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TEASER

OPEN ON INT. A CONCERT VENUE.

A boy band is doing a song, complete with intricate

choreography. Crowd is dancing along. The concert ends.

CUT TO A BACKSTAGE DRESSING ROOM. THERE ARE FIVE MEMBERS, A

BOY BAND, SIMILAR TO NSYNC, PLUS GROUPIES AND A COUPLE OF

ROADIES.

SUPER: Two Years Ago.

The band is partying after a show. ALISON NORTON, a woman in

her late 40’s mid 50’s, dressed in leather jacket and jeans,

enters carrying bottles of champagne.

ALISON:

(Whistles.)

Guys! Shut up a minute!

ROOM QUIETS.

ALISON:

The album just passed 500,000. The

Five is GOLD, baby!

BAND MEMBER:

YES!!!

Alison opens a bottle and sprays the room. Another band

member grabs a bottle and does the same.

Glasses of champagne are passed around. One member gets a

glass of sparkling cider.

BAND MEMBER 3:

Awww c’mon! I’ll be legal next

year!

ALISON:

Sorry. There are fans videoing

here.

The others rib the underage band member.

BAND MEMBER 2:

To Alison!

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

OTHERS:

To Alison!

Band hugs Alison. Party resumes.

Suddenly, a woman is heard yelling in the corner of the

room. One of the band members is getting a little too

aggressive with one of the groupies.

WOMAN:

No! STOP!! Get off me!

The party stops. Everyone looks towards the back corner.

Alison makes her way to the back of the room and grabs the

singer and pulls him off the woman.

SINGER:

What’s the problem? We’re just

celebrating...

ALISON:

She says stop, you stop. Doesn’t

matter what the situation.

SINGER:

She came here to party. She

knows what’s up.

One of the roadies helps the girl leave.

ALISON:

You’re a pig.

The singer gets agitated and swings at Alison. She ducks and

hits him in the gut, knocking the wind out of him. The

others separate them.

SINGER:

You’re fired! Get out!

Alison points to a group in the corner.

ALISON:

See those fans over there? They’ve

been recording this the whole time.

As soon as it hits the internet,

you’re done. A one-hit wonder with

no future. You f’d up.

EXT. back of venue. Alison is exiting the building as JOHN

FERGUSON approaches. He is in his fifties, clean cut,

wearing a suit. He looks out of place at a rock venue.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 3.

JOHN:

Excuse me? Alison Norton?

Alison is looking at her phone and ignores him, or doesn’t

hear him.

JOHN:

Aren’t you Alison Norton?

Alison stops and looks at John.

ALISON:

Who’s asking?

John approaches Alison and hands her his business card.

JOHN:

We’ve been watching you for quite a

while now.

CU of card. It reads John Ferguson. Deputy Director, CIA.

Alison looks at the card and studies it.

ALISON:

What do you mean? Watching me?

JOHN:

You have an eye for talent and the

government could put that to better

use.

ALISON:

Yeah, right...

JOHN:

The CIA isn’t in the practical joke

business, Alison. I think you have

the right skills for a new project

of mine. Think it over. That’s my

direct line.


