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FADE IN:

INT. POLICE CRUISER - DAY

OFFICER WALSH (38), stocky with a young face, scans the road 
while he drives with an almost childlike anticipation. His 
partner, OFFICER MURPHY (42), adjusts a knob on the radio. A 
rock song, a pop song, newscast. He stops there.

WALSH
Was that your first time or what?

MURPHY
No, I’ve testified before. This one 
was just... more.

WALSH
Fuckin’ monster.

MURPHY
He wasn’t really a monster, just--

WALSH
Listen, you catch your girl with a 
another guy, you call her a slut. 
You fuckin’ yell, you throw shit. 
That’s what a normal person does. 
You don’t bust his skull in with a 
wine bottle. That’s a monster. 
Shit, it ain’t like the movies. 
Those things don’t break. One hit 
and I’d be out. But he kept going. 
And it wasn’t his first time, 
right?

MURPHY
Killing someone, yeah. He’d had 
some priors for assault. Mostly bar 
fights. I’m not excusing what he 
did. I’m just saying that he wasn’t 
born that way. It’s the his dad 
beat him story. It’s cliche, but 
it’s how it is.

WALSH
Only a matter of time. Fucking 
monster. I don’t care if his dad 
beat him, at some point, that shit 
becomes a choi--

Walsh hones in on a white four-door in front of them.

WALSH
Wait, hold... Expired tags.
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MURPHY

Let’s just head--

Walsh flips the lights. Smirks at Murphy. Murphy sighs.

He turns the mounted laptop toward him, eyes the car, types.

INT. WHITE CAR - DAY

Red and blue lights light up the rearview mirror. LEVI 
CLAYTON (33) pounds the steering wheel in irritation.
BECCA CLAYTON (32) shakes her head. She grabs her purse from 
the floor, pulls out a perfume bottle, sprays it in the air, 
in the back seat.

Levi coughs.

BECCA
I told you about those tags. What’d 
I say?

LEVI
Would you stop?

Levi pulls the car to the side. Shoves the shifter into 
park. Slumps back into his chair.

Becca shoves her perfume back in. Grabs her purse. Fingers 
through it, pulls out her id. She sets it in her lap.

BECCA
Get your shit ready.

Levi sets his jaw in irritation. Takes a deep breath.

LEVI
I can’t fucking afford this right 
now.

BECCA
Well, you’re gonna have to.

Levi flips the window switch while he eyes Becca.

Walsh strolls up to the window, leans over. He has a routine 
comfort about him.

WALSH
Good evening, folks. You’re driving 
with expired tags.

LEVI
We just noticed, we were--
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BECCA

Thank you so much. We’re going 
tomorrow for sure, just a little--

LEVI
(to Becca)

Please, just stop.

Walsh shifts. Sizes up Levi and Becca.

He sniffles, leans in a bit, takes a whiff. He puts his hand 
on his belt.

Levi, looks forward, nervous. He reaches down the right side 
of his seat.

CLOSE ON LEVI’S HAND

It fiddles with the seat belt buckle.

EXT. STREET SHOULDER - SAME TIME

Walsh’s eyes shift.

WALSH
Sir, please put your hands where I 
can see them.

Levi throws his hands up. Walsh flinches, puts his hand on 
his firearm. Holds his other hand out to signal to stop.

WALSH
Sir, please be calm right now.

LEVI
(irritated)

I’m calm.

WALSH
Sir, have you had anything to smoke 
or drink tonight?

LEVI
No, officer.

Walsh steps back, tense.

WALSH
Can you please step out of the car?

LEVI
No, come on. We don’t have to do--
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WALSH

Sir, I don’t want to repeat myself.

LEVI
Look, I’m sorry, just give me a 
ticket, I’ll go tomorrow.

WALSH
Sir.

Levi reaches into his pocket. Walsh unclips his firearm. 
Levi looks down at his pocket.

Becca stares out at Walsh, her expression worried.

BECCA
Baby, just.

LEVI
No, I’ll get my--

Levi reaches into his pocket, his movement rapid.

Walsh pulls his firearm, holds it to his side.

Levi oblivious, whips his hands out.

WALSH
Sir, no--

INT. POLICE CRUISER - DAY

Murphy write pulls a ticket from a pad, he hits a couple 
buttons on the computer--

POP. POP. POP.

Murphy startles, his attention shoots to the car.

Walsh fires rounds into the car.

Murphy throws his door open.

EXT. STREET SHOULDER - DAY

Murphy rushes to the white car.

Walsh, shifts back and forth, his gun extended. Becca 
screams and yelps.

Murphy runs up to the passenger window. A bit of red drips 
down the side of the white door.
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MURPHY

What the fuck happened.

Walsh’s body is filled with tension. Oblivious to 
everything, absorbed in the moment.

WALSH
You hands out! Get your fucking 
hands!

Murphy peers into the car.

CLOSE ON LEVI

He leans over, his eyes barely open. His white shirt stained 
red. Becca grabs his arm, touches his face, cries.

BECCA
You killed him! You killed him! Oh 
my god, no, baby.

WALSH
Stop moving, stop!

Murphy scans the situation. He opens the side door, grabs 
Becca’s arm, leads her out.

Walsh’s eyes bounce between Murphy and bloodied Levi.

He pants, sweat on his face. His movements frantic and 
tense.

Murphy leads Becca to the sidewalk by the arm. He lowers her 
to sit on the ground.

Murphy walks with caution to Walsh. He has a practiced calm 
about him, he puts his hand on Walsh’s arm, guides it down.

Walsh lowers his weapon, peers into Murphy’s eyes.

CLOSE ON WALSH

His eyes filled with fear, panic, confusion. They dart 
around, unable to fix on one thing. They come back to meet 

ANGLE ON MURPHY

He looks at him with the intentional calm you’d look at a 
rabid dog with.

MURPHY
Back to the car. Call in a code 3.
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WALSH

Fuck. Fuck!

Walsh walks past Murphy, bumps his shoulder.

WALSH (O.S.)
Fuck!

Murphy reaches into the car.

INT. WHITE CAR - SAME TIME

Murphy touches Levi’s neck. Sighs.

He leans in further, reaches down to Levi’s hand near his 
pocket.

CLOSE ON LEVI’S POCKET

A small black object pokes out. Murphy reaches to it, pulls 
the pocket open.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Murphy, in plain clothes, sites across form two men in their 
40s wearing business casual, RICHTER and STEVENSON. One of 
them writes on a form. The other types on his laptop.

RICHTER
Based on yours and Officer Walsh’s 
account, it seems Officer Walsh 
acted in self defense. Do you agree 
with that assessment?

Murphy opens his mouth to speak. Pauses for a moment.

MURPHY
He had a knife in his pocket. He 
said he reached--

RICHTER
We have Officer Walsh’s account. 
Based on what you saw at the scene, 
do you agree with our assessment? 
Would you have done the same?

MURPHY
Yes. I don’t know.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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