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OVER BLACK:
HEAR Jessica’s voice —-

JESSICA (V.O.)
New York may be the city that never
sleeps...

EXT. HELL'S KITCHEN - STREET CORNER - NIGHT (N1)

A BEAUTIFUL, MOODY, CINEMATIC SHOT - POV FROM HALF BLOCK AWAY
- ON A WOMAN, 40, leaning on a streetlight. Waiting. She
wears a long coat. Heels. Average looks, yet the lighting
makes her look sexy.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... But it sure as hell sleeps
around...

A MAN comes up behind her. Kisses her neck. Startles her.
Then she sees him, kisses him passionately.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... Not that I'm complaining.
Cheaters are good for business.

As we HEAR the CLICK of a camera --
EXT. HIGH LINE PARK - THE DODGY END - NIGHT (N1)

Where the rail line has yet to be converted into a park.
We're still in that CINEMATIC MOOD as the Man helps the Woman
over some rails, moonlight silhouetting them - CLICK --

JESSICA (V.O.)
A big part of the job is looking
for the worst in people. Turns out
I excel at that.

EXT. UNDER A TRESTLE - SERIES OF QUICK POPS - NIGHT (N1)

[NOTE: As the photos are taken, they go from cinematic, to
less cinematic, to totally down and dirty, including
cellulite, belly tire. Two middle-aged people attempting to
live out an erotic fantasy. It’s probably awesome... in
their minds. It turns into, well, something between funny
and grotesque. A visual representation of Jessica seeing the
worst in folks.]

JESSICA (V.O.)
Clients hire me to find dirt...

——- He hoists her up against a pillar, the Woman’'s skirt is up
around her waist. The Man’s pants, down around his ankles.
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—— ON his bare butt. Her bare thighs. As much boob as we
can show. There’s some stumbling and groping --

—— Her on her knees in front of him, trying not to get her dress
filthy. Him standing over her, trying to keep his balance.

—-— Him hoisting her knees over his shoulders (or something
awkwardly gymnastic). It begins to get a little ridiculous.

—-—- POV THROUGH CAMERA - we're not sure what they’'re trying to
do now. Doesn’t look like they’re achieving it. Camera
tilts to try to make sense of it.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... And I find it. Which shouldn’t
surprise them. But it does...

-— LAST SHOT (taken from HIGH ABOVE - if we’re looking
closely, we might wonder how the hell the photographer got
that angle). They’re naked from the waist up. Their faces
contorted in the throes of ecstasy. It ain’t pretty --

INT. JESSICA'S BUILDING - HALLWAY - DAY (D2)

The hallway tells us this building has seen better days, but
is clean, livable. The hallway is lined with wooden
residential doors --

POV - THE DOOR AT THE FAR END OF THE HALL

It’s the only door with a window in its upper half. The
frosted glass reads: ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS.

Through the glass, we see the silhouette of a VERY LARGE MAN
pacing in the office. HEAR his muffled VOICE, irate. We
can't make out what he's saying, but his anger is evident.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... Knowing it’s real means they
gotta make a decision. One, do
something about it...

We now see a WOMAN'’S SHADOW (JESSICA’S) stepping up to the
Very Large Man. She’s barely half his size. But her body
language says she’s not intimidated.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... Or two, keep denying it. Shoot
the messenger. Tell me I'm getting
off on ruining their already shitty
lives...

Suddenly, THE VERY LARGE MAN grabs the Woman by the neck.
LIFTS HER UP - it'’s unclear what happens next as --



JESSICA (V.O.)
... Option two rarely pans out.

CRASH! The door's window SHATTERS as the Very Large Man flies
halfway through it, collapsing over the frame. From his hand
drop a few 8x10 PHOTOS. They flutter to the floor. SEE that
high angle pic of the lovers’ faces in the throes of ecstasy.

JESSICA JONES, 29, appears behind Very Large Man, pissed —--

JESSICA
And then there's the matter of your
bill.

(We may wonder how exactly she put him through a window.)
Off his GROAN --
EXT. HELL'S KITCHEN - DAY (D2)

FOLLOW JESSICA through the streets of Hell's Kitchen, passing
lots of construction. Colorful stores. Happy people.
Optimism. None of that is evident in Jessica's cynical
expression. She’s sardonic, tough as nails, but innately
cool and sexy, partly because she could give a damn about
being either. She strides with purpose wherever she goes...

JESSICA (V.O.)
People do bad shit. I just avoid
getting involved with them in the
first place...

She's about to cross the street but stops for a BUS to pass --
ON THE SIDE OF THE BUS - an advertisement for a radio show
called "Trish Talk." Jessica watches the photo of TRISH'S
SMILING FACE drive by. A flicker of emotion crosses
Jessica's expression.
JESSICA (V.O.)
(hint of sadness)
Works for me... most of the time.
She shakes it off, crosses...
EXT. SLEEK MIDTOWN SKYSCRAPER - DAY (D2) (TO ESTABLISH)
An expensive address.

INT. HOGARTH, CHAO AND BENOWITZ - LOBBY - DAY (D2)

Jessica exits the elevator into this swank law firm, feeling
out of place amid all this wealth and power.
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At the reception desk, HOGARTH'S ASSISTANT, PAM, 26, talks
with an ELDERLY RECEPTIONIST. Pam’s professional attire does
nothing to conceal that she is smoking hot and stacked.

She’s surprised to see Jessica. Though Jessica scares her a
little, Pam subtly blocks her path --

PAM
Jessica, did Ms. Hogarth ask you to
come by?

JESSICA
Yep.

PAM

You're lying, aren’t you?

JESSICA
Yep.

Before Pam can usher Jessica out, Jessica sees --

JERI HOGARTH, late 40’'s. She sweeps past, impeccably
dressed, calmly intimidating. She’s smart as hell, laughs on
the inside, never aloud. She doesn’t stop or slow down for
Jessica, who veers around Pam and keeps pace with Hogarth.

As they cross the lobby --

JESSICA

Got anything for me?
HOGARTH

I thought you didn’t like or trust me.
JESSICA

(forgot she said that)

I meant... lawyers in general...

HOGARTH

Yes, “Scumbag henchmen for
corporate America.”

(off Jessica’s shrug)
We just hired a full time
investigator.

JESSICA
Whoever he is, he’s not as good as me.

HOGARTH
Hence my having offered you the
job. Which you rejected.

JESSICA
Wasn’t personal. I just prefer
freelance. No ties --



HOGARTH
So you said, with an impressive
string of expletives...

Hogarth descends the elegant stairs to the floor below --

JESSICA
Is being drunk an excuse?

—— She follows Hogarth down --

HOGARTH
It’'s a matter of professionalism.
You'’re erratic, volatile --

JESSICA
-- Effective. You've brought me
eight jobs no one else could
deliver. I did.

HOGARTH
Which is why I've overlooked
several complaints, and have kept
your... methods confidential --

[NOTE: Hogarth is referring to Jessica’s “gifts.” Which she
knows about. Jessica knows she knows. And doesn’t like it.]

Jessica gets in her face. Hogarth doesn’t flinch; very
little scares this lady.

JESSICA
-- You're not protecting me, you're
protecting an asset.
(leaning in)
You need me and my “methods.”

Hogarth is stone-faced. These two are evenly matched.
Jessica straightens.

JESSICA
Look, I'm not gonna beg you for a
case.
(beat)
I will ask, though, very
strongly...

Long beat, finally Hogarth heads toward her office...

HOGARTH
I need a summons served to the
owner of several gentleman’s clubs,
his name is Gregory Spheeris...



INT. HOGARTH'S OFFICE (STAGE) (CONTINUOUS) - DAY (D2)

Jessica enters behind Hogarth. It’s a traditionally elegant
office, great view, not a pillow out of place. Hogarth picks
up a sheaf of papers --

HOGARTH
... An exotic dancer fell off the
stage when a pole came loose.
Severe concussion, some permanent
brain damage. Spheeris claims she
was always that stupid --

JESSICA
—-- And you're repping who?

HOGARTH
The dancer, of course.

JESSICA
(not buying it)
The poor, brain damaged dancer?
And... ?

HOGARTH
... Other parties interested in Mr.
Spheeris’s property.

JESSICA
Phew. I questioned my world view
for a second there.

HOGARTH
(ignoring the dig)
Spheeris’s bodyguards make him very
difficult to serve.
(offers the sheaf of papers)
Your specialty.

Hogarth looks at her. Jessica looks right back at her.

JESSICA
This has gone a long way toward me
liking and trusting you.

—— As she takes the summons and heads out. A hint of
frustration flickers in Hogarth's face; she wants more from
Jessica than a mere summons.

EXT. JESSICA’'S BUILDING - SUNSET (D2) (TO ESTABLISH)

A six story building on 11TH AVE at 50th, housing both
businesses and residences.
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Hasn’t seen a paint brush in years. The retail on the ground
floor is nothing fancy; maybe a small grocery, dry cleaner,
Vietnamese take out.

SECRETARY (0.C.)
Gregory Spheeris’s office...

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - BATHROOM - DAY (D2)

CLOSE ON JESSICA’S LAPTOP balanced precariously on the sink.
Several pages open:

-— A PHOTO of a COLLEGE COLOR GUARD TEAM, circa 1999.

—— FACEBOOK PHOTO of two men in shiny suits, arm in arm.
One, middle-eastern (Jamshahi), the other, large, white
(SPHEERIS).

—-- A business directory, company employee lists, etc.

JESSICA (0.C.)
(urgent whisper)

Hi. I'm - I'm calling from Cal

Jamshahi’s office --

INCLUDE JESSICA who sits on the toilet, cell phone to her ear.

SECRETARY (0.C.)
What happened to Valerie?

JESSICA
I'm temping. My name is Karen...
Karen Accord and --

SECRETARY (0.C.)
No it’s not.

JESSICA
Yes it is.

SECRETARY (0.C.)
From the Vanderbilt color guard?

JESSICA
What? Yes —--

SECRETARY (0.C.)
This is Magda Simms!

JESSICA
Oh my God, Magda - thank God. You
have to help me!

10
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SECRETARY (0.C.)
Why? Why are you whispering?

JESSICA
Jamshahi is screaming at me.
Screaming, and I can’t open his
calendar --

SECRETARY (0.C.)
Jamshahi screams at everyone.
Don't take it pers --

JESSICA
—- Now he’s screaming about meeting
up with Mr. Spheeris and I don't
know where or when --

SECRETARY (0.C.)
Mr. Spheeris doesn’t have any
meetings today --

JESSICA
It’'s not a meeting, it’s a... I
can’'t read his writing - lunch?
Dinner? Ohmygod, he’s coming --

SECRETARY (0.C.)
... Could it be drinks? Tomorrow,
seven p.m.? He didn’t say Jamshahi
would be there --

JESSICA
That has to be it. Where?

SECRETARY (0.C.)
Soho House, but it’s members only --

JESSICA
—— I'11 call you back!

She hangs up. Pleased. Then reaches for toilet paper... the
roll is empty. Sigh.

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - BEDROOM - LATE NIGHT (N2)

Jessica enters, finishing a glass of whiskey. She
contemplates the bed and the nightmares that come with sleep.

Then she quickly strips down to her undies (boy briefs) and
tank before she changes her mind about going to bed --

CLOSE ON JESSICA’'S FACE as she falls back onto the pillow. A
breath. Eyes closed. Beat - eyes still closed but her
expression tells us she’s far from asleep.

11



12

13

14

JESSICA
Goddamnit.

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE - NIGHT (N2)

ON A BLACK DUFFEL as it plops onto the desk. Jessica
(dressed now) loads her stakeout gear into the duffel:
camera, cold weather gear, crossword puzzle --

JESSICA (V.O.)
In my line of work, you gotta know
when to walk away...

She fills a LARGE FLASK with cheap WHISKEY, packs the flask.
Then grabs up the duffel --

JESSICA (V.O.)

... But some cases just won’'t let

you go...
EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD BAR (LUKE’S) - NIGHT (N2)
THROUGH THE FRONT WINDOW we can see that it’s a dive bar, but
clean, warm. Several regulars in there. Drunks. Maybe some
shady business dealings. Coupla frat boys slumming it.
REVERSE TO FIND JESSICA - standing across the street, duffel
over her shoulder, looking into the bar’s picture window at
someone. We don’t yet know whom.
Then she glances up and down the street, no one there --

—- And suddenly, she jumps up and out of frame.

TIME CUT TO:
EXT. 3RD FLOOR LEDGE - NIGHT (N2)

FIND JESSICA perched on a ledge that would only be accessible
to a “gifted” person. She’s set up for a stakeout: Has
donned the cold weather gear, and the camera, crossword
puzzle, and flask are by her side. 1It’'s tedious and cold.

She uses her camera to peer down at the bar. Nothing
happening. Bored, and somewhat drunk, she looks into some
APARTMENT WINDOWS in the building opposite her.

JESSICA'S POV - IN ONE OF THE WINDOWS, an OVERWEIGHT WOMAN
sweats profusely on the treadmill. Then she climbs off and
grabs up her FAST FOOD BAG, from which she pulls out a
quarter pounder and chows down --

ON JESSICA - as she shakes her head with disappointment.
She’s seen the Overweight Woman do this before.

12

13

14
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JESSICA (V.O.)
... Two minutes on the treadmill,
twenty minutes on a quarter
pounder...

JESSICA'S POV - IN ANOTHER WINDOW, a MAN puts a woman’s
stiletto heel to his nose and inhales deeply --

JESSICA
Ew.

—- Suddenly, the door opens behind the shoe sniffer, his
girlfriend enters. He subtly tosses the shoe away, and
embraces her like he’s a normal human being.

We hear a light BEEP. It’s Jessica'’s cell phone alarm clock.
She stops it. Refocuses on the bar below --

JESSICA'S POV - NEIGHBORHOOD BAR (LUKE'S)

—- Closing time. A very big, very muscular African American
man exits (mid-30’'s). He’s also very handsome. We’ll come
to know him as LUKE CAGE. A hot woman, GINA (30), exits too,
drapes herself on him as he locks up. She’s African
American, chicly-dressed, but lotsa leg and booty.

BACK ON JESSICA - as she grabs her camera - focuses on them
as they head to the corner of the building.

JESSICA (V.O.)
(surprised re: woman)
Same girl twice?

They stop at Luke’s apartment door. Clearly, Gina wants to
go up with him. Luke hesitates... he seems ambivalent.
Tired. Jessica’s concerned --

JESSICA
You can do it, man...

Gina whispers something to Luke. He nods, then holds the

door open for her. The two enter. Jessica is relieved.
Nods to herself. Good. That’s good.

A LIGHT goes on in —--

JESSICA’S POV - LUKE'S THIRD FLOOR APARTMENT

Luke enters with Gina. She kisses him, then excuses herself
to the bathroom. We STAY ON LUKE as he stands at the window,

alone. He inhales.

PUSH IN ON HIS FACE - there’'s something sad in it. He closes
his eyes a beat.
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PUSH IN ON JESSICA'S FACE - Her heart sinking as she takes in
his sadness - it stings her to the core. She, too, closes
her eyes... a long beat.

A MAN'S LIPS MOVE INTO FRAME, CLOSE TO HER EAR, his voice
taunting, seductive, British accent...

BRITISH MAN
You want to do it, you know you do...

Jessica’s eyes bolt OPEN. Eyes darting, short of breath.
Trying to calm herself --

JESSICA
(whispers, reciting)
Main Street. Birch Street.
Higgins Drive. Cobalt Lane...

It’'s a grounding ritual. It starts to work. Her breathing
evens out. She chases it with a deep chug from her flask.
Beat, then looks back to —-

JESSICA'S POV - GINA

—-- Exits Luke'’s bathroom, wearing nothing but her lacy thong
and bra. Luke turns, rising to the occasion. He pulls his
shirt off, more clothes come off, as he lowers her to the
bed, his head moving between her legs --

BACK ON JESSICA - as she turns away, ashamed at playing the
voyeur. Off her, emptying the flask...

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - BEDROOM - DAY (D3)

ON JESSICA'S SLEEPING FACE. Well, more like passed-out face.
Another empty fifth on the bed stand.

HEAR ABOVE - yelling, stomping. A couple fighting. Not
opening her eyes, she grabs a BOOT from the floor, FLINGS it
up to the ceiling - BAM, it hits, plaster dust falls. The
yelling stops.

Slowly, she pries her eyes open. Stares at the new DIVOT in
the ceiling. There are now a total of three divots.

She sits up - in briefs and a tank. Grabs her cell. 1It’s
dead. She attached it to the cord... forgot to plug it in.

JESSICA
Shit.

—— As she plugs it in, she hears a NOISE - this time from
INSIDE her apartment. Alert now, she pulls on some jeans --

15
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INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - KITCHEN (CONTINUOUS) - DAY (D3) 16

—- Jessica cautiously peers into the kitchen to FIND a tall,
very skinny African American man, MALCOLM, early 30’s. Hair
matted. Arms needle-marked. A junkie.

He stands at the counter, his head resting on the upper
cabinet. A knife in his hand with generic peanut butter on
it. A slice of white bread waiting. He nodded off.

JESSICA
Goddamnit, Malcolm.

He awakens, dazed and confused.

MALCOLM
Why are you in my apartment?

JESSICA
This is my apartment.

MALCOLM
(beat, re: Peanut Butter)
That's why it’s not crunchy.

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE - DAY (D3) 17

Jessica pushes Malcolm to her partially ajar (he left it
open), broken door.

MALCOLM
Your door’s broken.

JESSICA
I hadn’t noticed.

MALCOLM
You use sarcasm to distance people.

JESSICA
And yet you’re still here.
(yanking the door open)
Go the hell home.

MAN'’S VOICE
Excuse me?

She turns to find a Midwestern couple, BOB AND BARBARA
SHLOTTMAN (50’s) approaching to knock.

BOB
You wouldn’t be... Jessica Jones?

Jessica’s guarded; are they selling or proselytizing?



JESSICA
... Yeah...
BOB
We tried to call.
JESSICA
My phone’s been acting up.
BARBARA
But you are Jessica Jones? Private
investigator?

Jessica nods confirmation. They look at Malcolm warily.
quickly shoves him out into the hall. As he heads off...

JESSICA
Yes. I'm a private investigator.

BARBARA
I'm Barbara Shlottman, this is my
husband, Bob. We flew in from
Omaha to find our missing daughter.

BOB
Honey, Hope’s not ‘missing’ if she
still calls us once a week.

BARBARA
He thinks I'm over-reacting.

BOB
And wasting money --

BARBARA
(snapping)
—— She could be in a cult!

Silence. Obviously, they’'re stressed. Jessica opens the

door wider for them. As they enter, Bob studies the door..

BOB
Looks like you stripped your screws.

JESSICA
Wouldn’t be the first time.

—— As she shows them in --

JESSICA (PRE-LAP)
Start at the beginning.

13.

She
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INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE - DAY (D3) (MOMENTS LATER)

Jessica sits behind her desk. Barbara sits in front of her.
But Bob has pulled out a Swiss Army pocket knife with an
absurd number of tools in it, trying to align the door as --

BARBARA
Hope is at NYU on an athletic
scholarship. Track and field, team
captain...

—— As she pulls out a PICTURE, slides it to Jessica. INSERT
THE PHOTO - HOPE SHLOTTMAN, 20, a cute, corn-fed girl posing
on one knee in NYU’s purple track team uniform --

BARBARA
A month ago she called to say she
was taking time off. Which wasn’'t
like her at all. She moved out of
her apartment, we don’t know where.
But when she quit the team, we got
on a plane —--

BOB
(to Jessica)
—— Do you have a level? I could
hang this straight --

BARBARA
—— She doesn’t have a level, Bob.
(to Jessica)
We went to the police, but they
said there’s no evidence of a crime
being committed. Someone there
recommended we contact you.

Jessica looks up, surprised.

JESSICA
The police referred you? To me?

BARBARA
Why? Would that be unusual?

JESSICA
(ves)
Not at all. Has Hope had any
problems in the past?

BARBARA
God no. She'’'s always been
incredibly disciplined --
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BOB
What about epoxy? I could glue the
screws in, it’d be temporary but --

BARBARA
Bob, stop with the damn door! --

BOB
—-- And leave a woman living alone
in this city with no lock? No
door? It’s not safe!

He's obviously upset about more than the door. Jessica is
moved by it. She opens a drawer, pulls out some Elmer’s,
walks it over to Bob.

BOB
That won't work.

So much for reaching out. Off her heading back to her desk --

JESSICA
My rate is hourly, plus expenses.
I'll get a standard contract.

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE - DAY (D3) (LATER)

Jessica sits at her desk with seriously bad posture. She
drinks whiskey from a glass and eats a peanut butter sandwich
on white bread (lunch) as she surfs the web --

JESSICA
ee. Shlottmans...

As she types - reads - we INTERCUT between Jessica and --
INSERT THE LAPTOP SCREEN

FLASH past various images of DOCUMENTS, REAL ESTATE RECORDS,
A FAMILY PHOTO taken a year ago, of Bob, Barb, Hope and
little brother, OWEN, 11. Another of Bob on a construction
site in a hard hat. Barbara in a boring company photo.
FACEBOOK POSTS, etc...

JESSICA (V.O.)
Bob, general contractor. Barbara,
accountant. ©Not wealthy, but
legit. Son, Owen. Daughter,
Hope...

Almost every picture of Hope is a high school or NYU sports
shot.
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JESSICA (V.O.)
Track, track, more track...
(found something)

... Friend...

PUSH IN ON ONE PARTICULAR PHOTO - a selfie of Hope with her
best friend, MEI, 20, Chinese American, slightly round.
Smiling. Hugging...

Off Jessica having found her next step...

EXT. BROOKLYN STREET - DAY (D3) 20

Lots of young, studious people, older academics and
intellectuals. Jessica checks addresses.

She finds the number on a building, something a student could
afford. Someone’s exiting, Jessica stops the door, enters --

INT. HOPE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - HALLWAY - DAY (D3) 21

Jessica knocks on the door. ©No answer. She knocks a little
louder. No answer. Looking both ways, she turns the knob -
FORCING IT OPEN with superhuman strength...

INT. HOPE’S APARTMENT (CONTINUOUS) - DAY (D3) 22

Jessica enters - freezes. TWO STUDENTS (MEI & RAJ), look up
from where they’re studying, both wearing EAR BUDS. Beat.

JESSICA
... It was open.

TIME CUT TO:
INT. HOPE'S APARTMENT - DAY (D3) (MOMENTS LATER) 23

POV THROUGH HANDHELD CAMERA - ECU ON JESSICA’'S FACE. She
looks directly at camera.

JESSICA
Stop shooting.

PULL OUT TO REVEAL RAJ, film student - wearing a GO PRO on
his head.

RAJ
I'm making an experimental, time
lapse film of a year in my life.

JESSICA
Riveting.
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MEI - the same girl in the photo with Hope - plops down on
the couch.

MET
(re: Raj)
I found him on Craig’s List. I
suddenly needed a roommate so...
thanks a lot Hope.

JESSICA
You're pissed at her.

Mei gives her a look re: Raj. Um, yeah. Raj moves closer.

JESSICA
Seriously, lose the camera Coppola.

RAJ
I can’'t. It’s one continuous shot.

There are no cuts.
Jessica pulls the camera off of his head.

JESSICA
Found a cut.

RAJ
You destroyed my art.

JESSICA
Mercy killing.
(to Mei)
Where’s Hope’s stuff?

METI
She told me to sell it for rent.
Made a whole ninety-eight bucks.

RAJ
There’'s a box of her leftover junk
in my closet.

Jessica’s look to him says, “go the hell get it.” Still
devastated about his opus being interrupted, Raj leaves.
Jessica picks up a FRAMED photo - the selfie of Mei and Hope.

Mei, irritated, takes it from her as --
MET
She’s not missing, you know. She'’s

just holed up with that guy --

JESSICA
There’s a guy?
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MET
Of course, there’s a guy. Why else
would a best friend crap on you?

JESSICA
She didn’t tell her parents about
him.

MET

They only talk about track.

Raj re-enters with the box. Sets it in front of Jessica.
She goes through it. Buncha junk, torn sweatpants. She
pulls out some old mail as --

JESSICA
This guy have a name? A job?
MET
All she’d tell me was, “He'’s
amazing.” I mean, did she think I
was going to steal him?
(rising)

Look, she met a guy. Case solved.

—— And Mei walks out. Jessica watches her go, feels for her.
Then turns back to the mail - sorts through it, finds a
CREDIT CARD STATEMENT. Meanwhile, Raj has been
surreptitiously turning his Go Pro back on. Without looking
at him --

JESSICA
Turn that thing on and I’1ll pull your
underwear through your eye.

——- As she pockets the credit card statement and she rises.
She heads out leaving Raj bereft that he didn’t catch that
line on film.

SLAM - Jessica’'s gone. Beat. The door swings open again.
Lock’s broken --

JESSICA (V.O.)
Students. They’re too young to
realize they're a cliche...

EXT. MEATPACKING DISTRICT - SOHO HOUSE VALET - NIGHT (N3)

A beautiful ASTON MARTIN ROARS up to the valet station and
stops. As the VALET climbs out --

JESSICA (V.O.)
... Speaking of cliches...
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—- And hands the keys to its owner, SPHEERIS, 60, who exits
the building with two BODYGUARDS. We might recognize him
from the earlier photo on Jessica’s laptop. O0Oily, arrogant,
thinks he’s cool. 1Isn't.

He climbs into his Aston Martin alone. The Bodyguards wait
for their SUV, which has a few cars in front of it. Spheeris
doesn’t wait for them. He SCREECHES away and floors it the
fifty yards up the street to --

—--— A STOP SIGN. He brakes obnoxiously. [NOTE: No one else
is around, it’s dark - the Bodyguards, presumably, are still
waiting on their SUV. ]

JESSICA (0.C.)
Excuse me -—-

—— As she leans in the passenger side window so he can't
drive away --

JESSICA
I said, excuse me... do you know
the way to the Chrysler Building?

He starts to drive - moves an inch to get her to back off.

SPHEERIS
It’s called Google Maps, moron —--

—— But then he sees the SUBPOENA in her hand - looks at the

subpoena, looks at her - suddenly he SLAMS the gas pedal
down. The car LURCHES forward - but jerks to a STOP.

Spheeris, confused, looks in --
SPHEERIS’'S POV - THE REAR VIEW MIRROR

-— He (and we) SEE Jessica standing behind his car on the
passenger side. He peers out the driver’s side window --

SPHEERIS’'S POV - HIS REAR TIRES SPINNING MID-AIR
The car has been lifted five inches off the ground.

SPHEERIS
(utterly confused)
What the hell is this?

He looks from the tires, to Jessica who stands behind the
car. We can’t see it, but it’s clear - she’s holding the
rear wheels aloft. This is the rare occasion on which she
uses her powers: to freak someone out. It takes a moment --
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SPHEERIS
How are you doing that -- ?
(realizing...)
-- You're... one of them --
(and the freak out)
Holy mother of God -- !

—- Suddenly, Spheeris simultaneously turns off the car, grabs
the keys, and opens the door, starts to climb out --

—— But Jessica blocks the door. Spheeris tries repeatedly to
open the door. It just keeps hitting Jessica’s legs. She
doesn’t budge. Just looks at him. She snatches the keys
from his hand.

JESSICA
Jesus, you’ll spend less settling
the lawsuit than you did on those
hair plugs.

She tries to hand him the subpoena. He recoils --

SPHEERIS
Stay back! You're not normal.

That pisses her off. She shoots him a glare.

JESSICA
It’'s people like you who give
people like you a bad name.
(tries again to serve it)
Take the damn summons, Spheeris.

SPHEERIS
If you even touch me, I'll - tell
the world about you - there’ll be
nowhere to hide.

Jessica leans in the window.

JESSICA

Do I look like I'm hiding? No.
You know why?

(fierce)
Because no one wants to know. They
want to feel safe. They’d rather
call you crazy than admit I can
lift this car, or melt your insides
with my laser eyes - which won't
leave a trace...

She stares extra hard at him as if summoning her laser
powers... then lowers her eyes to his crotch.
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Spheeris quickly snaps the subpoena out of her hand. She
takes a PHONE PHOTO of him holding the subpoena as --

JESSICA
Mr. Gregory Spheeris, you’ve been
served.

She drops the keys in his lap and walks off, chuckling --

JESSICA
“Laser eyes.” Moron.

OMITTED

OMITTED

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE - NIGHT (N3)

CLOSE ON THE LAPTOP SCREEN - it'’s frozen on a CREDIT CARD
ACCESS PAGE. Hope Shlottman’s name is typed in (and that’s

as far as Jessica got).

INCLUDE an empty whiskey glass and JESSICA'S HEAD on the
desk. Passed out. (In her usual undies and tank.)

PUSH IN ON HER FACE... as a MAN'S HAND touches her head, runs
his fingers through her hair, his LIPS appear --

—— And then he LICKS the side of her face —-

JESSICA BOLTS THE HELL UP, on her feet, chair knocked over.
She rubs her face as if wiping off his saliva. Breathing
hard, realizing it was a nightmare - one of way too many over
the last year.

For the first time we get how much it tears her up - as she
chokes back a single sob. Then stops herself. Shoves back
tears through sheer force of will.

JESSICA
(mumbling to herself)
Birch Street. Higgins Drive.
Cobalt Lane...

Then her phone RINGS. She’d let it go to voicemail, but she
sees the caller I.D. Takes a deep breath. Answers --

JESSICA
You work this late so you can
return calls without actually
reaching people.

25
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HOGARTH (0.C.)
I've reached you...

INTERCUT WITH:
INT. HOGARTH'S CONFERENCE ROOM (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (N3)

START ON HOGARTH’'S GALAXY TABLET - the PHOTO of Spheeris
holding the summons, terrified. INCLUDE HOGARTH at her desk,
working after-hours --

HOGARTH
I received your message.

—-- As Pam, Hogarth’s assistant, lays a contract in front of
Hogarth, leaning a little closer than necessary.

JESSICA
So cut a check.

ON JESSICA, still trying to shake off the nightmare, she
moves to --

THE KITCHEN - To distract herself, she opens the fridge.
Very little in there.

HOGARTH
I also received a call from
Spheeris’s attorney. Spheeris
claims you, and I quote, “lifted
his car overhead and threatened him
with your laser eyes.”

JESSICA
Pathetic.

HOGARTH
Did you threaten him?

JESSICA
Yep, with my laser eyes...

Hogarth waits for more. Jessica realizes Hogarth’s not sure
she doesn’t have laser eyes, rolls her eyes —--

JESSICA
... And he believed that bullshit.

We see just a flicker of disappointment in Hogarth'’s face.
HOGARTH

People believe a lot of strange
things these days.

28
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Hogarth’s eyes wander to Pam’s beauteous cleavage... Pam
catches Hogarth looking. Expression unreadable, she takes
the contract and steps away...

JESSICA
If you’'re going to call me volatile
and - whatever, I'm not in the mood --

HOGARTH
No, it sounds like it was very
calculated...

—-- As Hogarth glances back at the photo of terrified
Spheeris. An ever so small, satisfied smile creeps onto her
face —-

HOGARTH
... Just wish I could have been
there.

JESSICA
Was that... a compliment?

ON HOGARTH - Pam appears behind her and starts kissing her
neck. From Hogarth’s reaction, it’s clear the attention is
very welcome.

HOGARTH
I'll notify payroll.

She hangs up and turns to fully kiss Pam.

ON JESSICA - as she exhales. Exhausted. But then she looks
down the hall at --

JESSICA’'S POV - THE BEDROOM

—-- That goddamn, hateful bed. Last thing she wants is sleep
and dream. She abruptly turns away from it, returns to --

HER OFFICE - grabs the black duffel, grabs the flask --

OMITTED 29
EXT. LUKE'S BAR - NIGHT (N3) 30
Jessica, FLASK in hand, duffel on her shoulder, reaches the
sidewalk across from the bar. She looks both ways. No

witnesses. She’s about to jump up but takes a second glance
in the window --
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JESSICA’'S POV - INTO LUKE'S BAR

—-- An old white guy, ROY HEALY, mans the bar. Has a craggy
William Burrows face that speaks of a life lived hard. No
Luke.

JESSICA - cautiously approaches the bar window, to get a
better look inside... still no Luke.

LUKE (0.C.)
You could drink that out of a glass.

LUKE CAGE - has just emerged from the bar door, carrying a
bag of trash (he’d been hidden from view by an inside wall).
He nods to the flask in her hand.

Jessica reels - she did not intend to meet him. She starts
to move off...

JESSICA
This whiskey’s not good enough to
put in a glass.

LUKE
I got the good stuff inside.

She hesitates - not sure how to escape. He throws the trash
bag into a bin on the sidewalk as --

LUKE
I’'ve seen you ‘round here. But you
never come in.

JESSICA
(re: her flask)
I buy in bulk.

LUKE
It’'s ladies night. New promotion
I'm running.

JESSICA
No, it’s not.

LUKE
It is now.

He smiles. And he’'s pretty damn sexy when he smiles.

JESSICA
Why?
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LUKE
why? You’'re a local, you’re hot,
and you're drinking alone. Tends
to attract customers.
(as if offended)
But hey, don’t do me any favors.

He stands there, staring at her, making it hard for her to
walk away. She’s stuck. Forcing a smile, she heads inside.
Off his small grin to himself...

TIME CUT TO:

INT. LUKE'S BAR - NIGHT (N3) 31

Five empty shot glasses sit on the bar in front of Jessica.
She’s working on her sixth. She studies Luke as he nods
goodbye to the last of his PATRONS, who skulk out into the
night. Roy also heads for the door with a wave.

ROY
Headin’ out, Boss.

LUKE
Be good, Roy.

ROY
Why start now?

They have this exchange every night, but it still cracks Roy
up. He CACKLES, which becomes a hacking cough as he exits.
Luke approaches Jessica with a bottle of Maker'’s Mark.

LUKE
Last call.

JESSICA

Still ladies night?
(off his nod)
Make it a double.

He raises an eyebrow, but pours.

LUKE
Lotta booze for a small woman.

JESSICA
I don’'t get asked on many second
dates.

He smiles. Starts to clean up. She studies him...

JESSICA
How long you been doing this?
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LUKE
A while.

JESSICA
You from around here? You got
family here? Friends?

LUKE
I got regulars.

They share a look. Round one goes to him. She does a shot.

LUKE
Hard day at the office?

JESSICA
They’'re all hard.

LUKE
Pops always said, if you don’'t feel
good going to work, find new work.

JESSICA
Did that. I’'m working the new work.

LUKE
What kind of business you in?
(she hesitates)
Right. You only ask questions.

JESSICA
I'm still waiting on answers.

LUKE
Ladies first.

Jessica debates - finally slides him her CARD. He reads it --

LUKE
You’'re a P.I.?

JESSICA
Just trying to make a living.
Booze costs money. Usually.

LUKE
Better ways to hustle than digging
into people’s business.

JESSICA
It’s the only thing I'm good at.

LUKE
How good?



JESSICA
A natural.

LUKE
Yeah? So what have you detected?

JESSICA
(serious)
Well, I can tell by this residue on
the bar that four years ago, a man
named Horace ate buffalo wings --

LUKE
His name was Melvin.

JESSICA
I stand in dark alleys waiting to
take pictures of people boning.

LUKE
‘Cept you been watching me like a
hawk since you walked in.

JESSICA

Force of habit.
LUKE

Or it’s your way of flirting.
JESSICA

I don't flirt.

(beat)
But you do. Not for sport. It'’s
got... purpose. Like getting
customers to drink more. Tip more.

She’s got his number. He leans his elbows on the bar.

LUKE
What else ya got, Sherlock?

She leans in, intrigued as well. They’re face to face.

JESSICA
All right. A drunk spills on your
shirt, pukes on your shoe, you roll
with it. But break or scratch
something? He'’s toast. I’'ve never
seen a dive bar this clean. ‘Cause
you care about it. More than
anything. Maybe anyone. There'’s
history here. Memories. Something
personal, but private. So no
photos or memorabilia...
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He looks at her. She’s gotten too close. But he’s drawn to
her. She notes the way he’s looking at her.

JESSICA
But you do like women. Temporarily
at least. And they like you.

LUKE
See now, that sounded like flirting.

They're inches away from each other, attraction palpable.
JESSICA
Again, I don’'t flirt. I just say

what I want.

LUKE
And what do you want?

Off her, willing herself not to say it, but --

SMASH TO:
INT. LUKE'’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT (N3)
Jessica and Luke having sex. This doesn’t look like the sex

he had with Gina last night. She was routine. This is...
animalistic. Raw. Hot.

At one point, he pushes Jessica hard against the head board -
then quickly backs off --

LUKE
My bad.

Jessica pulls him closer.

JESSICA
I won’'t break.

LUKE
Yeah. You will.

Luke doesn’t know about Jessica’s powers. [NOTE: Nor does
she know about his.]

Jessica meets his eyes for a moment - there’s a connection.
But she quickly breaks it by turning around, positioning him
behind her. He'’s all right with that. He can’t handle
emotional intimacy either. But their physical connection is
intense, undeniable...
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INT. LUKE'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT (N3) 33

Sex has just ended. Both are sweaty. There’s no snuggling.
No commentary. Just lying there. Staring at the ceiling.
Breathing hard. Beat. Jessica abruptly rises. Wordlessly
heads into --

INT. LUKE'S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - NIGHT (N3) 34

Jessica splashes water on her face. Grabs a towel. Looks at
herself in the mirror --

JESSICA
(whisper yelling at herself)
What the hell, Jones?!

She rubs her temple. Has a headache. Opens a drawer. No
aspirin. Then she opens the mirror cabinet... and stops.

JESSICA’'S POV - THE MEDICINE CABINET

There, amid Luke’s toothbrush and shaving equipment, taped to
the back of the cabinet, is a PHOTO. A LOVELY AFRICAN
AMERICAN WOMAN (REVA CONNORS), late 20’'s, earthy-looking.
Luke must look at her every morning. Jessica stares at it,
sickened. She abruptly shuts the cabinet --

INT. LUKE'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT (N3) 35

Jessica bolts out of the bathroom. Grabs her clothes up.
Starts pulling them on.

Luke sits up, watches her. Neither says anything. She
avoids his eyes. He can’'t quite figure her out. Dressed,
she heads out - pauses at the door, without looking at him...

JESSICA
Sorry.

And she’'s gone. Luke takes that in. A woman running out on
him? That’s new...

SMASH TO:
EXT. HELL'’S KITCHEN - LUKE'’S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT (N3) 36
Jessica BURSTS out the door. She leans heavily against a
wall. Tries to shake off the nausea. Starts the walk of

shame home - and this is some deep shame --

-- Several steps - then she abruptly veers into an alley and
THROWS UP. Off her, trying to pull herself together...

We HEAR the ringing of a cell phone...
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OMITTED 37
OMITTED 38
INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE - MORNING (D4) 39

Jessica, partially dressed, lies where she fell last night -
on her couch. Her phone continues to ring. She’d ignore it
but --

POUND POUND POUND - muffled YELLING from the neighbors above.

JESSICA
(to the ceiling)
ASSHOLES!

But now she’s awake. Stumbles to her phone, finally answers
it. Her voice cracked and husky --

JESSICA
Alias Investigations.

BARBARA (0.S.)
(filtered)
It’s Barb Shlottman. Hope'’s Mom?

JESSICA
Yeah. Yes. I was...

BARBARA (0.S.)
(filtered)
What'’s wrong? You sound funny. Is
it Hope?

Jessica hears the desperation in Barb’s voice. Feels for
her. Jessica clears her throat.

JESSICA
No, just a long night...
researching your case.
(pulling it together)
Hope made some recent charges on
her credit card --

BARB (0.S.)
(filtered)
—— She never uses that card. We
gave it to her for emergencies.
But we raised her to be frugal.

JESSICA
So she didn’t mention wanting to
buy anything... special?
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BARB (0.S.)
(filtered)
No. Why? What did she buy?

JESSICA
... Nothing unusual...

OMITTED 40
EXT. LINGERIE STORE - DAY (D4) 41

The window displays are erotic but high end. Jessica enters.
We can SEE THROUGH THE WINDOW as she approaches a SALES
CLERK, shows her a picture (of Hope)...

JESSICA (V.O.)
So much for frugal...

EXT. HIGH END MEN'S STORE - DAY (D4) 42

Expensive TIES in the window. ON THE DOOR as Jessica exits,
heads up the street, pulling out a note pad.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... Hope's going overboard to make
her boyfriend happy...

She goes to a BUS SHELTER and leans on it, as she crosses off
the men’s store on her note pad...

JESSICA (V.O.)
... She's either an idiot in love,

or she’s being conned... ... Which
amount to pretty much the same
thing.

—— As she thinks, she notices the advertisement on the bus
shelter - another "TRISH TALK" radio show ad. Trish’s face.
Stung, Jessica abruptly turns away, moves on --

EXT. HELL'’S KITCHEN - STREET - LATE DAY (D4) 43
Jessica rounds the corner, checking addresses --

JESSICA (V.O.)
Last charge, an expensive meal at...

She SEES the restaurant. Stops cold. Checks the address
again. It's correct.

JESSICA
(to herself)
No. No way.
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JESSICA’S POV - DOWN THE STREET - NIKU RESTAURANT
An upscale restaurant, with a modern, Asian storefront.
BACK ON JESSICA

Still frozen. She takes a breath. Convincing herself this
is a coincidence. And warily heads toward the restaurant...

INT. NIKU RESTAURANT (CONTINUOUS) - LATE DAY (D4) 44
Empty but for WAITERS setting up for the dinner shift.

CLOSE ON JESSICA'S FACE as she enters. Her eyes dart around.
She’s scared. But suppresses it. She approaches the
MAITRE'D, a well-dressed, gay hipster Asian man.

MAITRE'D
I'm sorry ma’'am. We'’'re not open
for dinner yet.

JESSICA
Didn’t this used to be Il Rosso?

MAITRE'D
Yes, Niku opened eight months ago.
(off her silence)
May I make a reservation for you?

Jessica pulls Hope’s photo from her pocket. Shows it to him.

JESSICA
Have you seen this girl before?

The Maitre’d glances at Hope'’s photo and takes a step back.
His cool exterior cracking ever-so-slightly.

MAITRE'D
May I ask why?

JESSICA
I'm a private investigator --

MAITRE'D
—-— I don’t want any more trouble.

JESSICA
Any more? Then she was here.
(moving closer)
She was here.

MAITRE'D
(very reluctantly)
«+. Last Tuesday.
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JESSICA
(dreading the answer)
Was she alone?

MAITRE'D
You should really speak to my
manager --

JESSICA
—— Goddamnit! Just tell me what
happened --
(softer)
Please.

He sees the emotion in her eyes. Relents, lowering his voice
so the wait-staff can’t overhear --

MAITRE'D
Her... companion wanted a
particular table. There was a
couple already seated there. But I
lost my mind or something - I told
them to... leave. I’'ve never done
that.

He's still trying to make sense of it. But Jessica staggers.

JESSICA
That’s... not possible.

MAITRE'D
What’s not possible is our
sommelier comping him a five-
hundred dollar bottle. And when he
ordered his favorite dish - from Il
Rosso --

As he talks, his voice FADES INTO THE BACKGROUND --

PUSH IN ON JESSICA, fear consuming her as she rounds the
partition that divides the entry way from the main dining
room.

MAITRE’'D (0.C.)
«+s Our chef actually hunted down

the recipe from Il Rosso’s old
chef...

JESSICA’'S POV - DINING ROOM - A REAR TABLE

AS CAMERA PUSHES IN ON THE TABLE - EVENING turns into NIGHT.
The SOUND of a crowded ITALIAN restaurant rises...

We realize we're now in JESSICA'S MEMORY —--
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INT. IL ROSSO (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (FLASHBACK) 45

—-— Same room, different decor. 01ld school Italian. And
we're still PUSHING IN on the corner table to FIND —--

Jessica sitting there. She wears a sexy but very frilly,
floral dress, nothing like her current dark wardrobe. She
also wears a distinctive piece of PURPLE jewelry (TBD either
necklace, earrings or a ring). Also unlike current Jessica.

A JEWELRY BOX of CUFFLINKS is open on the table. Wrapping
paper next to it. A recently opened gift.

Her COMPANION'S back is to us; we see only his tailored suit
and hair, a distinctive look and style that we’'ll come to
associate with KILGRAVE. Jessica 1s held rapt by him. Not a
zombie, just completely and utterly engaged.

He raises his wine glass - she follows suit.

BRITISH MAN (0.C.)
To our anniversary...

He clinks her glass. PLATES OF PASTA are set in front of them.

BRITISH MAN (0.C.)
(re: the pasta)
You’'ll love 1it.

JESSICA
I will love it.

BRITISH MAN (0.C.)
Then smile.

And she does. On command. It's chilling. Suddenly, the
Maitre’d’s VOICE RETURNS - Jessica is jolted out of the past,
and we’'re back in --

INT. NIKU RESTAURANT (CONTINUOUS) - LATE DAY (D4) 46

The restaurant is, again, Asian-themed and empty. Jessica
reels —-

MAITRE'D
... I can’'t imagine why he came to
an Asian fusion restaurant to order
classic Italian —-

MAITRE'D JESSICA
—— Pasta Amatriciana. —— Amatriciana.
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MAITRE'D
(taken aback, afraid)
You know him?

—— But she’s already backing out of the restaurant --

MAITRE'D
He'’s not... coming back, is he?...
Ma'’am?
EXT. HELL'S KITCHEN - STREET (CONTINUOUS) - LATE DAY (D4)

Jessica, on the street, spinning, paranoid, looking for
someone in the crowd, afraid she’ll find him. The commuters
are oblivious, just hurrying home. Jessica can’'t breathe --

JESSICA
Birch Street, Higgins... Drive...

But it’'s not working. She tries to think. Whips out her
phone - starts to dial - dead battery. She doesn’t pause,
starts jogging, then outright running to --

INT. HOLIDAY INN - HALLWAY - NIGHT (N4)

Generic design for an affordable hotel. Jessica POUNDS on a
hotel room door. Bob opens it.

BOB
Ms. Jones. What are you -- ?

JESSICA
(urgently)
Who gave you my name? Which police
officer told you about me?

Barbara appears at Bob’s side. Worried.

BARBARA
What’s going on? Is it Hope?

BOB
Is she okay?

JESSICA
Just tell me! Did you get the
cop’s name who referred me?

BOB
It wasn’'t a policeman.

JESSICA
You said someone at the station
gave you —-

47
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BOB
He was filing a complaint, or...
BARBARA
—-- Paying a ticket? Why does it
matter?
JESSICA

What did he say?

BOB
He said he overheard our conversation
with the desk sergeant about Hope,
and he suggested we come to you.

BARBARA
He had a nice accent... English --

JESSICA
—— Pack. Now. Go home! Get the
hell out of here!

—— As she suddenly BOLTS off down the hall --

BOB
What? Why? Who is this man!?

BARBARA
Does he have our daughter?!

JESSICA
(yelling over her shoulder)
Don’'t let anyone near you - just go!

BARBARA
Are you going to find her!? Ms.
Jones!

But she’s gone. Off them - scared as hell —-
INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE/BEDROOM - NIGHT (N4)

FAST CUTS - Jessica furiously packs her bag, she’s getting
the hell out of here. Her phone charges as she talks to an
ATRLINE TICKETING AGENT --

JESSICA
One coach ticket - next plane to
Hong Kong --

TICKETING AGENT (0.C.)
That would be... departing in three
hours. It's fifty-six hundred and
ten --
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JESSICA
I'1l take it.

TICKETING AGENT (0.C.)
Perfect. I just need your credit
card information --

Jessica references her laptop --

JESSICA
Mastercard. Five two seven, forty-
nine, thirty-three twenty, sixty-
eight - cardholder’s name, Hope
Shlottman, two t’s —-

TICKETING AGENT (0.C.)
I'm sorry, that card was canceled --

JESSICA
Goddamnit - look, just hold the
ticket for me!

TICKETING AGENT (0.C.)
We don’t hold --

Jessica hangs up. Dials again - beat while it rings --

HOGARTH (0.C.)

Yes?
JESSICA
I need to get paid for the Spheeris
job. Now.
INTERCUT WITH:
50 OMITTED
A50 INT. HOGARTH, CHAO AND BENOWITZ - LOBBY - NIGHT (N4)

Hogarth, on her cell, coat on, reaches the top of the stairs
and heads for the exit. TRACK WITH HER as she makes her way
across the expansive lobby.

HOGARTH
I put it through to payroll. It
takes a few days. You know that.

JESSICA
Then I need a loan --

50
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HOGARTH
That’s not how I conduct business.
You’ll have to ask a friend.

JESSICA
I don’'t have any goddamn friends!

HOGARTH

(dry)
I'm shocked --

(CLICK)
—— Jessica?

Hogarth pauses, concerned and intrigued by the panicked call --

THE LOBBY DOOR OPENS - WENDY ROSS-HOGARTH, LATE 40’'s, enters.
She’s warm, has let herself go. She goes to Hogarth --

WENDY
There you are. I was waiting
downstairs.

HOGARTH
Sorry, honey --

She gives Wendy a kiss on the lips, while also glancing over
at —-

HOGARTH'S POV - THE CONFERENCE ROOM DOOR
—-- As PAM exits - blanches when she sees Wendy with Hogarth -
and immediately spins back into the conference room. Wendy
has no clue that Pam was there, or that Hogarth’s having an
affair. Hogarth doesn’t falter, takes Wendy'’s arm --
HOGARTH
Come on, we're late for our
reservation.

WENDY
And who’s fault is that?

As Wendy lovingly leans into her wife, and they exit...
BACK ON JESSICA

She paces. Drags her hand over her face. There’s only one
option left. And it’s the last thing she wants to do.

She picks up the phone. Starts to dial. Then stops.
Decides upon something odious --

—- And strides out of the office before she can change her mind.
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INT. JESSICA'S BUILDING - ELEVATOR - NIGHT (N4) 51

Jessica steps in, the door starts to close, but Malcolm STOPS
IT. Steps inside. Jessica punches the ground floor button.
Impatiently waits for it to land. Malcolm supports himself
by leaning on the wall. Beat.

MALCOLM
You look... bad.

JESSICA
I need money.

MALCOLM
(beat)
You can have my TV.

She looks at him, surprised - it’s an unexpected expression
of affection, and it moves her.

JESSICA
Thanks, Malcolm. You keep it.

MALCOLM
(beat)
I stole it.

JESSICA
I figured.

She still appreciates it.
INT. TRISH'S APARTMENT - NIGHT (N4) 52

A large, upscale apartment, contemporary but comfortable
furnishings. Lots of white and cream colors. Modern art. A
perfectly realized aesthetic.

At the open kitchen counter, we find a face we've seen
earlier - PATRICIA "TRISH" WALKER - from the "Trish Talk"
ads. [NOTE: She’s wearing long sleeves. ]

On the bar stools at the counter, sit ZACK (20’'s), Trish’s
ultra-capable, super dry producer, and his FEMALE INTERN who
takes copious notes on a laptop, as she eats all the snacks
Trish puts out. It’'s free dinner after all.

Their backs are to the balcony and view. Trish is the only
one facing it. Trish is the same age as Jessica, but is a
blonde, former model with an excellent education, taste,
ambition and social grace. Jessica's exact opposite.

Trish reviews some printouts.
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TRISH
Can we at least try to get Madeline
Albright?

ZACK
It’'s a lifestyle show, Trish. Our
audiences tune out for politics.

TRISH
They do not.

ZACK
Okay, I do.

TRISH

I want to meet Madeline Albright.
Something catches Trish’s eye as —-

ZACK
Well, I want to meet Channing Tatum
but I’'ve never tried to get him on
the show.

TRISH
Yes you have. He said no...

TRISH'S POV - OUT THE WINDOW - HER BALCONY

—— A HAND grabs the rail of the balcony. Beat. Then a
SECOND HAND grabs the rail.

Trish reacts, but doesn't draw attention to it. Even as she
SEES Jessica pull herself up onto the icy balcony, climbing
awkwardly over the rail.

TRISH
(interrupting)
I'm sorry, Zack, it’s late and...

ZACK
Yeah yeah, we’ll finish up at the
station tomorrow.
(to the Intern)
Come on.

The Intern grabs one last handful of nuts, grabs up her
laptop. As Trish ushers them out --

EXT. TRISH'S APARTMENT - BALCONY - NIGHT (N4) (MOMENTS LATER) 53
Jessica inhales courage as Trish exits onto the balcony,

pulling on a thick cashmere wrap. As chagrined as Jessica is
to be here, she meets Trish’s eyes. Neither knows what to say.



She hates having said the words.

There’'s genuine hurt in Trish’s expression.
starts to climb back over the rail.

take it,

TRISH
You could’ve used the door.
JESSICA
Wasn’t sure you’d answer.
(then)
It’'s important.
TRISH
It must be.
JESSICA
It’s... for a case.
TRISH

Right. You became a private eye.

JESSICA
You'’'ve been keeping tabs?

TRISH
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Making sure you weren't dead, since

you never called --

JESSICA
—— I need money.

TRISH

Wow. That’s... I don’t even know

what to say.

Trish is taken aback —-

JESSICA
It’'s important.
TRISH
You said. But... I don’'t hear from

you for months - six months,

actually --

JESSICA

—-- I needed some breathing room --

TRISH

—— You shut me out. ©Now you show

up asking for money?

JESSICA
This was a bad idea.

Jessica can’'t
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TRISH
No! You talk to me. You tell me.
What the hell is so important --

JESSICA
—-— He's back.

Trish looks at her, assessing. Doesn’t believe it.

TRISH
It’s been a year, Jess. You saw
him die, his death certificate -
this is your PTSD --

JESSICA
—-— It’s not my goddamn --

TRISH
—— Are you still having nightmares?
Flashbacks?

She sees from Jessica's face the answer is yes.

TRISH
You should go back to that
therapist --
JESSICA TRISH
—— The quack who had me —— A proven method for
reciting street names from managing PTSD --
back home? --
JESSICA TRISH
—-- Two hundred bucks for —- I told you I'd pay for it.

“Birch Street, Cobalt Lane,
Bullshit Drive” --

JESSICA
—— Jesus Christ, Trish! He's back.

Trish waits for more explanation. Jessica takes a deep breath.
JESSICA

He sent clients to me, a couple
from Omaha. He took their

daughter.
TRISH
Why her? 1Is she... gifted?
JESSICA
(no)
A gifted athlete maybe - next best
thing?

(MORE)



JESSICA (CONT'D)
I don’'t know - but remember I told
you about that one month
“anniversary” night?

Trish nods, remembering the horror story well.

JESSICA
Now one month from the day he took
Hope - he’s doing the lingerie, the
gift, the restaurant --

TRISH
(reeling)
—— The hotel?...

—- The thought sickens Jessica, but she shrugs. Maybe.
suddenly lands with Trish. She spins, heads inside --

TRISH
I'm calling the police.

JESSICA
They can’t help. You know what he
can do - what he made me do.

Trish nods, pained. She knows.

TRISH
So you'’re running.

JESSICA
I sure as hell am. If he gets hold
of me again --

It’s too horrible to contemplate. Beat. Jessica’'s
impatient.

JESSICA
Trish —--

TRISH
—-— If you leave that girl with him --

JESSICA
—— What would you have me do,
Trish?! What exactly should I do?

TRISH
—-- We’'ll figure out how to protect
you —-

JESSICA
-- We? He's coming for me, not you --

43.
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TRISH
—-— I know —-

JESSICA
—— You don’'t —--

TRISH
—-- I know one thing, you are far
better equipped to deal with that
animal, than some innocent girl
from Omaha.

Jessica can’t argue with that. Trish looks at her,
beseeching Jessica’s better angels.

TRISH
You're still that person who tried
to... do something --

JESSICA

-— Tried and failed. That’s what
started all this.

(beat, quietly)
I was never the hero you wanted me
to be.

Trish, disappointed, heads inside.

TRISH
I'll get your money...

Off Jessica, fighting shame...
INT. TAXI (MOVING) - NIGHT (N4)
ON JESSICA IN THE BACK SEAT holding an envelope of cash. As
she looks at it her emotions run the gamut - scared, ashamed,
furious. WE JUMP CUT --
—-- Listening to her phone MESSAGES --
BOB (ON RECORDING)

Where'’s our daughter? What’s going

on? Please, just tell us!
—- Looking out the window --

JESSICA’'S POV - OUT THE CAB WINDOW - PEDESTRIANS

Happy couples. Parents with kids. Friends in groups.
Blissfully ignorant.

PUSH IN ON HER FACE - she would kill to be one of them.
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—-- Listening to another message --

BARBARA (ON RECORDING)
(weeping)
Please, please just tell me where
my baby is...

FLASH TO - ECU ON HIS LIPS

BRITISH MAN
Smile.

BACK ON JESSICA. Eyes watering. She squeezes them shut.
Beat. She opens them - and before she can change her mind
(obviously a pattern with her), she blurts out --

JESSICA
(to the DRIVER)
I need to make a stop uptown.
Sixty-first and Fifth.

He does a U-TURN. Off Jessica - fighting terror --

EXT. HIGH END HOTEL - ENTRANCE - NIGHT (N4) A54
IN SLOW MOTION - there’s NO SOUND but Jessica’s short

breaths, heart pounding in her ears. Jessica climbs out of

the cab and faces the front doors. She looks scared. She

knows this place all too well.

DOORMAN (0.C.)
Miss Jones?

She spins. Sees a well dressed DOORMAN.
DOORMAN
I thought that was you. Welcome
back...
He’s saying more, but she (and we) barely hear it --
DOORMAN (0.C.)
(muted, muffled)
... Will you be staying with us

again...?

Before she can change her mind, Jessica strides into the
hotel --

OMITTED 55

OMITTED 56
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INT. HIGH END HOTEL - TOP FLOOR HALLWAY - NIGHT (N4)

Quiet, elegantly carpeted. ON THE ELEVATOR as the doors slide
open to reveal Jessica. She takes a breath, exits into the
hallway --

JESSICA'S POV - TOP FLOOR HALLWAY

There’'s almost a vertigo effect. The other doors along the
corridor go OUT OF FOCUS. The one door at the end of the

hall is in HEIGHTENED FOCUS. Room 2107.

ON JESSICA

She just stares at it. Is “He” behind it? Beat as she tries
to force herself to do something. Anything. Then she SEES --

THE FIRE ALARM. She wrestles with herself, pushing away self-
doubt and fear. Goes to the fire alarm and PULLS IT.

BEDLAM ensues. Flashing STROBE LIGHTS, the ALARM RINGING, a
VOICE over the loudspeaker --

VOICE (ON LOUDSPEAKER)
All guests must evacuate their rooms.

It’'s a few seconds before half-asleep GUESTS begin to exit
their rooms. Jessica stands stock still as they pass by her
like river water past a stone.

JESSICA’'S POV - THE PEOPLE PASSING HER ARE A BLUR

—— She’s not focused on them. But the door to Room 2107 is
still in crisp focus. And no one’s coming out.

BACK ON JESSICA

She begins to move toward the door. SIRENS from the street
below add to the cacophony. Suddenly, she SEES --

A FLASHPOP SILHOUETTE OF A MAN (KILGRAVE) - backlit. Then
realizes it’s not him. Keeps moving. Finally, she reaches
the door, takes a breath... and forces open the door --

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LIVING ROOM (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (N4)

Jessica enters the lavish suite. 1It'’s dark, everything in
shadow, lit only by city lights from the wall to wall views.
Jessica makes her way through the room, recognizing every
inch of it from her nightmares.

From behind her, A MAN'S HAND reaches for her shoulder --
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BRITISH MAN (0.C.)
You'’'ve missed me...

JESSICA - spins as i1f the hand was real. But no one’s there.
Jessica HEARS a sound coming from the bedroom, cautiously
enters —-

INT. HOTEL SUITE - BEDROOM (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (N4)
Jessica enters to FIND —-
JESSICA’S POV - IN THE BED LIES HOPE SHLOTTMAN

A sheet covers her. But we can see she’s wearing a purple
negligee. She’s looking at Jessica with desperate eyes.
Jessica immediately starts checking the room --

JESSICA
(urgent whisper)
Is he here?

Hope doesn’t answer. Jessica goes to her.

JESSICA
Is Kilgrave here?!

Hope finally finds her words.

HOPE
No.

JESSICA
How long? When did he leave --

HOPE
Five hours and twenty-one minutes.

Jessica realizes Hope'’s eyes have been glued to the digital
clock on the night stand.

JESSICA
We have to get out of here.

She grabs up some of Hope’s clothes and her shoulder bag,
while also dialing Hope’s parents on her cell. She tosses
Hope the clothes as she listens to the ringing --

JESSICA
Get dressed. Let’'s go —-

HOPE
I can't...

59



48.

BOB (0.C.)
Ms. Jones? What the heck is --
JESSICA
I found Hope, Mr. Shlottman --
HOPE JESSICA
(eyes watering) —— You have to get her as far
«es Is that my dad? away as you can. Check out

of your hotel, go directly to
my office --

BOB (0.C.)
—— I don’t understand --

BARBARA (0.C. IN B.G.)
Please God - what’s happening -- ?

JESSICA
Do it! We'’ll meet you there.

She hangs up, spins to Hope.

JESSICA
Let’s go!

HOPE
I can't.

Jessica stops, realizes that indeed, Hope can’t move, like
she’s glued to the bed.

JESSICA
He told you not to move.

HOPE
(mortified)
I... wet the bed.

Hope’'s tears spill over. Jessica knows the horror and shame
she’'s experiencing --

—— But Jessica tamps it down hard, grabs Hope’'s shoulder bag
and coat, wraps the coat around Hope, and LIFTS her out of
the bed. But Hope FIGHTS her, screaming and thrashing!

HOPE
No! I can’'t leave!

Hope fights back --

HOPE
LET ME GO! I HAVE TO STAY!!!
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—-- Hope breaks free, tries to jump over the bed --
—- Jessica grabs her back, starts to pull her to the door --

HOPE
Stop!

JESSICA
I don’t want to hurt you!

HOPE
Don’'t make me go!

——- As Hope clings to the bedside table. Jessica pulls her,
the table falls over, lamp and clock crashing to the floor --

—- Jessica wrestles with her. Jessica’s strong but Hope is
squirmy - agile.

JESSICA
Goddamn it --

HOPE
Please! Please don’'t —--

—-— As Hope grabs onto whatever she can, the carpet, the wall.
The skin on Hope'’s fingers tear, bloodying --

This fight is a NIGHTMARE COME TO LIFE, showing us for the
first time, exactly how strong and terrible are Kilgrave'’s

powers.

Finally, and with great effort, Jessica flings Hope back over
her shoulder, makes it to the door --

Hope holds onto the door frame forcing Jessica to twist --

Which unintentionally throws Hope'’s head against the wall -
hard --

The hit dazes Hope, rendering her momentarily incapacitated,
allowing Jessica to finally carry her out.

OMITTED

OMITTED

INT. ALIAS INVESTIGATIONS - OFFICE - NIGHT (N4)

ON HOPE, wrapped in her coat. She sits on Jessica’s couch,

dazed. Confused, clutching her shoulder bag like it’s a
teddy bear.
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Jessica darts IN AND OUT OF FRAME - as she shoves a few more
things into her duffel bag.

JESSICA
You're gonna be okay. His control -
whatever it is - it wears off. But
it takes time and distance - so
we're both getting out of here --

Then she realizes Hope is shaking, tears falling. She stops.

HOPE
He made me do... things. I didn’'t -
want to. But... I wanted to...

Jessica kneels in front of her, grabs her by the shoulders,
looks her in the eye, intense.

JESSICA
What street did you live on as a kid?
(off Hope'’s blank look)
What was the name? Come on,
picture the street sign.

HOPE
... Harrison. Harrison Street.

JESSICA
Good, okay. And the next block
over waS... ?

HOPE
... Florence?

Hope’s calming down a little.

JESSICA
Listen to me. It’'s not your fault.
Do you understand me? None of it
is your fault.

HOPE
You don’t know —--

JESSICA
—— I do. Look at me.
(meets her eyes)
I know.

Hope realizes... Jessica does know. First hand.
JESSICA

I want you to say it. None of it
is my fault. Repeat it back to me.
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HOPE
It’s... not my...

JESSICA
None of it. Nothing you did - is
your fault.

HOPE
ees It’s not my fault.

JESSICA
Good. That’'s good.

The two women look at each other, sharing this terrible bond.
But... somehow, it gives them both a little strength.

Suddenly, HOPE'S PARENTS burst in. See Hope, rush to her --

BOB
My little girl --

BARBARA
Thank God thank God --

They embrace her, holding her tight, will never let her go.
Hope starts to weep in their arms. Sobbing convulsively --

HOPE
It’s not my fault --

BARBARA
I know, sweetheart...

JESSICA
She’s okay. She’ll be okay. Just
keep her away from the man that
took her --

Both parents are horrified --

BOB
Took her!? Who is he?! I'm
calling the police --

JESSICA
He... escaped. And right now your
only concern is putting Hope in a
car and driving west. Don't stop
till you hit Omaha.

BOB
But he’s out there! He has to pay! --
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BARBARA
—— I don’t care! I'm taking my
baby home.

—-- As Barbara helps Hope up. Bob realizes -—-

BOB BARBARA
You’'re right, I - you're (to Jessica, emotional)
right. Thank you - thank you so --
JESSICA
(uncomfortable)

It’'s - fine.
Suddenly, Hope embraces Jessica with gratitude, emotion.

HOPE
You saved my life.

And for just this moment, Jessica takes in the rewards of
being a hero. Hope’s gratitude. The parents’ relief. She
helped someone. There’s nothing like it. But she quickly
shoves the three of them into the hallway.

JESSICA
Go! I'm right behind you.

They exit, head down the hall toward the elevator.

We STAY WITH JESSICA who grabs up the last of her things, then
slings the duffle over her shoulder and heads for the broken
door. But she turns, takes in her office. A moment of loss.
Her business. Her hope for a new life. Gone, because of him.
Beat. Then she forces herself to --

INT. JESSICA’S BUILDING - HALLWAY (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (N4)

—- Jessica exits. SEES Hope and her parents at the end of
the hall, stepping into the elevator. Jessica starts toward
them - then SEES —-

JESSICA’'S POV - CLOSE ON HOPE

That dazed, tortured look is back - eyes pleading with
Jessica for help --

Jessica recognizes that look all too well - Hope is trying to
fight his will, his command, and she’s losing --

—— As the elevator doors begin to shut, Hope reaches into her
shoulder bag, and pulls out A GUN.
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JESSICA
NO!

—— She BOLTS toward Hope - the doors CLOSE before she gets
there --

—— Jessica PRIES the doors open, it’s too late - the elevator
is lowering. WE HEAR - BAM! Jessica flinches. BAM! BAM!
Gunshots --

—- Jessica RACES to the emergency exit --

INT. JESSICA'S BUILDING - STAIRWELL (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (N4) 63

—— Jessica BURSTS in. JUMPS down flights - HEAR MORE
GUNSHOTS ring out, floor after floor --

INT. JESSICA’S BUILDING - LOBBY (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (N4) 64
—— Jessica SLAMS out of the stairwell into the silent lobby.

Long, noiseless beat. DING. The elevator has landed.

Another beat then... the doors slide open to REVEAL --

JESSICA'S POV - INSIDE THE ELEVATOR

Hope is crouched into the corner, dry-firing the gun - CLICK
CLICK. There’s blood everywhere. Because she emptied the

chamber into her parents who lie dead at her feet.

Hope looks up at Jessica with blank eyes, her voice hollow.
She’s in complete shock as she looks at Jessica...

HOPE
Smile.

CLOSE ON JESSICA, too horrified to react...

SOUND DISAPPEARS as we SEE a COUPLE enter the lobby behind
her. The WOMAN screams, the MAN calls 9-1-1.

OTHER PEOPLE begin to appear, hearing the screams. But
Jessica just backs away, out of the building to --

EXT. JESSICA’S BUILDING - STREET (CONTINUOUS) - NIGHT (N4) 65

Jessica stumbles out onto the sidewalk, doesn’t even know
where she’s going.

JESSICA (V.O.)
Knowing it’s real, means you gotta
make a decision...

PUSH IN ON HER FACE - horror slowly shifting to rage.
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A CAB screeches in front of her. The Cabbie says something.
We don’'t hear it. He repeats himself - and now we hear it --

CABBIE
Where to?

Jessica looks at him, turns, looks at her building, looks at
the duffel still hanging on her shoulder, looks at the city
around her.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... One, keep denying it. Or
two...

Slowly, we SEE the rage on her face begin to morph into
something much more powerful... determination.

JESSICA (V.O.)
... Do something about it.

With that, she turns, and heads back to her building, pulling
the duffel from her shoulder. She’s not going anywhere. Off
her fierce face --

SMASH TO BLACK.

END OF EPISODE




