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EXT. STATE CAPITAL - DAY

In the grueling mid-day heat of the great state of Texas, two 
warring groups of people line opposite sides of the city 
street. 

On one side, protestors collectively SCREAM of injustices, 
hoisting signs into the sky that demand changes and criminal 
charges. CHANTS sing the song of a people asserting that 
their lives matter in a time when they are taken mercilessly.

Opposite them on the side of the glorious capital building, 
riot police, armed to the teeth with guns and tasers and 
shields and helmets, line the street.

INT. STATE CAPITAL - DAY (CONTINUOUS)

Governor Les MARSHAL (Late 40s) straightens the too-tight tie 
around his neck as he stares out the front window. The CHANTS 
and CRIES of the angry protestors seep through the marble and 
glass panes as if they are made of thin fabric.

A bead of sweat slips down the governor’s face to his already 
damp, discolored collar.

MARSHAL
What a fucking nightmare.

Behind the governor stands Shel KANE (mid-to-late 30s), 
Marshal’s advisor and speech writer -- and also the token 
person of color in Marshal’s inner circle. He inclines his 
head toward an ashtray on the corner of Marshal’s desk.

KANE
Thought you told Nancy you quit.

Marshal picks up the indicated lit cigarette and takes a long 
pull before extinguishing it. The smoke lingers in his lungs 
for a moment before he sighs a heavily exhale, allowing it to 
escape and disperse in the air around him. 

MARSHAL
I tell her a lot of things. I lie, 
she pretends not to notice. We 
fight. Make up. Go to sleep in the 
same bed, night after night. 

Marshal returns his attention to the sounds of the restless 
city outside. 

MARSHAL (CONT’D)
Fifty two years. Lying to keep it 
all together. 

(MORE)



I knew it couldn’t last forever. 
Still, I’d hoped. The truth is, she 
never minded the smoking. Not 
unless I was smoking while pumping 
gas or around the whiskey bottle. 
So paranoid I’d blow the house up.

He nods his head to the window.

MARSHAL (CONT’D)
That out there ain’t just a whiskey 
bottle. It’s a bunch of short fused 
bombs surrounded by gunpowder and 
doused in kerosene. Barely need a 
hot breath in the wrong place 
before it all blows up in our 
faces. 

KANE
So we’ll be careful.

Marshal turns to Kane, a response on his lips when a KNOCK 
pounds softly on the door, followed a breath too soon by a 
young, hungry SECRETARY poking her head around the now-opened 
door.

SECRETARY
Sir? Fifteen minutes. Adriatta 
wants you in hair and makeup.

The governor nods, a silent dismissal, and the secretary 
scurries back through the door and pulls it closed ever so 
gently. Too gentle, perhaps for the tension that fills the 
room. 

KANE
Whatever happens today will be a 
part of your legacy. What people 
remember when you’re gone.

Marshal LAUGHS harshly, the sound biting through the tension 
in the room like a blade.

MARSHAL
Legacy? They’ve already made my 
legacy in the news. Blood and 
murder. Injustice. Incompetence.

KANE
It’s an election year. If you want 
to have a hope of being in this 
room a year from now, you have to 
make what you say today count.

MARSHAL (CONT’D)
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MARSHAL
They’ve already got the stories 
written for tomorrow. I just have 
to go out there and fill in the 
blank quotes.

KANE
This is a problem. But it’s not 
unsolvable, Les.

Kane pulls a folded sheet of paper from his jacket pocket and 
presses it into the governor’s hand.

KANE (CONT’D)
The words are written. You just 
have to be the voice behind them.

Another KNOCK breaks the tense silence between them. Kane and 
Marshal barely notice, holding each other’s gaze.

SECRETARY (O.S.)
Governor Marshal. They’re almost 
ready for you.

MARSHAL
Thank you.

Once the door SHUTS once again, Kane claps a hand onto 
Marshal’s shoulder. 

KANE
You’ve got this.

(beat)
Now grow a fucking pair, stop being 
a little bitch, and go make 
headlines. And history.

Marshal looses another deep breath in a sigh and allows his 
camera-ready smile to grace his wrinkled face.

MARSHAL
Headlines and history.

Kane nods at him firmly.

EXT. STATE CAPITAL - DAY

REPORTERS that stand scattered around the steps of the 
capital building deliver newscasts to various stations, local 
and national, each giving their own spin on the story.
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REPORTER #1
...the couple known to many of 
their online following only as 
“Parker and Barrow” were shot and 
killed by police on Monday...

REPORTER #2
...Reports have confirmed that the 
woman in the couple, Jessie Barrow, 
had an arrest warrant out only days 
before...

REPORTER #3
...Protestors have taken to the 
streets of the capital and now 
await an official statement from 
the governor himself...

The heavy doors GROAN open at the top of the stairs and the 
swarm of people outside shifts quickly. Protestors CHANT 
louder while news crews surge forward to claim a prime spot 
near the governor’s podium for this historic speech.

Marshal takes a moment to nod to the cameras as he 
approaches, Kane flanking behind him on his right. He 
carefully places the now unfolded paper before him and clears 
his throat before addressing the anxious throngs of people.

The space around him falls eerily quiet, save for the flashes 
of cameras and a few errant protestors still chanting. The 
whole world seems to hold its breath as it awaits the 
governor’s declaration.

MARSHAL
Good morning.

The suffocating silence persists.

MARSHAL (CONT’D)
I’d like to thank you all for 
coming here today.

A faceless protestor in the crowd cries out.

PROTESTOR #1 (O.S.)
Murderer!

Much of the crowd cheers in agreement. The governor pushes on 
through, barely hearing the comment.
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MARSHAL
Today, as you may know, I’d like to 
discuss the officer-involved 
shooting that occurred on Monday 
evening and the investigation --

PROTESTOR #2
Call it what it is, man! Murder!

PROTESTOR #3
Murder!

A vicious mantra spreads through the crowd, repeating the 
word over and over again. The voices almost drown out the 
governor’s, even with the microphone and speaker projecting 
his all through the street surrounding the building.

The riot police dance with anxious energy.

MARSHAL
I would first to like to say that 
this shooting, as with any other 
officer involved incident, will be 
thoroughly and unbiasedly 
investigated.

This earns the governor jeers from the protestors. A few of 
the riot police officers grasp their batons tighter. Others 
only reach up and slowly pull down their helmet shields.

MARSHAL (CONT’D)
And I would like to assure the 
people of Dallas, of Texas in 
general, that my home -- our home -- 
will not be left unprotected. We 
will not fail you.

VARIOUS PROTESTORS
You’ve already failed us! You rich 
bastard. You aren’t one of us!

PROTESTOR #1
Drop dead!

A louder, angrier cheer of solidarity rises up amongst the 
protestors. Beside Marshal, Kane stiffens. He takes Les by 
the should and whispers something to him. After Kane steps 
back, Marshal looks down at the paper and reads.

MARSHAL
This has been my home all my life. 
Now, I know you’ve been promised 
before, but make no mistake. 

(MORE)
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I give my word to each and every 
one of you. Injustices cannot and 
will not be tolerated in my home.

A small rock, barely a pebble the size of a bottle cap, hits 
the governor in the face.

And the world comes to an absolute standstill. 

No breaths. No sounds. No time. 

The governor brings a hand up to his cheek, where the rock 
hit him. Before he can say a word, the moment ends. Time 
resumes. 

The war in the streets begins. 

Security swarm the governor into his gilded mansion while the 
people of his city fight in a gladiator match for peace, 
justice, and an end to suffering. 

CUT TO:

INT. JESSIE’S HOUSE / FOYER - NIGHT - ONE YEAR EARLIER

The heavy bass of dance music PULSES through every fiber of a 
small, one-story house. A blinding flash of a colorful strobe 
light accompanies every beat. 

In the illumination of the party lights, PARTYGOERS grind to 
the rhythm, many sporting scantily clad outfits and almost 
all holding red plastic cups in their hands.

CUT TO:

INT. JESSIE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

The blaring music from below drops to a dull ROAR through the 
walls and floorboards of the small, cozy bedroom. 

JESSIE Barrow (early 20s) stares at herself in the floor-
length mirror by her bedroom door. A simply beautiful young 
Latina woman, Jessie looks ready to crawl out of the skin-
tight minidress she wears. She pulls at the hem and frowns.

From the room’s adjoining bathroom, Jessie’s best friend 
AURORA (Latina, early 20s), exits. Where Jessie’s beauty is 
simple and understated, Aurora’s body alone easily attracts 
the attention of both men and women, straight or otherwise.

Dressed comfortably in a crop top and miniskirt, Aurora 
glances at Jessie and smirks in approval.

MARSHAL (CONT'D)
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AURORA
Told you it’d fit.

Jessie crosses her arms over the dress’s low sweetheart 
neckline and scowls at her friend’s reflection. 

JESSIE
If your definition of fit is 
worrying about my cleavage peeking 
out at both the top and bottom, 
then sure. Fits like a glove.

Aurora puts a hand on her friend’s shoulder and stares at her 
in the mirror. 

AURORA
You look perfect, hermana.

JESSIE
For working the streets of Dallas 
on a Saturday night, maybe.

AURORA
Watch it, Chica. That’s my dress.

Jessie stares at herself in the mirror skeptically. Between 
the dress, the three-inch spiked heels, and the caked-on 
second skin of makeup, she looks stunning.

JESSIE
Why do I have this feeling that I’m 
going to regret not staying up here 
and studying tonight?

AURORA
Probably because you know I’m with 
you and that’s exactly what’s going 
to happen.

Jessie rolls her eyes. Her eyes meet Aurora’s in their 
reflection and her friend winks at her.

JESSIE
This is a really bad idea.

AURORA
Of course it is. It’s mine.

Jessie takes a deep breath and, with one last glance in the 
mirror, moves a step toward the door. Aurora catches her by 
the arm and pulls her back to the mirror for one more moment. 
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With a mischievous smile, Aurora pulls Jessie’s hair from its 
tie, loosing her naturally beautiful long, black curls to 
fall around her face. Content with her friend’s look at last, 
Aurora links arms with Jessie and leads her from the room.

INT. JESSIE’S HOUSE / FOYER - NIGHT

Jessie steps off the stairs and takes in the party in full 
swing around her, none of the guests seeming to notice the 
arrival of their hosts. Aurora, crocodile grin still on her 
face, scans the crowd, pointedly examining each face.

The girls make their way through the foyer and into the 
living room, where Aurora disappears for a moment. 

INT. JESSIE’S HOUSE / LIVING ROOM - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Without her headstrong friend by her side, Jessie slips into 
the corner and observes her friends moving drunkenly in time 
to the deafening MUSIC. Couples grind against each other. 
Total strangers make out passionately in the haze of alcohol.

Jessie jumps when an unexpected voice speaks beside her, 
nearly shouting over the cacophony of the party.

LANDON (O.S.)
You know, you probably should be 
more careful with all the alcohol.

Jessie glances over her shoulder to see LANDON Phillips (mid 
20s) sitting on the arm of the couch a few feet away. A local 
police officer with long ties to Jessie’s family, Landon has 
a habit of always showing up at the worst possible moments.

He also never seems to pick up on the social cues Jessie 
practically screams at him when she politely refuses dates 
with him.

LANDON (CONT’D)
Pretty sure half these kids are 
under 21.

Jessie’s lips tug upward into a clearly forced smile.

JESSIE
Are you going to arrest me, Landon?

LANDON
Please.

He gestures to his jeans and flannel shirt.
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LANDON (CONT’D)
I’m off duty.

Aurora shoves through the throng of people in the living room 
and holds a plastic cup out to Jessie. She flashes a winning 
smile at Landon when she notices him.

AURORA
Landon.

LANDON
Rori.

Aurora’s smile tugs downward into a grimace.

AURORA
You’re funny.

Landon beams at her.

AURORA (CONT’D)
Where’s your lapdog? 

LANDON
Drex is hanging around somewhere. 
I’ll let him know you were looking.

AURORA
Please don’t. 

Aurora turns to Jessie.

AURORA (CONT’D)
You’d better not be sulking.

Jessie sighs and shrugs her shoulders.

LANDON
Come on, Jess. It’s your party. 
Besides.

He leans in toward her and speaks at what should be a normal 
volume, but which only comes across as a whisper between the 
two of them.

LANDON (CONT’D)
You look too sexy to be stuck in a 
corner all night.

Jessie crosses her arms instinctively and bristles at 
Landon’s attention. Aurora clocks the interaction and taps 
Landon on the shoulder.
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AURORA
On second thought, do me a favor 
and go sniff Drex out, won’t you? 
He might be a puppy, but he’s fun 
to play with.

Landon rolls his eyes.

LANDON
Who’s whose lapdog again?

Aurora ruffles his hair.

AURORA
We’re on the same page, then. Now, 
be a good boy and go fetch.

Landon scowls at her, but stalks out of the living room a 
moment later. Jessie watches him leave and her shoulders 
slump in relief as soon as he walks out of view.

AURORA (CONT’D)
Sometimes, I want to smack that boy 
so hard he sees Jesus.

JESSIE
I think he’d see Satan actually.

Aurora shakes her head wildly in confusion.

JESSIE (CONT’D)
I mean, we see who we pray to when 
we’re dying, right?

Aurora double over in laughter and then downs her entire 
beer. Jessie’s eyes raise in question. Aurora shrugs.

AURORA
What? Landon’s here. I’m surprised 
you haven’t moved on to your third 
already.

JESSIE
It’s been five minutes.

Aurora laughs again and sets her empty cup on the table, 
along with Jessie’s. She slips her hands into Jessie’s and 
pulls her to her feet.

AURORA
If you aren’t going to drink, you 
are sure as hell going to dance.
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JESSIE
What happened to ‘it’s my party and 
I can mope if I want to’? 

AURORA
I have joint custody of the party. 
You have no moping rights.

Jessie laughs and allows Aurora to pull her into the crowd of 
people dancing in the center of the room.
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