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FADE IN:

EXT. HOTEL - MANHATTAN - NIGHT

The city streets look freshened by a day of rain. Now calm, the
whole world seems mirrored in the shimmering pools of water.

Dominating the skyline is a towering, glass fronted, 5th Avenue
HOTEL, reflected in a RIPPLING POOL.

A VAN pulls up, disturbing the water and destroying the image.

TWO MEN jump out of the van. They’re dressed in SECURITY
UNIFORMS from some local ’‘goon-for-hire’ company.

They enter the HOTEL.

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - NIGHT

The lobby is a vast, marble floored meeting place for the more
cosmopolitan members of New York society.

One security guard heads for the ELEVATOR while the other moves
towards the FRONT DESK.

INT. HOTEL - FRONT DESK - NIGHT

A YOUNG MAN in his mid-twenties (KAEL SLATER) is checking into
the hotel. His appearance is a contradiction. Even through his
clothes it’s evident that his body is hugely over-developed, yet
he has the face and eyes of an angel. He’s wearing a well-
tailored suit and is traveling with a mid-sized SAMSONITE CASE.

The hotel’s RECEPTIONIST (AMY), a cute girl in her early
twenties, 1is obviously enamored with the hotels latest guest.

AMY
(flirting)
Anything you need...
(points at her badge)
...just give Amy a call.

She gives him a cute, knocked head smile. Kael returns with a
flattered grin, and picks up his ROOM KEY.
INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - NIGHT

The ELEVATOR DOORS begins to close.



Kael throws the suitcase between the elevator doors forcing them
to spring back - much to the disgust of its sole occupant, the
‘goon-for-hire’ security guard.

Stepping in, Kael lifts the suitcase and sets it down in the
back of the elevator.

KAEL
(politely)
Thank you.

The guard throws him an unimpressed look and pushes the BUTTON
for the TWENTY-FIRST floor. Kael follows, pressing for the
TWENTY-THIRD floor.

CUT TO:

INT. MANHATTAN LOFT APARTMENT - NIGHT

A CROWD has gathered to attend a private collectors EXHIBITION
of GRAFFITI ART WORK. The apartment is completely open-plan with
highly polished wood-flooring and simple, plain white walls.
‘Old-school’ hip-hop beats add the supporting audio texture.

SATINKA KURZWEIL muses over a complex, almost random piece of
ART. She’s in her early twenties, classically beautiful with
bleached blond dreadlocks caressing her back. A modern-day
urban, ‘Audrey Hepburn’.

She’s currently being bored to death by a dull looking ART
COLLECTOR, obviously twice her age and very obviously hitting on
her.

ART COLLECTOR
Marvelous isn‘t it.

Satinka lets out a polite smile as she takes a half glance at a
CLOCK. The critic turns to the artwork, his wide arm movements
exaggerating his enthusiasm.

ART COLLECTOR (cont’d)
The lack of brush strokes emphasizes
the raw, untamed...

Breaking his flow, Satinka sways a little as if to dramatically
faint.

ART COLLECTOR (cont’d)
Are you okay?

The Art Collector puts his arm out to steady her. She soberly
pulls herself away.



SATINKA
I'm fine. Too much champagne I guess.
Makes me go all... funny.

Eying for an exit.

SATINKA (cont’d)
I think I'1ll get some fresh air.

She swaggers off, blocking the critic before he has a chance to
offer his company.
INT. HOTEL - ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Kael looks coolly up at the ascending ELEVATOR NUMBERS, then at
the security guard.

KAEL
(breaking the ice)
Someone important on the twenty-first?

The goon-for-hire guard doesn’t respond. Kael gently shrugs and
looks back at the numbers.

INT. LOFT APARTMENTS - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Satinka struts towards a CLEANING TROLLY. Indiscreetly, she
ducks down and grabs a SMALL BLACK SHOULDER BAG from underneath
it.

Still strutting, Satinka searches around in the bag and pulls
out a SMALL COMMUNICATION DEVICE and places it inside her EAR.

SATINKA
(as if talking to herself)
Managed to pull myself away.

Satinka pauses, waiting for an answer. After a beat a girls
voice with a perfect London accent breaks the silence...

GIRL'S VOICE (FILTER)
Kael’s in the lift. It’s going to be
the twenty-first.

She sneaks into the FIRE ESCAPE and heads upwards to the ROOF.

INT. HOTEL - ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Kael follows the numbers up. They pass nineteen, then...



THUMP !
The elevator grinds to a halt, the CONTROL PANEL LIGHTS go out.

KAEL
(bad acting)
Oh man!

The security guard hammers the button for the TWENTY-FIRST
floor. Nothing.

KAEL (cont’d)
(bad acting)
Every time I stay here!

Kael approaches the panel and presses the button for the TWENTY-
FOURTH frantically.

SECURITY GUARD
Thought you were going to the twenty-
third.

Kael slows the pace of the button hammering.

KAEL
Oops.

He hammers the button one last time, then angles his elbow
towards the guard. Kael pulls back hard - smashing the guard
square in the face.

The guard flies to the back of the elevator. Kael, wasting no
time, grabs him around the neck and spins the limp body.

The guard drops to the floor - dead. The speed and efficiency of
his attack tells us this isn’t his first kill.

CUT TO:

INT. DARKENED VAN - ALLEYWAY OUTSIDE HOTEL - NIGHT

MAYA KAVANAGH is sat in the driver’s seat of a modern FORD VAN.
She’s a girl in her mid-twenties who holds a serious look, her
angular GLASSES distract from her perfect porcelain complexion.

The van’s cabin is lit up by the glow of a LAPTOP screen.

Partly in shot, the laptop shows a graphical representation of
the HOTEL ELEVATORS.



KAEL (FILTER)
Nice, Maya. Nineteenth floor. Just how
long were you planning on waiting?

Maya‘s serious expression breaks into a cheeky grin.

MAYA
Satinka’s on her way.

From her voice we can tell she’s the girl who previously
contacted Satinka.

EXT. LOFT APARTMENTS - ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Satinka exits from the fire escape. She runs to the far side of
the roof and begins to study the BUILDING OPPOSITE. The two
buildings are about the same height, though clearly built
generations apart. Satinka’s face is half illuminated by a NEON
HOTEL EMBLEM.

She pulls the bag from her back and grabs a SHORT METAL OBJECT,
about a foot in length. She twists and turns the object until it
snaps securely into what looks like a RIFLE.

Confidence runs like adrenaline through her veins as Satinka
aims the gun at the hotel and shoots.

A GUN-MOUNTED COIL containing a WIRE spins at high-velocity.

The DART flies through the air and attaches itself to the hotel
building.

Satinka twists the BUTT of the gun until it’s NINETY DEGREES
from the BARREL and places the SHOULDER REST to the roof. She
activates a SWITCH on the main body of the gun. From the
shoulder rest a drilling sound is heard.

She takes a second to pause, the drill stops.

Satinka checks that the gun base is fixed securely then begins
to hand wind the cable. Once taut, the wire forms a TIGHTROPE
between the two buildings.

Climbing up onto the lip of the building, she sidesteps to the
tightrope and takes a long look down, seemingly unafraid of the
thirty-storey drop.



INT. HOTEL - ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Kael has the suitcase open. Inside are a SMALL STEP LADDER and
an exact copy of the SECURITY GUARD'S UNIFORM. He grabs the
ladder, unfolds it, and hangs it from the ELEVATOR ESCAPE HATCH.

KAEL
Give me two minutes.

MAYA (FILTER)
Okay.

INT. DARKENED VAN - NIGHT

Maya looks into a SMALL MONITOR placed on the PASSENGERS SEAT. A
LIMO pulls up outside the hotel, followed by a BLACKED OUT VAN.

The van door opens and four BODYGUARDS in loose suits step out.
One approaches the Limo and opens the PASSENGER DOOR; the others
quickly scout the area.

Oout of the Limo steps DOCTOR CANA MURCH, a woman in her early
forties, tired loocking and a little resistant. Two of the
bodyguards flank her.

MAYA
Okay Guys, we're on.
INT. HOTEL - ELEVATOR - NIGHT
Kael is almost dressed in the security guard uniform. The
elevator escape hatch is still half open and the leg of the

security guard is clearly visible through it.

KAEL
Check.

EXT. LOFT APARTMENTS - ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Satinka foot-tests the tightrope, then turns her head to check
the wind.

SATINKA
Check.

Before she finishes the word, she’s running across the forty-
foot length of wire with all the balance of a feline.

It only takes seconds for her to reach the HOTEL ROOFTOP.



































































































