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INT. PRIVATE OFFICE BUILDING - NIGHT

BLACK. The screen is empty.

FOOTSTEPS ease into earshot, until they become clear as day.

A quick JINGLE of metal comes just before a door CRASHES 
open, the light of the room turning everything in front of it 
into a clean silhouette. An indistinguishable FRAME with a 
HAT walks through the opening, then SLAMMING the door behind 
it.

The FLICK of a match is heard, and the title flashes in front 
of the darkness:

HEADLINERS

A NEWSPAPER falls on top of the title. THE CHICAGO AMERICAN, 
the cover story reads “LOVING HUSBAND FOUND DEAD”

A FLASH OF WHITE

INT. CHICAGO SUBURBAN HOME, LIVING ROOM - DAY

As the white dissolves it reveals a WOMAN. Her pale SUN HAT 
hangs over the PRESS CAMERA that covers her face. A mild 
COMMOTION mumbles from behind her.

She moves the camera from her face to inspect whatever it is 
she’s capturing, revealing her wavy auburn hair, freckles, 
and green eyes.

DAVID (O.S.)
Betty!

BETTY (29) is the woman’s name. She snaps her head to the 
direction of the call.

DAVID (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Over here!

Betty gets up and walks toward David.

As she walks away from her spot, she reveals a bright red 
POOL OF BLOOD, fresh and popping on the white carpet. The 
rest of the room is well furnished and clean, with only a 
lamp shade slightly askew.

DAVID SCHULTZ (59) waves Betty over to him in the kitchen. He 
stands with a meager stature in his two-piece suit, holding a 
PEN and COMPOSITION NOTEBOOK. As Betty gets closer, his lack 
of height becomes more apparent.



KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

All the appliances of the kitchen are top line, yet very 
ordinary.

DAVID
Did you get that over there?

He speaks in a heavy New York accent.

BETTY
Yeah, I think the contrast will 
make it plenty clear.

DAVID
Well, Johnny Law’s gonna want that 
one, so make sure it exposes well. 
They said they’ve got a lot more 
stuff in the basement. Now, I’d go 
down with ya, but I’ve gotta get 
with the editor about these 
robberies. We can’t keep writing 
about ‘em every week.

BETTY
Why not?

DAVID
Can’t keep cluttering the paper 
with ‘em. People won’t read if it’s 
the same stories every paper.

BETTY
Alright, um. Well, you get on that. 
I can get Max to get me a ride back 
to the office.

DAVID
He ain’t sick of tagging along with 
you yet?

BETTY
(chuckles)

Even if he was, it doesn’t matter. 
We have a deal.

Betty smiles and David rolls his eyes. They part ways as 
Betty heads to the stairwell on the other side of the 
kitchen.

2.



BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

The basement is less lavish than the ground floor, with 
concrete walls and a cast iron, wood-burning stove beside the 
stairwell.

Betty walks down the steps with her camera pressed against 
her chest as 2 MEN, one in a police uniform, STAN TAYLOR (36) 
and the other in a BUSH HAT and a tan DUSTER with the collar 
popped, MAX DONOHUE (32).

Stan has a embroidered SHIELD on his chest that reads CHIEF 
CHICAGO POLICE.

Max’s face is long and chiseled, with eyes that reek of sleep 
deprivation. Max holds a tattered leather JOURNAL, which he 
periodically scribbles in.

They’re sitting across from Anabelle (23).

ANABELLE
I already told Officer Taylor here 
that I came home to his bloody hand 
peeking about the couch cushions-

She stops and her eyes dart to Betty, bewildered.

Betty stops in her tracks once she realizes she’s being 
watched, and looks back with a confused, furrowed brow.

The men look up from the table after the Anabelle stops mid-
sentence, and turn around to see what she’s glaring at.

MAX
(to Betty)

Oh, it’s just you. There’s blood on 
the walls. The areas are marked.

Betty strides to one of the markers and starts getting her 
camera together. Max turns back around.

MAX (CONT’D)
That’s the press photographer, 
she’s harmless. Now where were we.

Anabelle holds her stare for a moment, a vile expression 
begins to form before she snaps back to Max.

ANABELLE
Oh, yes, yes. I-I just found his 
body, all bloody and shot up after 
I got home.
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She glances at the table, then back to Max, who is mostly 
expressionless, writing down in the journal.

MAX
Mhm. Ma’am, could you repeat to me 
where you told Officer Taylor you 
were at this morning?

ANABELLE
I told him I was at the nail salon.

There’s a bit of a tweak on the left side of her lips as she 
speaks. Once done with her response, she looks away with some 
mild irritation, unhappy to be repeating herself.

MAX
Could I get the name of the nail 
salon?

Anabelle opens her mouth to speak.

BETTY
Hey, Stan. You didn’t mark this 
open gun safe.

Max and Stan turn around to look at her.

MAX
The what?

Betty brings the camera up to her face

BETTY
There’s an open gun safe here with 
no marker. Wouldn’t that be 
considered evidence?

She takes a picture of it.

Both men stand up get a look at what she’s on about. Anabelle 
sits quietly, looking around.

MAX
Did you note this, Stan?

Stan quickly flips through his pad.

STAN
Uh, no, not that I know of. Guess 
the boys missed it.

Betty starts glancing around for more markers, then stops 
when her eyes meet the one at the bottom of the stairwell.
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BETTY
(pointing)

One of the blood markers is right 
where you would be when you come 
down the stairs.

Max looks at the marker, then at the safe, then at the woman. 
She’s sunk a bit in her chair.

Betty walks closer to the blood splatter on the wall.

She stares it up and down, and sees an indent in the concrete 
wall beside one of the blood stains. She sticks her finger in 
it, then turns back to the safe.

BETTY (CONT’D)
This has gotta be a bullet hole. 
I’d say the angle points to that 
safe. Maybe a burglar opened the 
safe, got the gun, and shot him 
here?

MAX
Hm. Maybe . . . Maybe.

He glares at Anabelle, who’s still sunk into the chair, but 
now has a look of rage toward Betty.

Stan is writing in his PAD, and Max leaves his side to sit 
back down in his chair.

He stares Anabelle down.

MAX (CONT’D)
Could you tell me the combination 
to that safe, ma’am. For police 
purposes.

ANABELLE
I-I don’t have it.

She shrugs and shakes her head, her lip twitches again.

Max’s eyes shift to her lips. He nods his head.

MAX
So your husband was the only one 
that had it?

ANABELLE
(looking away)

He didn’t trust me with the guns.
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MAX
(slightly nodding)

I think I understand why.

He leans in closer to her. His brow furrowed and his eyes 
squinted, slightly. He looks down.

MAX (CONT’D)
Your nails look a bit unpolished...

He regains eye contact. Her lips quiver.
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