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FADE IN:

INT./EXT. MASTERS' PENTHOUSE - BALCONY - NIGHT

SUPER:  "August 28th, 2016"

ERIC MASTERS, a mid-20's business executive with sad eyes and 
a hard face, leans against the balcony railing and stares out 
across the city with a look of heavy contemplation.

Taking a quick sip of the amber drink in his hand, he doesn't 
see his COMPANION, a beautiful young woman, approach the 
sliding door through the living room at his back.

Despite his ignorance, the THWACK of a roughly opened sliding 
door doesn't surprise him in the least.

COMPANION
Nightmares, again?

Eric clenches his jaw at her petulant tone.

ERIC
And if it was?

A hearty sip of his drink dampens his aggravation, but the 
cool tone only further aggravates the woman.

COMPANION
Jesus Christ, it was years ago, 
Eric.  Get, over, it.

ERIC
You know what?  You're right -- 
leave.

COMPANION
Excuse me?

Eric finally turns to face the woman.  

ERIC
You've served your purpose.  Get 
out.

Her shocked eyes meets Eric's hard ones -- his face is carved 
from stone.

ERIC
As usual, cab fare's on the 
counter.



Not waiting or a response, Eric turns back to his spectacular 
view.

COMPANION
Fuck you, asshole.

Eric CHUCKLES as she SLAMS the sliding door and storms away.

ERIC
You already did.

INT. MASTERS' PENTHOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Eric strides out of his bedroom dressed in an impeccable 
suit.

Walking over to his coffee machine, he pours the steaming 
black liquid into a clear mug and leans against the counter.

Reaching out with his free hand, he grabs his newspaper and 
straightens it out before skimming the page.

Taking a hesitant sip of the steaming liquid, an amused smirk 
crosses his face.

An article headline pops out at him: "ERIC MASTERS -- 
PRODIGAL SON, OR PRODIGIOUS FOOL?"

His light smirk is accentuated with a few CHORTLES of 
amusement as he reads the article.

Nodding in satisfaction he glances at the by-line and his 
eyes light up in recognition when he sees: "Cheryl 
Devereaux," under the headline.

Eric taps his thumb against his steaming mug of coffee in 
thought before he walks out of the room.

ERIC
Interesting.

INT./EXT. - LIMO - DAY

Eric rides in the back of the limo while his chauffeur 
GEORGE, a middle-aged classically trained butler, calmly 
steers the car through traffic.

GEORGE
Did you see today's headline, sir?
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ERIC
Prodigal son, or prodigious fool?  
What do you think, George?

The older man stares him down in the rearview mirror with 
kind eyes.

GEORGE
Bit of both, if I may speak freely, 
sir.

A light LAUGH and a shake of the head from Eric is the only 
response George needs.  He turns back to traffic with a 
gentle LAUGH of his own.

Eric falls into silence for a moment, his eyes are once again 
vacant as he watches the traffic slide on by.

ERIC
What did you think of it?

Stopping at a red light, George takes the opportunity to turn 
around and look his charge in the eye.

GEORGE
You know I have always considered 
Ms. Devereaux an accomplished 
writer.  Why do you ask?

Eric turns his eyes back to the world outside.

ERIC
No reason.

LATER

George pulls the limo up in front of a massive building with: 
"ANTIVA INC.", on the facade in neo-modern design.

Eric rolls his eyes as he stares at the GAGGLE of reporters 
practically storming the building.

ERIC
These people are animals.

GEORGE
Can you really blame them, sir?

ERIC
Is that a serious question?
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GEORGE
Mr. Masters, you're going to be the 
youngest CEO of the generation.

The older man turns to look him in the eye.

GEORGE
How do you expect them to react?

Eric weighs the older man's words and nods.

ERIC
Pull around to the back door.  I'm 
in no mood for this.

George pulls the car away from the curb.

GEORGE
As you wish, sir.

EXT. ANTIVA INC. - ALLEYWAY - DAY

Eric steps out of the limo and PATS the roof as a signal to 
George.

Walking the few steps toward the backdoor, his hand is on the 
handle when CHERYL DEVEREAUX, a beautiful, yet austere woman, 
steps out of an alcove.

CHERYL
Avoiding the press I see?

Eric's face is a mixture of amusement and irritation as he 
turns to face her smug grin. 

ERIC
I could never avoid you, could I 
Cheryl?

CHERYL
It's definitely not for a lack of 
trying.

Eric throws his arms out to the side in confusion.

ERIC
What is this, anyway?  Come to 
gloat over your headline?  

Cheryl shakes her head and approaches Eric, coming within a 
normal range for conversation.
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CHERYL
Not at all.  Actually, I'm here to 
make you an offer.

ERIC
Let me guess, you want the 
exclusive everyone's clamoring for?

A coy shrug gives Cheryl's intent away.

CHERYL
I won't deny it.  Your thinking 
about it the wrong way, though.

ERIC
Am I now?

CHERYL
I know you, Eric.

Cheryl's face softens.

CHERYL
Did you really think I wouldn't 
recognize the date?

Eric's face hardens.

ERIC
I don't follow.

CHERYL
Don't play stupid with me.  We were 
together for a year and a half.

ERIC
And?

CHERYL
Every August twenty-ninth, you'd 
come apart at the seams.

The small panic in Eric's eyes only urges Cheryl forward.

ERIC
What do you know about it?

CHERYL
Enough.  Look at yourself, Eric! 

Eric takes a deep breath to regain his composure.

5.



CHERYL
This, thing, you're keeping locked 
away, there's a story there.

ERIC
So what if there is?

CHERYL
I want to tell the story, your 
story, the right way. 

There's a pregnant pause where they try to get a read on each 
other.

Just then the sound of CHATTING PEOPLE fills the air, as a 
small group passes the mouth of the alleyway.

Glancing over Cheryl's shoulder, Eric watches the group pass 
by when something catches his eye.

A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN

locks eyes with him and winks before disappearing behind the 
building.

ERIC

takes a step back in surprise, alarming Cheryl who whips 
around, trying to figure out what he'd just seen.

CHERYL
What?  What is it?

Turning back to Eric, she sees his face has once again gone 
cold.

ERIC
Have a nice life, Cheryl.

Eric turns and opens the door to the building.

CHERYL
Damn it, I want to --

The heavy door slams with a THUD.

CHERYL
--  help you.  Shit.

6.


