 
him.

He lifts the gun in her hand and aims it at his own face.

MARTY (CONT’D)
And when you were old enough, he 
wanted to tell you the truth. But I 
couldn’t let him do that.

Dana shakes her head.

DANA
No.

MARTY
You gotta pull the trigger, Dana.

DANA
I need you alive.

MARTY
That’s not gonna happen.

She points the gun at his forehead and moves her finger to 
the trigger. 

MARTY (CONT’D)
Do it.

(Beat)
I killed Max, Dana. I shot him.

She lowers the gun.

DANA
All the years you’ve been doing 
this and you’re this fucking 
terrible at it.

Marty shakes his head, confused.

DANA (CONT’D)
I know you didn’t kill Max, 
asshole.

MARTY
Because you did--

Dana raises the gun and pulls the trigger.

FLASHBACK THREE WEEKS AGO

MARTY (CONT'D)
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INT. BOWLING ALLEY, PIN SETTER/BACK ROOM - NIGHT

Max stands just below lane 13.

MAX
If you’re gonna do it, just do it.

Dana stands across from him holding a gun with a silencer.

DANA
I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.

MAX
It’s not too late to turn back, 
Dana. Revenge comes at a high 
price. It might be more than you 
can handle.

Dana squeezes the trigger. We hear a body THUMP to the floor.

DANA
Daddy...

BACK TO PRESENT

Dana stands over Marty’s body. She takes a picture of him 
with her phone and hits send.

Her phone buzzes with an immediate reply: “Go home. Leave the 
back door unlocked.”

MAX (O.S.)
What’s it say?

Dana turns around to see Max standing behind her.

DANA
They want me to leave the back door 
unlocked.

MAX
I’ll get it.

Max rushes out of the room. Dana looks down at Marty’s 
lifeless body. She puts the tarp over his face.

Max rushes back in.

MAX (CONT’D)
Come on, the cleaner’ll be here 
soon.
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DANA
They’d never believe just a photo--

MAX
But they took the word of one of 
their own.

END OF ACT FIVE
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TAG

FLASHBACK THREE WEEKS AGO

INT. BOWLING ALLEY, PIN SETTER/BACK ROOM - NIGHT

Dana stands, holding a gun. Across from her, Max stands next 
to a DIRTY MAX LOOK-ALIKE, whose hands are tied and his mouth 
is gagged.

Dana looks at the dirty man.

DANA
I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.

MAX
Revenge comes at a high price. It 
might be more than you can handle.

Dana squeezes the trigger. The Dirty Max Look-Alike drops to 
the floor. Blood pulls around him.

DANA
Daddy...

MAX
I’ll untie him. Careful not to get 
blood on your shoes.

Max kneels over the body, removing the gag and ties from his 
hands.

MAX (CONT’D)
I’ll take care of everything from 
here. 

DANA
Then why’d I have to be the one to 
shoot him?

MAX
I gotta know you have the stomach 
for this, Dana.

(Beat)
You okay?

Dana nods, shaking nervously and clearly mesmerized by the 
body bleeding out in front of her.

MAX (CONT’D)
Just make sure David’s with you 
when you find me. 

(MORE)
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And don’t call Marty in until 
they’ve hauled the body away. He’s 
too fucking smart for his own good.

He looks up at Dana, takes her hands in his.

MAX (CONT’D)
You sure this is what you want?

DANA
We’ll take ‘em down, and we’ll set 
you free.

Max nods.

DANA (CONT’D)
Just at least tell me this guy was 
a pedophile or a drug dealer or 
something.

MAX
He was a drug dealing pedophile.

Dana shakes her head.

DANA
For a business that thrives on 
lies, you’re pretty fucking 
terrible at it.

MAX
Go home, Dana.

She takes a deep breath, nods to him, then walks away.

EXT. THREE STRIKES BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT

The neon light flickers behind Dana as she walks out of the 
bowling alley. She lights a cigarette and takes a drag as she 
walks slowly to her car.

FADE OUT.

MAX (CONT’D)
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