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INT. UNKNOWN ROOM - DAY

On a video camera's LCD screen, a dark-orange wall frames
ALAN FRASER (37). An Einstein disorder to his brown hair
suggests both serious science wonk and playful Romeo.

ALAN
I'd like to start a little before my
world shattered...

Alan glances at someone on his left. He faces forward and
takes a deep breath. His face seems to dissolve into...

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - NIGHT

Wisps of clouds dust an infinity of stars against a cold,
black sky. A balcony extends from a Spanish two-story. A
weathered wood stairway descends the 40-foot cliffside...

Toward the SOFT GROWL of breaking waves.

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

A campfire rockets embers like fireworks toward a quarter
moon. SNAP. A CAMERA shutter opens and closes. The embers
freeze like stars and then shoot ahead.

SHARON FRASER (28), lies in the sand. A coal POPS, and
Sharon's eyes dilate in child-like innocence. A shawl around
her shoulders accents her dark blonde hair.

SNAP. The CAMERA takes her picture.

Alan lays a Nikon 35mm camera on a blanket and rests beside
Sharon. His deep brown eyes scan the stars.

Alan crabs a finger toward Sharon for the warmth of her hand.
Sharon sighs dreamily at the sky.

SHARON
God's work unveiled in strings of
pearls and diamonds. A dazzling 
work of natural jewelry.

ALAN
But wait...

Sharon eases into an almost imperceptible "game on" smile.

Alan traces the trajectory of a satellite with a finger.
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ALAN
There's man's work. A gem with a
mind its own, streaking past stars
like they were standing still in its
celestial dust!

Satisfied, Alan peers over at his beautiful wife and...

QUICK FLASH:

Sharon's dead face, her grey skin marred with patches of red
and purple.

INT. UNKNOWN ROOM - DAY

In front of the dark-orange wall, Alan pales. Sharon, four
months pregnant, steps into frame with him.

SHARON
Honey, you okay?

Alan gently waves her off. Faces the camera again. He
struggles at first to regain his rhythm...

ALAN
There's man's work...

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

Alan lies in the sand, back in full stride:

ALAN
...A gem with a mind its own streaking
past stars like they were standing
still in its celestial dust!

Sharon's eyes narrow at the unmanned satellite.

SHARON
A fake star. An affront to nature.
Tagging man's initials across an
otherwise flawless work. Why?

ALAN
Because science makes the future.

SHARON
It's a metal robot. Without a soul.
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ALAN
Visionary.

SHARON
Satellites crash and burn, lost
forever like grandma's ring. And all
that's left is the sky, as perfect
as God made it.

Alan inhales as if she'd stabbed him. Morphs into a smile...

ALAN
You're a buzz kill. But you win.

Sharon nuzzles close.

SHARON
We look at the world so differently.
How did we wind up together?

ALAN
Love finds a way.

Alan leaps up, pulling Sharon with him.

ALAN
Dance with me.

QUICK FLASH:

Lying on a gurney, Sharon's lifeless face betrays morbidly
blue lines rotting beneath her skin's surface.

BACK TO SCENE

To the music of waves breaking on shore, Alan and Sharon
waltz from sand to water and back. Alan laughs.

Round and round they go... Sharon holds tight.

Until her shawl surrenders to a breeze and floats away.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH COMPLEX - DAY

Four ivory buildings nestled in grape country, near Salinas,
California. Full, mature trees block a clear view. An almost
total lack of windows bar the world from its secrets.

A bronze plaque: "PURE GENETICS - a GeneWorld Company."
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A red vintage BMW parks in a half-filled lot. Alan and Sharon
exit and head, arm in arm, toward an inconspicuous entrance.

Multiple cameras record their faces, license plate and ID
tags on lanyards around their necks.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Stainless counters and cabinets defy infection.

Alan's industrious Latina assistant, GABRIELA ALVARADO (32),
smart, stocky, skin like cafe au lait, double-checks a next-
generation Ion-Proton System's digital sequencing results.

Across the room. A video camera angles into a breeding cage
containing a mouse in labor.

THE MOUSE P.O.V.: Alan towers over the cage near a microphone
clipped to the top wire. Alan calls over his shoulder.

ALAN
Gabby, first pup's coming.

Gabriela rushes over, a slight roll to her gait. A nearby
monitor shows: The caged mouse squeezes out a pink mouse pup.

GABRIELA
Alan!

The mouse pup squirms like a worm. Alan takes a measured
breath and speaks into the mic.

ALAN
Conception to birth took four days,
six hours, seven minutes. Wrinkled
skin in the P seventy-five range,
pink with rust. Eyes unopened...

GABRIELA
It's so beautiful!

Gabriela vibrates with excitement. She nudges the microphone
toward her and glances at Alan for approval. He nods.

GABRIELA
Siberian Tiger cubs in three weeks.
A rhino baby in three months instead
of eighteen.

ALAN
Any species. Human included.
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A SECOND PUP wiggles as its mom licks it clean. Gabriela
drapes her arm on Alan's shoulder, a duo performing for the
microphone...

ALAN
We can grow a liver, an entire hand.

GABRIELA
...In a week. This could literally
save the planet.

Alan doesn't see it but there's something sensual in how she
looks at his cheek, the curve of his jaw.

Alan's eyes tighten: The mother mouse spasms, staggers and
falls dead.

ALAN
Shit. SHIT!!!

INT. FRASER HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Stainless steel appliances. White cabinets. Silk flowers add
splashes of color.

Mid-food prep, Alan slices potatoes. Sharon blends olive oil
and herbs. A cloud-design apron protects her skirt.

SHARON
Poor mouse. Intracellular
hypertension?

ALAN
It took me an hour to get to that.
You could do my job better than me.

SHARON
I read a lot about childbirth.

Alan's cheek tics in protest.

ALAN
I shouldn't have brought up the
subject.

SHARON
I deal with problems one way, you go
at them differently. Right now, I
honestly, truly want to hear about
the mouse.

(MORE)
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SHARON (CONT'D)
Then have a romantic dinner with the
man I adore. Please. Tell me about
your mouse.

Alan stares at her with a love that permeates his being.

ALAN
Her reproductive system exploded.
The mom and five pups dead. Times
like this I feel like a total failure.

SHARON
You can't ride the cutting edge and
not expect to wipe out now and then.

ALAN
You say that 'cause you love me.

SHARON
Soon you'll keynote a symposium where
hundreds of geniuses cheer your
breakthrough. Sad, but it takes more
than a couple dead mice to get there.

Sharon slides the roast into the oven, aware of Alan visually
caressing her.

ALAN
We're into our human gene-splicing
trial. Within a week or two--

SHARON
Told you.

Sharon turns to face Alan's tractor beam eyes.

ALAN
Have I told you how deeply, madly I
am in love with your brain and your
heart? Not to mention the epidermal
structure.

SHARON
You've got an hour. Tell me more
about my brain.

Sharon steps from her skirt and flings it across the room.
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INT. FRASER LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lounging on the sofa in a white robe, her back to the kitchen,
Sharon's image reflects in the sliding glass doors to the
balcony. Shirtless, Alan approaches unnoticed.

On her laptop, Sharon scrolls through her Facebook feed
through images of smiling babies.

ALAN
Huge eyes. Like that painter--

Sharon whisks the page closed.

SHARON
My friends post these. I shouldn't
rub it in your face.

Alan tenderly squeezes her shoulder.

ALAN
Angel, I'm not saying never--

SHARON
I know.

ALAN
Let me finish.

Pissed, she brushes his hand off her.

SHARON
I've heard it before.

ALAN
We can try again. When our odds of
having a healthy baby--

SHARON
If I were an experiment, you'd damn
the odds.

Alan winces.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

Abstract scientific art, an impeccably clean walnut desk
with an articulated lamp. Dark leather chairs and sofa.

At the desk, Pure Genetic's CEO, LEONARD PURE (52), lanky
African-American, exudes confidence in a well-fitted suit.
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A KNOCK on his open door. Leonard grins as Sharon enters.

SHARON
Len, I found a second embezzlement.
I see the account it came from but
not where it left our system.

LEONARD
First I need a hug.

SHARON
We see each other--

Leonard envelopes Sharon in a warm embrace. Sigh.

LEONARD
I forgot how comforting the heat of
your body feels.

SHARON
Stop, Len.

LEONARD
Too familiar?

SHARON
People will get the wrong idea.

A KNOCK. MARCUS, 40s, a weasely scientist, flings a knowing
grin at Sharon, who adjusts the space between her and Leonard
to workplace length.

LEONARD
Marcus, I'm sorry. I need about
fifteen minutes. Close the door as
you leave, please.

Marcus bows out. Sharon nails Leonard with an "I told you
so" glare and hands him a printout.

SHARON
Whoever stole the money tucked it
into a sea of data.

LEONARD
Except you found it.

SHARON
Twice. How many did I miss? Large
amounts but not worth getting caught.
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LEONARD
What are you saying?

SHARON
Where's the big money in our business?

For the first time, Leonard shows concern.

LEONARD
Trade secrets.

SHARON
Proprietary proteins, computer
modelings, genetic sequencing.

LEONARD
Which could cost us millions.

SHARON
Smart enough to invade our system,
clever enough to go for bigger game.
Or to know I'm looking for them.

LEONARD
You think you're in danger?

SHARON
Statistically? Fifty-fifty.

LEONARD
Then you should stop.

SHARON
You know me better than that. I need
to find this thief A-SAP.

Sharon spins toward the door and out.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

In slacks and lab coat, Alan waves Leonard to a six-foot
high Transmission Electron Microscope -- a half million dollar
wonder of technology.

ALAN
See for yourself, Doubter-in-Chief.

Leonard scoffs, and focuses the eyepiece:

THE MICROSCOPE IMAGE PULSATES WITH LIVING CELLS.
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Alan's eyes meet Gabriela's.

LEONARD
Gene-spliced human cells. Decent work.

ALAN
We manipulated the mesenchymal cells
so the replicons would result in an
adult male, five eleven, one hundred
and seventy pounds, dark hair, brown-
eyed geneticist, with a tendency
toward fourth-toe bunions.

LEONARD
You described yourself.

ALAN
Or would you like him better at people
skills? Maybe access to your education
and experience? Mix in a little Indira
Gandhi? A recipe of human evolution.

LEONARD
Gabriela, what's your view on this?

GABRIELA
I'm just the assistant.

LEONARD
I'm asking you.

Gabriela glances at Alan for permission to speak. He nods.

GABRIELA
Alan's beyond smart. He writes a
protocol, next I know we're diving
into a pond filled with boulders. We
have to hit the water in between the
rocks or break our necks... Scares
the piss out of him and me both.

LEONARD
(to Alan)

My Head of Science... scared?
(re the microscope)

When can you be at trial stage?

ALAN
We're working parameters for fully-
developed mice. In synthetic wombs.
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LEONARD
Adult mice in vitro? In a test tube?

Leonard glances at Gabriela and back -- is this a joke? 

ALAN
Fully engineered. Four litters of
eight. Minimum survival sixty percent.

LEONARD
You never hesitate to push the
envelope, do you?

ALAN
So says my wife.

Leonard glances at the scope.

LEONARD
Whatever you need. Go.

ALAN
Without asking our Money Lords?

LEONARD
Things have changed. Alan, this is
stunning. Maybe a little scary.

Leonard marches out. Gabriela throws herself in Alan's arms.

GABRIELA
Yes!

And stays several moments too long. Alan seems uncomfortable
at first with the embrace, but she hugs him tight.

He melts against her and enjoys the press of bodies.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - CORRIDOR - DAY

Sharon power walks with a well-built male SECRETARY, 22.

SHARON
Log all corporate emails with an
account number or bank number. And
vendor proposals to managers and above.

SECRETARY
Including scientists at Level One?
Your husband and others?
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Sharon blinks, pausing outside a door to Accounting.

SHARON
Especially those. Please.

Sharon watches the Secretary's tight ass as he strides off.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ACCOUNTING OFFICE - DAY

Binders, files, and computers. As Sharon barges in, MRS.
WILSON, 50s, P.G.R.'s bookkeeper, rises from her chair with
a shade of an Irish brogue.

MRS. WILSON
Mrs. Fraser, may I help you?

SHARON
Sit down, please.

(when Mrs. Wilson does)
Could you get me major purchase
orders, for the last four months,
travel itinerary for all execs? And,
Mrs. Wilson, most important, funding
requests that were denied. A-SAP.

MRS. WILSON
If you told me the purpose of your
investigation, I perhaps could help.

SHARON
I'm afraid it's confidential,

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - SHARON'S OFFICE - DAY

Sharon charges in toward her computer desk: 2 computers, 4
monitors filled with spread sheets and charts, interspersed
with hard-copy corporate ledgers. A wall-to-wall mural
opposite her desk, of a magnificent, calming mountain view.

Even paperwork has its place in perfect Feng Shui. Except...

Alan sits in Sharon's mesh chair, elbows on her desk.

SHARON
What are you doing in here?

ALAN
(re the mural)

Mellowing in your mountains.
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SHARON
You know I don't like my things
rummaged through.

ALAN
Len's on board!

SHARON
You sure?

ALAN
Life and death will change forever.

SHARON
Life and death never anticipated
meeting you.

They embrace, the mountainous world spread beyond them.
Sharon's eyes skim across her desk and confidential papers.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BATHROOM - NIGHT

MELODIC ROCK MUSIC bounces off a tiled shower. White feather-
like curtains soften a pair of windows.

Alan, in exercise shorts and T, pans a digital Canon SLR on
a tripod from curtains to Sharon, who soaks in a claw-foot
bathtub, bubbles to her neck. He sets the camera's timer.

Alan kneels on a 1800s wood bench, and caresses organic
lavender shampoo into Sharon's hair. He catches a stream of
soap and tucks it behind her ear.

FLASH, a photo snaps automatically.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

A view through binoculars sweeps the pool and settles on the
feathered curtains. Only vague shadows can be seen beyond.

ALAN (V.O.)
You lift me with your wings, Angel.

A FLASH fills the bathroom window.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - NIGHT

Alan, at his desk in a sea of papers and graphs, peers up as
Sharon enters. In her pajamas, she kisses him.
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SHARON
I'm going to bed. You gonna work all
night?

ALAN
I need to figure the media for the
embryos. It's driving me crazy.

Sharon slides her wedding band from her finger, and balances
it on his desk lamp.

SHARON
When you're done, come put this back
on my finger.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - NIGHT

Not yet above the horizon, a glow of sun softens purple sky.

INT. ALAN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Dressed in suit and tie, Alan wakes Sharon with a kiss.

ALAN
Travel day, Angel. Phone you in the
office?

SHARON
I'm playing hooky.

ALAN
You feel okay?

SHARON
I need thinking time. Be safe.

Sharon's eyes droop closed. Her ring finger is empty.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - POOL - DAY

Sharon swims lap number 20 in the crystal water. Her notebook
computer yawns open on a side table next to spreadsheets.

SOMEONE sneaks past the metal gate and hides behind a hedge.
Sharon vaults from the pool, water sluices from her suit.
Inside the house, a PHONE RINGS.

Someone scurries forward from behind. Sharon hears STEPS.
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SHARON
Len?

Sharon wheels around. Her eyes WIDEN in shock.

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO STREET  - DAY

Alan grimaces concern at his cell phone.

ALAN
(into phone)

Me again, Angel. Call me.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Alan bursts in, arrows to the family comm center. He searches
a note pad... Nothing for him.

He surveys the refrigerator door... No notes.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - POOL - NIGHT

Papers float in the pool. A bare rectangle where Sharon's
laptop sat. Alan gasps at a smear of blood where Sharon exited
the pool. He snatches out his phone and dials 9-1-1.

ALAN
(into phone)

I want to report my wife missing.

EXT. WOODS AND STREAM - DAY

Three police cars jab red and blue lights through a drizzle.
Trees surround a field like green soldiers at attention.

A balding detective who never smiles, NEVILLE CROSS (55),
steps from his Crown Vic, and lumbers toward his partner:

American-Indian TADI (27), who questions TWO HIKERS 30 feet
from a stream.

Neville paces toward the water. CSI in hip waders turn over
a bloated female corpse.

The dead woman is Sharon.
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INT. COUNTY CORONER'S - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Neville silently escorts Alan down a long, colorless corridor.
Their footsteps ECHO from the walls. Alan twitches his face
in dreaded anticipation.

INT. COUNTY CORONER'S - MORGUE - NIGHT

Neville escorts Alan to a refrigerated compartment. A MORGUE
TECH folds the sheet from Sharon, her grey skin marred with
patches of red and purple, matted blood on the side of her
head at the rear edge.

Alan staggers back, nods his head.

Neville watches Alan, waits...

NEVILLE
"Yes," what?

Alan's gaze shifts to Neville. But he says nothing until,
breathing heavy, he turns to the Morgue Tech.

ALAN
Please, cover my wife's body.

INT. ALAN'S CAR - DAY

Parked outside the County Coroner's office, Alan stares
blankly across the Bemmer's red hood, at the aging,
institutional structure. He gulps in a lung full of air,

Blinks and reaches for the empty ignition with the car keys.

His hand trembles, he misses the key slot and the keys slide
from his grip. Alan leans back and closes his eyes.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - BALCONY - DAY

A metal table and chairs crowd the end opposite the stairs.
Beyond the beach heavy clouds weigh on the ocean. Tadi and
Neville follow a weary Alan from the living room past Alan's
camera on its tripod.

NEVILLE
Our department shares a Cannon with
a duct-taped body.
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ALAN
I loved capturing my wife. She had a
beauty... We had no kids and it was
a bond between us.

NEVILLE
(re the camera)

That loads real film.

ALAN
I like the texture, especially in
black and white. But I have both.
Plus trick pin-hole cameras...

Alan kneads his several days old beard.

ALAN
I got bit when I was seven. My father
gave me a Kodak. I found a squirrel
that was hit by a car. I shot half a
roll until I realized it was alive.

TADI
What did you do?

ALAN
Six pictures left or put it out of
its misery. I chose the latter. No
good deed goes unpunished.

Alan displays his index finger, a nasty bite scar across it.

He leans against the railing. The wood CREAKS.

NEVILLE
Did you and Mrs. Fraser want children?

ALAN
Sharon had a miscarriage. We were
afraid to try again.

TADI
With all your technology?

Alan targets Tadi with narrowed eyes.

NEVILLE
Did Mrs. Fraser wear a wedding ring?

ALAN
On my desk upstairs.
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NEVILLE
Why?

ALAN
Perhaps she didn't want to swim...

Alan's eyes moisten.

ALAN
You need the ring?

NEVILLE
Not at the moment. Where were you
the day your wife was murdered?

ALAN
You don't even have a theory, do you?

TADI
Sir?

ALAN
Two days, you still wonder about the
husband, the ring... No alternative
hypothesis. You're lost.

NEVILLE
Where were you the day of the murder?

ALAN
I'll answer. But if I find him before
you, I'll kill the asshole with my
bare hands.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Neville and Tadi drive off. Alan crumbles onto a bench into
a fetal position. A drop of rain hits his cheek.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

Neville glances at the open door before addressing Leonard.

NEVILLE
When Mrs. Fraser called you. Exactly
what were her words?

LEONARD
"I found it. Come over at three."
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NEVILLE
And?

LEONARD
I rang, I knocked. I called her cell.

NEVILLE
You weren't concerned?

LEONARD
Sharon could be impetuous. It
concerned me but I never thought...

NEVILLE
What you do here, is valuable?

LEONARD
You can't imagine.

NEVILLE
Enlighten me. Better yet, give me
the tour.

Leonard throws Neville a slight smile.

LEONARD
Security might object.

NEVILLE
This is not the way to start a
friendship. Either open your lab,
your records, your cafeteria to me,
or I will get a subpoena.

LEONARD
Will you sign an N.D.A.? Non-
disclosure.

A KNOCK. Alan steps in uninvited.

LEONARD
What are you doing here?

ALAN
I'll give your tour.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - LIVE ANIMAL LAB - DAY

Cages with rats and guinea pigs. A calendar reads April,
2019. Alan shows Neville an enclosure holding a single mouse.
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ALAN
This little fellow is a cardiovascular
model. We induced a massive heart
attack about eight weeks ago. With
enhanced C.S.C. his E.K.G. is perfect.

NEVILLE
C.S.C.?

ALAN
Cardio Stem Cells.

NEVILLE
The day of the murder, your wife
discovers the company thief but calls
your boss, not her husband. Why?

ALAN
You know I was in San Fransisco.

NEVILLE
On whose instructions?

ALAN
Leonard's.

Alan motions Neville to a colony of frolicking mice. A label
on their enclosure reads: CLONE GROUP J-73

ALAN
We created these for longevity studies.
Expected life span of a year.

NEVILLE
How old are they?

ALAN
Twenty-two months.

Neville raises an eyebrow.

NEVILLE
Translated to humans...

ALAN
A hundred-thirty years old, one-fifty,
jogging, weight lifting, sex. And
they remember what the last three
generations learned.
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NEVILLE
(skeptical)

Great idea for a novel.

ALAN
All mammals have cellular memory
which can be developed like any
talent. Animal instinct at its best.

NEVILLE
You're a mad scientist.

ALAN
That's why humans feel loss so
strongly. As a species, subconscious,
we remember our child being eaten by
a saber-tooth tiger, which makes the
current grief that much worse.

Alan places a mouse in a cage but leaves the door open. The
mouse backs away from potential freedom.

ALAN
In the case of major organ transplants --
heart for instance -- the recipient
has memories from the donor's life.

NEVILLE
And with a clone, the root cells
implant. Thus memory. But your wife
suspected embezzlement, not science-
fiction espionage, which direction
this seems to lead.

ALAN
A very un-cop-like deduction.

NEVILLE
Why doesn't the mouse leave the cage?

5ALAN
After his donor-father left that
same enclosure, he was dissected.
This mouse remembers that.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - NIGHT

Moonlight sneaks past the edges of room-darkening blinds. In
his underwear, in his plush executive chair, Alan mindlessly
presses his camera's shutter release.
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A glint of light catches his attention. Still on the lamp
where she left it the night before her murder:

Sharon's wedding ring.

Alan slides the ring onto his little finger.

ALAN
So many possibilities.

INT. ALAN'S CAR - NIGHT

Alan's tires squeal through a corner. The BMW engine growls
as he accelerates down the straightaway.

ALAN
(to blue tooth phone)

Hands free.

The car's after-market computer responds.

CAR COMPUTER
Hands free.

ALAN
Call Sharon.

CAR COMPUTER
Call Sharon. Office or home?

ALAN
Office.

CAR COMPUTER
Calling Sharon, Office.

Numerical tones. Sharon's recorded voice clicks on.

SHARON (V.O.)
This is Sharon Fraser. Please tell
me what I can do for you.

A beep.

ALAN
Angel... I refuse to break down. I
won't let that piece of--

A car darts from a driveway in front of Alan. Alan yanks the
wheel and flies by, inches from the other vehicle.
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Alan skids a 360, regains control and parks off the road.

EXT. SIDE OF ROAD/INT. ALAN'S CAR (STOPPED) - NIGHT

From the bluetooth: Alan hears a BEEP and a DIAL TONE.

ALAN
I won't give you up.

An INSISTENT KNOCK on his window. A fine drizzle coats the
windshield. Alan slowly becomes aware -- a MAN IN HIS 50's
KNOCKS on the glass. Alan powers the window down.

MAN IN HIS 50S
Are you hurt?

ALAN
I could've killed you. Both of us.

Man In His 50's bows out. Alan shuts his car engine. His
eyes dart in thought. His brow wrinkles.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH LABORATORIES - NIGHT

Boom! A thunderstorm drenches the grounds.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ABERRATIONS ROOM - NIGHT

Malformed caged animals. Alan studies a rabbit. A label on a
clipboard reads, "Blind."

Another cage. The rat has a tumor almost as big as its body.

In a third cage is a mouse with no limbs.

Alan approaches a small reference shelf, grabs a book. He
lays it on a table, and thumbs through it until:

A page with lizard photos. The first picture shows the lizard
without a leg. The second with a newly grown limb.

Alan blinks in sudden clarity. He speed-dials his phone.

ALAN
(into phone)

I wake you?

GABRIELA (V.O.)
S'okay. What time is it?
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ALAN
I can bring her back.

GABRIELA (V.O.)
Bring who?

ALAN
I'm going to recreate Sharon.

INT. ALAN'S CAR - NIGHT

Alan drives. Gabriela rubs the sleep from her eyes.

GABRIELA
Those who take what they want are
the most successful, but is this
best science?

ALAN
It's career ending if we mess up.

GABRIELA
Alan, I know how you feel.

ALAN
I reached across the bed and touched
her cold pillow--

GABRIELA
That's emotion, not science! Wrong
lane, Alan.

Alan realizes his car is in the oncoming lane, and pulls
back to his side of the road. Gabriela's eyes rivet ahead.

GABRIELA
What's the point of this?

ALAN
Some people keep pictures. I'll have
a live copy of my wife.

GABRIELA
You're not serious.

ALAN
Imagine, a human being: Dead, now
back in the world. Walking, talking,
smiling. Laughing.
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GABRIELA
All I'm saying is maybe this isn't
the best time--

ALAN
To take a step to correct a wrongful
death? What's a good time for you?

Gabriela refrains from speaking what she's thinking.

EXT. COUNTY CORONER'S - NIGHT

An aging, institutional building. Alan and Gabriela with
Pure Genetics ID badges. She carries a medical bag.

INT. COUNTY CORONER'S - LOBBY - NIGHT

A sleepy MORGUE GUARD watches Gabriela and Alan sign in like
they belong.

INT. COUNTY CORONER'S - MORGUE - NIGHT

Alan finds a tag marked "FRASER, SHARON." He unlatches the
door and pulls the shelf toward him. His eyes meet Gabriela's.

ALAN
Gabby, talk me out of this.

GABRIELA
Whatever you do, you have to live
with it.

He folds back the sheet. Huge autopsy stitches pull Sharon's
purple-white skin into artificial puckers. Her face grimaces
in an eternal smile, teeth exposed like a horror film.

Gabriela pulls a clipboard from next to the refrigerated
compartment. She reads, and moans a tiny exhale.

Alan peers her way in question.

GABRIELA
The autopsy... Sharon was six-weeks
pregnant.

Alan grabs the report, reads it himself.

ALAN
Impossible. She was on...
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GABRIELA
Alan, I'm so sorry.

Alan trembles. He steels himself, and reaches into his pocket
for Sharon's wedding band.

ALAN
With this ring...

He slides it onto Sharon's ring finger but it hangs up beyond
the fingernail -- the finger's too swollen.

ALAN
...I thee wed

He pushes the ring home onto her pinky, taking some skin
with it. Alan cringes. Wipes his eyes. Stands straight.

And unsheathes a scalpel.

ALAN
We'll get DNA from her liver.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH COMPLEX - NIGHT

Two cars in the parking lot. Alan's is one.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - SERIES OF SHOTS - NIGHT

- Alan removes a cube of human liver from a container and
prepares it for paper-thin slicing.

- Gabriela goads the sampling machine into action.

- UNDER A MICROSCOPE, a genetically neutered human egg floats
in fluid. A tube approaches the egg. Inside the tube is a
living mono-cell.

- Alan places a petri dish in an incubator panel next to
eleven other dishes.

ALAN
"Flesh of my flesh." I can't remember
the rest of it. From the bible, I
think.

GABRIELA
Genesis. The creation of woman.

PRELAP: the WHIR of a small winch. A CREAKING SOUND
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EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Sharon's coffin lowers into the ground. Leonard, Neville,
and MOURNERS watch. Gabriela touches Alan's arm in empathy.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - FILM DEVELOPING ROOM - NIGHT

Alan prints a photo from his last night with Sharon: he
lathers her hair. Her face shows the rapture of being loved.

Alan combs his hair with his fingers... and realizes he's
wearing lab gloves.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Leonard slams through the door, paperwork in hand.

LEONARD
What happened to the mice in vitro?

Alan peers up from the huge Transmission Electron Microscope.

ALAN
I decided to go a different way.

Alan signals good-bye to Gabriela, who hesitates and leaves.

LEONARD
To wind up where?

ALAN
At your next billion dollars.

Leonard glances at the T.E.M. Alan moves aside and Leonard
bends to the eyepiece.

THE MICROSCOPE IMAGE: a large cluster of cells stares back.

LEONARD
This is not the DNA splicing.

Leonard scans through the paperwork.

LEONARD
(reading)

Human cells, true... You omitted the
donor batch, which is what brought
me here.

ALAN
I must've overlooked--
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LEONARD
You're lying. Do you know how my
company got to the first billion?

ALAN
"Ruthless and smart."

LEONARD
Enough to recognize disrespect. You
have five minutes to collect any
personal belongings.

ALAN
You're kidding, right?

Leonard grabs a phone.

LEONARD
(into phone)

Security.
(to Alan)

Toss those cells in the garbage for
all I care.

ALAN
Len, this is not like--

LEONARD
(into phone)

I'll hold...

ALAN
Think about the consequence--

LEONARD
(into phone)

This is Doctor Pure. I want two guards
in Doctor Fraser's lab--

ALAN
Sharon.

Leonard alerts.

LEONARD
(into phone)

Hold please.

ALAN
I harvested her into cloning tissue.
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LEONARD
(into phone)

Never mind... Yes, I'm sure.

Leonard hangs up and waits for Alan to continue.

ALAN
Replication protocol adjusted for
human matrix. Len, you don't know
what her death did to me.

LEONARD
I lost my best friend and a great
V.P. I didn't go off the deep end.
You'll have the State on our ass,
and every wacko coalition... Not to
mention professional scrutiny.

ALAN
Great spirits always encounter violent
opposition.

LEONARD
I'll mention that to the committee
when they cut off our financing.

ALAN
If you see a seven-year-old girl
about to get hit by a bus, do you
not grab her out of the way? Sharon...
Did you see her body?

Leonard takes another look through the T.E.M.'s eyepiece.

LEONARD
I want to choose a recipient. You're
on what, Day Three?

(off Alan's nod)
A suitable genetic donee but also
someone who emotionally and culturally
would make a good mother.

Leonard shakes his head in disbelief.

LEONARD
My God, Alan. Sharon! If this is
successful...

ALAN
Not "if."
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LEONARD
...The infant will be your wife.
What does that make you to it?

Alan's eyes narrow. There's something he's not saying.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - NIGHT

On the wall: a collage of Sharon's pictures hangs partially
done. Alan tapes up a photo of her as a baby.

He sticks up the shot of Sharon in the bubble bath.

ALAN
See you soon, Angel.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH COMPLEX - DAY

Alan parks his Beemer near the entrance. Leonard's black
Cadillac sits in space number one. Marcus sticks his head
from his dark blue Lincoln and forces a grin.

MARCUS
You're always one-upping me, aren't
you, Alan?

ALAN
We both earn our salary, Marcus.

MARCUS
You better hope your little test
tube doesn't crack, or the mom sniff
a little something illegal.

ALAN
Be very careful what you say next.

Marcus scoffs as he marches off.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ALAN'S OFFICE - DAY

Face tight as a drum, Alan speaks on the phone.

ALAN
(into phone)

Len, you shouldn't have told Marcus.

Gabriela arrives and flicks on the lights.
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ALAN
(into phone)

Because I don't like the way he looks
at my wife.

Alan hangs up.

GABRIELA
Boss?... Will we do an impregnation?
And how many?

ALAN
Start with the gallon beakers and
manufactured umbilical cords.

GABRIELA
Excuse me?

Alan snaps to Gabriela. She leans back under his intensity.

ALAN
Freeze two as backups. Len's twitching
about ethics. I'm not going to risk
her again. Not to jealousy or caution.

GABRIELA
(confused)

Sharon's cells. We've still got nine
embryos in vitro and three applicants.

ALAN
Did you imagine I'd abort my wife
eight times over? Or stick her inside
some stranger?

Gabriela waves her hand in an "I'm lost" motion.

ALAN
Why do you do this, Gabby? What do
you want out of life?

GABRIELA
Fame, fortune and a fall guy, in
case I screw up.

ALAN
Science, the cutting edge, will beat
nature by twenty-eight years. Your
name goes next to mine.

Gabriela's mouth drops open.
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GABRIELA
Here we go, "Diving into a pond filled
with boulders."

Alan shoves the book with the lizard photos...

GABRIELA
(remembering)

This was amazing. Electric stimulation
of the stump.

ALAN
We excite half of Sharon's embryos.
In addition to the stem cells we'll
use telomere enhancers.

GABRIELA
The size factor is insurmountable.

ALAN
Either damn well get out of my way
or help me get it done!

Alan sweeps the lizard-photo book off the counter. Gabriela
is momentarily stunned silent. Then, calmly:

GABRIELA
Whatever species, the offspring are
too large to carry to term as adults.

ALAN
Prepare those three large vats. If
we need more, we'll figure it out.

Alan waves his hand to invite her to contribute...

GABRIELA
An adult clone? You can't do this.

ALAN
You'd be hard to lose, but if you
want to work with someone else I'll
talk to the boss.

GABRIELA
Does he know what you're doing?

Alan waves a finger at her in warning.

GABRIELA
You doubt you can do it. I hear it
in your voice. I know you, Alan.
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ALAN
The Foundation can blacklist me,
villagers can chase me with fire and
pitchforks, but I swear I'll hold my
wife in my arms again, or die trying!

INT. ALAN'S AUXILIARY LAB - DAY

Alan fires up the lights. The nearly empty room is half the
size of Alan's main lab. Alan flicks a grin at Gabriela.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH LABORATORIES - NIGHT

The parking lot is a quarter full.

INT. ALAN'S AUXILIARY LAB - NIGHT

Several machines from the main lab have been moved in here.
A cart. The incubator with its petri dishes.

Alan stares into the microscope, Gabriela at his shoulder.

GABRIELA
All four survivors have tripled their
rate of growth.

ALAN
I'm making a mistake somewhere.

GABRIELA
Suppose we don't lose any more? Four
adult copies of Sharon. This is the
part where we're both scared again,
right?

ALAN
No egghead worth their doctorate
would have a trial without control.
With no duplication.

GABRIELA
That's not what I'm asking. What if
all four mature into viable human
beings? How would you feel, much
less them?

ALAN
You think Aristotle backed off?
Galileo?

(MORE)
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ALAN (CONT'D)
How people will react if I prove
Earth isn't the center of the universe
so maybe I shouldn't DO IT?

GABRIELA
Right now it's four experiments.
What happens when there's four women?

ALAN
Not as bad as if there's zero.

Silence with their thoughts. Then, Gabriela checks the time.

GABRIELA
You think I could take off a little
early?

ALAN
I've been an ass lately, haven't I?

(off her shrug)
I'm sorry, Gab. You're a good
assistant. And a good woman. Go.

Gabriela hugs him. He accepts the embrace a moment, then
grips her tight. Sexual tension ready to explode...

Gabriela opens her mouth, at his ear, whispers:

GABRIELA
I hurt at what it means to lose
someone you love like Sharon. To
miss her in your arms. The warmth of
her breath. The fullness of her body.

They stare at each other. Gabriela's mouth parts. Alan pulls
her hips toward him, presses into her.

He tears at her bottoms. She undoes his belt. He presses her
against the counter, removes her panties.

Gabriela arches her leg and Alan enters. He bangs into her
like a piston. Passion. Frustration. Lust.

GABRIELA
Oh, God!

INT. ALAN'S MAIN LAB - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Leonard sticks his head in... but sees no one. He hears a
GASP of pleasure from the end of the lab.
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INT. ALAN'S AUXILIARY LAB - NIGHT

Leonard pushes through the door.

LEONARD
Alan?

Alan and Gabriela whirl toward Leonard. They slam clothes
on, zip and straighten. Gabriela snags her panties and
scurries out through the door.

LEONARD
I'm sorry, I... Didn't mean...

Alan shrugs: "What can I say? You caught us."

ALAN
What did you need?

LEONARD
The interviews? The recipients for...

Leonard sweeps his hand toward the incubator equipment.

LEONARD
What's this?

INT. FRASER HOUSE - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Seated at the end of the claw-foot bathtub, Alan flexes his
fingers as if he were washing an invisible Sharon's hair.

He drops his arm. Narrows his eyes.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

Alan jams clothes into an overnight bag. He rushes from the
room, and flies down the stairs. The front door SLAMS.

Outside, the BMW'S ENGINE stirs to life.

INT. ALAN'S AUXILIARY LAB - NIGHT

Alan sets up a cot and sinks onto the portable bed. He peers
at the incubation hood with the embryonic clones.

ALAN
Good-night, Sharon.
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INT. ALAN'S AUXILIARY LAB - FIRST LIGHT

Gabriela deposits her purse on the desk. Across the room on
the cot, Alan's eyes open.

Gabriela strips off her blouse. Reaches for a medical gown.

ALAN
I won't watch.

GABRIELA
Jesus! You scared me.

ALAN
I see the goosebumps.

Alan can't help but notice she's yet to cover herself.

GABRIELA
Look all you want. We're one now.
Author and co-author. Passion and--

ALAN
Gabby, that was a mistake. Beautiful
but... I apologize. I took advantage.
It won't happen again.

GABRIELA
Some things can't be taken--

Alan's PHONE TONES.

ALAN
(into phone)

Len... Yeah, I'm in... Be right there.

Gabriela shivers the gown closed in unspoken fury.

INT. LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

Leonard nearly hisses at Alan.

LEONARD
Marcus is double dipping. He works
for our bosses as well as us.

ALAN
GeneWorld?

LEONARD
He figured Sharon is your donor.
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Alan holds his head so it doesn't explode.

ALAN
Next week half the company will know.

LEONARD
When Marcus tattles to GeneWorld
about what your trial... our trial...
you'll be without a lab, an assistant,
and four copies of your wife. I find
myself in front of a hostile board.

ALAN
What if we include Marcus?

LEONARD
(sarcasm)

Of course. Why not?

ALAN
Does he grasp, the first day my wife's
alive outside solution, Einstein
comes off like a dumb mathematician?

LEONARD
He's already whining, how the church
will condemn "Doctor Frankenstein."

ALAN
Even the church ignores commandments
in a just cause. Give Marcus a
personal stake in what we accomplish.
In my lab... GeneWorld looks the
other way and lets us conquer death.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - NIGHT

Alan's face softens as Neville scans the expanded collage of
Sharon's photos. Neville taps the legend, "Angel Wings."

ALAN
As a child, I woke up and saw a shape
in my doorway. An angel with wings so
inviting I could fly away on its back
and go anywhere, be anyone. Sharon
was my grown-up "With angel wings,
anything is possible."

Another photo is of Sharon at a multi-paneled mirror, a
hundred tiled images of her reflected to infinity.
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NEVILLE
I heard sometimes she liked to kid
around, wink at a man or two.

ALAN
Who told you that?

NEVILLE
Are you denying it?

ALAN
After we got married, Sharon'd tease
me about who she'd been with. The
size of their Johnsons. Staying power.

NEVILLE
Like who?

Alan stares at the lamp which held Sharon's wedding ring.

ALAN
She was friends with Leonard Pure.

NEVILLE
Your boss? What kind of friend? How
many friends did she have?

ALAN
Sharon was an only child. Never knew
who her father was. Her mother killed
herself in prison. Then, the system
failed to protect her from adults
who like little girls. Would you
like to hear what they did to her?

Neville stays silent.

ALAN
My wife could have any man she wanted.
But she never, ever cheated on me.
She loved me. End of story. So shove
your innuendos up your ass.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Marcus carries in a box of office supplies. Alan peers up
from his work station. Slightly put off, Gabriela watches.

ALAN
Be warned.
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MARCUS
You don't scare me, Alan.

ALAN
The first time I see anything not to
my standards, you're gone. Contribute
or leech. Which is it?

Marcus nods.

MARCUS
Your summary mentioned accelerated
growth. Which killed the mice. Why
would you expect this same line to
be productive?

ALAN
The mothers expired, the postnatal
pups survived for a week.

MARCUS
Just how fast are the human embryos
growing?

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY/NIGHT

SERIES OF SHOTS

Alan, Gabriela and Marcus check gauges, adjust inputs, and
regularly go in back of a curtain to tend to whatever's there.

Backlit, the curtain gives a vague impression of three, 7-
foot high by 3-foot transparent enclosures which house
something the size of a newborn child.

As the MONTAGE continues, Alan, Marcus and Gabriela work on
both sides of the curtain... Whatever's inside each enclosure
grows... Over days and nights, to 2-feet tall, 4-feet, five
and a half feet...

Each time blocking out more and more of the light, casting a
larger shadow. Changing position slightly.

END SERIES OF SHOTS.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Alan glances anxiously at Gabriela as she dims the lights.
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GABRIELA
We can lock the door and hide.

ALAN
The failures always haunt me.

A KNOCK and Marcus escorts Leonard in. Leonard beelines toward
the curtain. Alan heads him off.

LEONARD
I feel like Dorothy about to expose
the Wizard.

ALAN
You've been patient. But prepare
yourself.

LEONARD
Can't be worse than brainless rats.

Leonard yanks back the curtain, exposing three huge glass
artificial wombs.

Floating in each in yellowish fluid, is an adult female.
Each clone identical to the next. Each looks like Sharon.

Leonard takes a deep, stunned breath.

LEONARD
They look just like her.

ALAN
Welcome to the future.

LEONARD
It's nearly overwhelming.

Gabriela snaps on an E.E.G. connected to the nearest clone
and invites Leonard to monitor the graph.

LEONARD
Flat line.

Alan calls to the clone in the vat.

ALAN
Sharon?

The E.E.G. waves change to small peaks and valleys.

LEONARD
It's reacting to your voice.
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MARCUS
Analog and digital noise cancellation.
Point zero, zero, zero, one per cent
chance of error.

GABRIELA
And only Alan's voice. Not mine. Not
Marcus.

LEONARD
(to the clone)

Sharon?

No reaction on the E.E.G.

ALAN
What's she thinking when I speak?

MARCUS
Alan fantasizes, on some level she
remembers his voice.

ALAN
Love, fear? Anger with what I did to
her?

(softly to the embryo)
Sharon, it's me. Alan.

The adult embryo turns to him. So do the other two. The E.E.G.
stylus SCRATCHES in spikes.

ALAN
That's my wife's memory.

The graph needle CLANKS against the pins.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH COMPLEX - NIGHT

An owl HOOTS from within the darkness.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH CORRIDOR - NIGHT

Security guard TERRY, 60S, neat uniform, tests each door to
see that it's locked. When he gets to Alan's, the door yields.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - NIGHT

Terry's flashlight swings over the room. He pulls aside the
curtain to the clones.
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Terry paws for his glasses. Drops them as his light settles
on the closest vat and the form inside.

TERRY
Dear Jesus, Mrs. Fraser!

He bends for his glasses. Braces himself on the counter.

A SPARK leaps from counter to hand and knocks him down.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH COMPLEX - NIGHT

Alan's BMW SCREECHES in among P.G.R. security vehicles.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH SECURITY OFFICE - NIGHT

Banks of monitors and communication devices. A SECURITY
LIEUTENANT crowds Terry and Marcus. Alan rushes in.

ALAN
(to Marcus)

How'd you beat me here?

MARCUS
Security called me on my cell.

Alan glares long and hard at Marcus.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - NIGHT

Alan and Marcus stare aghast. In the middle vat, "Clone #2"
appears lifeless, her artificial umbilical cord wrapped around
her neck.

The other two clones are curled in pain.

ALAN
Be careful what you touch.

Silent, rapid and efficient, Alan and Marcus check meters
and valves comparing what they observe against printed values.

LATER

CLONE #2 is out of the vat and on a blanket. Alan presses
defibrillator electrodes against the replica's chest.

ALAN
Clear!
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Her body arches... And drops limply.

Alan covers her mouth with his. He exhales, pounds on her
heart, again uses the defibrillator:

ALAN
Clear!

LATER

Leonard BURSTS into the lab. He slows at the sight of Alan
and Marcus, both exhausted.

The Sharon-clone is lifeless. Hypodermic needles, the crash
cart and more, mark witness to the men's attempts.

LEONARD
What happened?

Alan doesn't even look his way. Leonard motions Marcus aside.

MARCUS
Terrible accident. Full voltage off
the mains...

Leonard feels his neck, in the same location as the clone's
umbilical cord marks.

MARCUS
She must've thrashed around, got
entangled...

LEONARD
Thank God the three systems are
separate.

MARCUS
They're not. A fail safe blew a bridge
between the circuits.

Gabriela sails into the room. She squeezes her eyes shut.

She helps Alan rig a heart monitor to the vat containing the
first of the remaining clones, "Sharon 'A'".

The monitor BEEPS. She's alive. Alan touches the glass vat.

ALAN
Sharon. Sharon, it's me, Alan.

No reaction. He taps the glass.
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ALAN
Sharon.

No response.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - CORRIDOR - DAY

A haggard Alan dogs Leonard down the hall.

ALAN
Someone wants to kill them.

Leonard waves off the thought.

LEONARD
I'm more concerned about you.

ALAN
And I'm concerned about you risking
my wife's life.

LEONARD
They're clones!

ALAN
They're her!

LEONARD
If I give them a guard will you go
home and get some sleep?

INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - (ALAN'S DREAM) - NIGHT

Alan mumbles in restless slumber.

ALAN
Sharon. Where... When can we...

A woman groans.

Alan's eyes fly open. He snaps his eyes across the bed
where... A figure lies totally covered by a sheet.

Alan eases the cover down to find...

Sharon's pale, bloated face -- like in the morgue.
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INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

Alan awakes with a grunt. His gaze shifts to the other pillow.
He rolls a strand of Sharon's hair between his fingers.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

A uniformed GUARD stands silhouetted outside the door. Leonard
videos as Marcus and Alan lift a clone from her enclosure.
Gabriela helps lower her to a padded gurney.

Dripping with amniotic fluid, Sharon 'A' is a perfect
duplicate of the original Sharon.

Working around the umbilical which stretches between Sharon
A and the vat, Gabriela clears Sharon A's throat and forces
air in with a manual resuscitator. No response from the clone.

ALAN
Gabby... Let me.

Alan edges Gabriela away and breathes air into Sharon 'A'
from his mouth. He pulls under her arms, extending her lungs.

A stillness... and Sharon 'A' sucks in her first breath.

She screams. Loud, choking, angry. Her eyes snap open.

Sharon 'A' flails at Alan. He pulls her close. Her nails dig
into his back. She draws BLOOD.

ALAN
Sharon. It's me. Sharon!

Gabriela grabs at Sharon A's hands to try and stop the
laceration of Alan's back. Leonard and Marcus watch in shock.

Alan holds Sharon 'A'. He strokes her. She calms.

ALAN
It's me. Shhh. I'm here.

Sharon screams but no longer attacks.

Gabriela clamps the umbilical cord. The pumping ceases and
the cord collapses.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - INFIRMARY - DAY

Gabriela tends Alan's Sharon-inflicted wounds.
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GABRIELA
What's next?

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Sharon 'B' inhales a choking breath. She curls herself
together and softly weeps. Alan clamps the umbilical cord.

His tired eyes meet Gabriela's.

GABRIELA
Pasteur, Curie, Lister, Hippocrates,
stand and salute you. As do I.

INT. LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

Leonard, Security Lieutenant and Alan finish a meeting.

SECURITY LIEUTENANT
We'll maintain full procedures. But
a matter of this magnitude, lips
loosen. Softball, in the shower,
over drinks. The sooner you make
this public on your terms, the better.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - HOSPITAL ROOM #1 - THREE DAYS
LATER - DAY

Walls of soft pink, reflected in soothing, abstract art.
Blood-red roses grace the night stand. Alan and Leonard wait
while Gabriela completes a blood draw from Sharon 'A'.

Sharon 'A' wears a red neck ribbon. Gabriela leaves.

ALAN
(to Leonard)

We call this one 'Karen.' Karen, how
are you today?

Karen's eyes dart between the men like they were snakes
basking in the sun.

LEONARD
How do you like... being back?

ALAN
Although Karen's cords are fully
formed, she hasn't spoken.
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LEONARD
Any theory?

ALAN
In a way she's three-days old.

LEONARD
Mentally challenged?

Alan leads Leonard a bit away for privacy.

ALAN
A karyotype might show evidence of
retardation but I'd rather wait. All
physical appearances are perfect.

LEONARD
It'd be devastating if...

ALAN
The major tests are for older
children. Universal Non-verbal, Basic
Skills. Draw-a-person is possible.
Tomorrow we start with basic drawing.

LEONARD
Are you okay?... Alan?

ALAN
What if we've come all this way, and
she's empty? What a waste.

(he focuses)
Look in Karen's right eye.

Leonard leans in.

KAREN'S EYE: A worm-like squiggle in red extends from the
pupil down into the cornea.

LEONARD
Your wife didn't have that.

ALAN
A probable pre-birth anomaly with
the umbilical cord. Karen's dissolved
after an equivalent nine-months, and
was replaced with one we grew.
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INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - HOSPITAL ROOM #2 - DAY

Alan continues his statement, but among walls of pastel green.
Forest landscapes. Green chrysanthemums in a vase.

ALAN
...We can't say yet if it's from the
artificial cord or something in my
wife's DNA. But Karen and Sharon
here have the same thing.

Leonard studies Sharon 'B' (now called 'Sharon').

SHARON'S EYE: The identical worm-like squiggle in red from
the pupil down into the cornea.

LEONARD
This is the only difference you
noticed from... your wife?

ALAN
Physically.

Sharon wears a green ribbon around her neck. She seems softer,
more mellow than Karen.

LEONARD
Sharon, how are you feeling?

Sharon watches like the men were butterflies on a flower.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Silhouetted in the kitchen door, a choke hold on a cold
burrito, Alan studies the sofa. The furniture reflects in
the sliding glass doors to the balcony.

All very empty...

INT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Desks, filing cabinets, pictures of Albert Einstein and Marie
Curie. Tired, Neville surveys a bulletin board:
Photos of Sharon, alive and dead, Alan's pool, scribbled
notes, and "suspects" including Alan, Leonard, Marcus,
Gabriela, and the Secretary.
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INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - TESTING LAB - DAY

E.E.G., E.K.G., ophthalmic equipment. A DVR camera blinks
"Record" at Karen, who wears a red blouse and matching choker.
Alan slides a drawing pad in front of her.

ALAN
Karen, can you draw something?

Alan places a crayon in her hand. She rubs the soft point,
the color transferring to her fingers. She rubs her fingers
clean on the drawing pad.

ALAN
Can you draw me? Something you see?

Karen drops the crayon.

NEXT DAY

The camera blinks "recording." Karen in a yellow t-shirt,
the red ribbon on her neck.

ALAN
Would you like me to show you?

Alan draws a straight line on the top page of the pad.

Karen scoffs.

NEXT DAY

Karen in a mint-green ruffled blouse. Alan stares at a
clipboard, trying to figure something.

Karen puts crayon to paper and draws a rectangle.

Alan alerts.

Karen adds a hat-like image on top of the first... and a
circle within a circle on the rectangle. A few more shapes
and Alan sees: A crude drawing of his camera.

ALAN
Can you tell me what that is?

Karen crumples the drawing and throws it at Alan. She stands,
a bit wobbly. Alan gives her his arm for support.
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INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ANIMAL LAB - DAY

A hamster exercise-wheels like its getting somewhere. Three
mice attempt to scale the side of a glass enclosure. A snake's
forked tongue tastes the air.

At a card table, Sharon, green choker, stares sadly at a
crayon. Her sketch pad is blank. Gabriela hovers beside her.

GABRIELA
Sharon, you're doing very good, honey.
We'll try again tomorrow.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ALAN'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Alan's gaze slides from Gabriela, to his desk. On it lies
Karen's crumpled drawing of a camera and Sharon's blank page.

ALAN
I always had the thirty-five with
us. That last night, Sharon didn't
want to be photographed.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - TESTING LAB - DAY

Alan at the stainless table with a stack of cards and... His
camera. Karen, red ribbon and gray sweats, prowls past the
E.K.G., her feet slightly spread but otherwise normal.

ALAN
Karen, we need to get to work.

Karen stretches like a cat, bends into a toe touch and sits
opposite Alan. His eyes never leave her.

Alan flips a card which reads "K."

ALAN
K, as in kitten. Or Karen. K.

Another card.

ALAN
T. Toothbrush. T.

Another.

ALAN
C. Camera--

Karen reaches into the stack of cards and flips "A."
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KAREN
Angel.

ALAN
Yes, A, Angel. Did you hear that?

KAREN
Angel wings.

Alan's eyes dart back and forth in insight.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ANIMAL LAB - DAY

Same hamster, same cage, still races its wheel. At the table,
Gabriela flips a card with the letter:

GABRIELA
D. Dog. D.

Sharon, green choker, watches the snake sleep.

GABRIELA
Sharon, please, look at the cards.
Let's start again. C. Camera...

Sharon breaks into tears, deep wracking sobs.

GABRIELA
Sharon... You don't have to--

Sharon bangs her fist on the card table. She moans in
frustration. Gabriela grabs the phone.

GABRIELA
(on phone)

Alan, come here. Quickly.

Gabriela wraps her arms around Sharon, who squalls louder.

Alan bursts through the door. Gabriela steps back, helpless.

Alan kneels at Sharon's chair. Touches her leg. Sharon springs
into his arms, knocks Alan to the floor.

She cries into Alan's chest. Alan awkwardly hugs Sharon close.
She responds by pulling him tighter, holds very, very near.

Gabriela face reads between shock and... maybe a bit jealous.
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INT. LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

Leonard cuts his eyes to Alan. Gabriela stands by.

ALAN
Cellular Memory is a perfect
hypothesis. Traces of the past within
each and every cell.

LEONARD
(to Gabriela)

Is any of this Examiner Contamination?

GABRIELA
Karen described Alan's kitchen to
me. He wasn't there.

ALAN
Our bathtub. Claw feet. Lavender
shampoo. Unmistakable. The more Karen
talks, with amazing progress, means
she's not learning language, she's
remembering it.

LEONARD
Yet Sharon hasn't spoken. Why?

ALAN
Who knows, when the two finally meet,
what that link sparks in each other.
Feelings, memory.

Alan trembles.

ALAN
Len, I have to, have to wonder...
Gabby too. Could they remember the
embezzlement? Looking for the thief?
Can they remember my wife's murder?
Cellular. Memory.

LEONARD
Holy crap.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - GARDEN AREA - DAY

Benches circle an oval of grass. A koi pond ripples with
life. Video cameras perch on tripods.

Gabriela keeps Karen company. Marcus and Leonard wait
anxiously on the next bench.
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Karen's speech is adept, only a trace of hesitation:

KAREN
I don't think I'm going to like this.
It has to be huge. I'm a Russian spy
after Top Secrets, is that it?

GABRIELA
You and I can be in business together.

Karen's eyes sparkle at the sight of Alan. But fades when
she sees Alan with a woman. A woman with a green choker.

Karen stands. Leonard and Marcus start the cameras.

Sharon almost turns back. Alan coaxes her to Karen.

Sharon and Karen study each other. Their gazes trail over
face and hair, up and down each other's bodies.

ALAN
Karen, this is Sharon. Sharon, Karen.

Karen reaches for Sharon's cheek. Sharon twitches away.

ALAN
She won't hurt you. Will you, Karen?

Marcus zooms his video camera in on Karen's face. Gabriela
relieves Leonard on his camera.

Karen fluffs Sharon's hair. Her fingers trail down her cheek.
To her lips.

KAREN
Who is this?

ALAN
At the lab, when we created you--

KAREN
No! Who is this?

ALAN
...You weren't the only one. The
concept may be difficult--

KAREN
Why are you lying?

Karen balls her hands into fists.
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ALAN
I'm trying to explain.

KAREN
"Science makes the future."

ALAN
Yes. Exactly.

KAREN
"A metal robot. Without a soul."
You're still trying to beat me! But
you can't. I'm smarter than you.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - KOI POND - DAY

Afternoon shadows lance past Leonard and Alan, who roost on
the short pond wall.

ALAN
The house will be familiar, more
relaxed. They'll have their own rooms.
Be able to become friends.

LEONARD
You're serious.

ALAN
They'll be back a hundred times.

LEONARD
You can't take them.

ALAN
It's heartless not to.

LEONARD
Heartless?

ALAN
I've known them half my life. We've
shared pain, joy. I watched Sharon
throw up in the toilet, and I loved
her so much, that moment. I need
them as much as they need their own
space, furniture. Privacy.

LEONARD
They're safe here, Alan.
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Alan trails his hand in the water, across the back of a koi,
who seems to enjoy the touch.

ALAN
I'll need a day to prepare. Thursday,
they're coming home with me.

LEONARD
No.

ALAN
I'm not asking.

LEONARD
I'll have security stop you.

ALAN
Make the call. Let's see where that
leads. Len, she's my wife.

LEONARD
Both of them?

INT. FRASER HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Karen lies with her back stretched over the sofa arm until:
POP! A bone snaps into place. She glances at the balcony,
where Sharon enjoys the ocean view. Karen adjusts her red
ribbon, throws herself into a chair.
Alan shifts his video recorder back onto her. 

ALAN
What's your last recollection before
you felt your body forming?

KAREN
When I was alive? Sun overhead.
Swimming. Alan, my head hurts.

ALAN
Do you remember leaving the pool?
Were you in the house?

KAREN
I don't remember. Please, no more.
This is killing me. I'm gonna be
sick. Please, no more.

ALAN
Okay, Angel.
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Alan watches Karen amble upstairs. He changes the camera
chip and moves to the terrace with the recorder.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - TERRACE - DAY

Pacific waters reflect the sun. Alan clicks on the camera
and moves next to Sharon. She fingers her green choker.

ALAN
You always found the ocean calming.

Side by side, they stare off into the ocean.

ALAN
I love you. I hope you know that.

Alan snaps off the camera and turns toward the house. Sharon
grabs his hand. She stares at their intertwined fingers. 
Their eyes meet. She drops his hand.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - DINING AREA - NIGHT

A semi-formal eating area with a glass-slabbed table. A vase
of glass flowers as a centerpiece. Gabriela takes notes as
she and Alan converse.

GABRIELA
You have two roommates, technically
virgins in their sexual prime, yet
this subject never crossed your mind?

ALAN
It's not germane to the study. Next?

GABRIELA
If you ever decide to clone me, I
wanna know if I should bring a
nightie.

Gabriela studies the glass flowers with a steel stare.

ALAN
Sharon's.

GABRIELA
There's a village near Munich, blows
flowers, heaven-made. If she'd found
them, this'd be perfect.

Alan blinks.
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ALAN
The day before she died, Sharon took
off her wedding ring. To entice me
to stop work.

GABRIELA
Yet neither of the clones show the
slightest interest in sex?

ALAN
They're not the same Sharon.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - POOL - DAY

The video camera records Sharon, Karen, and Alan on the patio,
at breakfast. The women simultaneously put down their forks,
pick up their coffee, and take a sip.

When they spot Alan observing them, Karen quickly smiles.
Sharon demurely lowers her cup.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - BUSHES - CONTINUOUS

Through binoculars, someone watches Alan, Sharon and Karen.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - TESTING LAB - DAY

Gabriela makes notes directly on the E.E.G. sheet as it
prints. Alan eases a paper and pencil toward Sharon.

ALAN
Draw something?

The E.E.G. agitates. Sharon touches pencil to page and begins
what looks like a Y... And promptly scratches over it.

ALAN
That's good, Sharon.

The E.E.G. calms. Gabriela marks the readout.

ALAN
Do you remember hunting for an
embezzler on the computer? Do you
recall being at the pool?

Gabriela leans closer to the E.E.G., waiting...

ALAN
Do you remember your death?
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Sharon peers at Alan with sad, inquisitive eyes. The E.E.G.
stays calm.

LATER.

The E.E.G. churns. Gabriela monitors as Alan works with Karen.

KAREN
What do you want from me, Alan? You
want a picture of the pain? How it
feels to die? You want to know who
did it?

Alan waits for her to continue.

KAREN
Is that why you brought us back? To
solve some other woman's murder, you
torture us?

ALAN
That's not fair.

Karen gasps in realization.

KAREN
If I remember, I get killed again.

The E.E.G. FRANTICALLY SCRATCHES. Gabriela marks the time.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Karen tears the red ribbon from her neck. Alan handles a
nest of boxes. Opens one, reveals another. The often present
recorder videos the two.

ALAN
Yes, there's a danger. But whether
you try or not, the threat's real. I
want to point to something else. How
your brain works, click, click. How
sharp to form these conclusions.

KAREN
Why did you name me 'Karen'?

ALAN
What's your point?
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KAREN
Since I was born first, I'm the
oldest. I should've been Sharon.

ALAN
I see it matters to you.

KAREN
When you got married my name was
Sharon. Now that there's two of us,
I'm Karen.

Karen's hand rubs up and down her body.

KAREN
How does that affect how the law
looks at me? What if you had an
accident?

ALAN
I don't know.

KAREN
How will people treat me when they
find out I'm a copy?

ALAN
There's never been anyone like you.

She stands at the sliding doors, peers at the balcony.

KAREN
I remember making love out there. In
the wind. The spray. So romantic.

The back of Karen's hand brushes against Alan's. He
intertwines their fingers.

KAREN
You whispered, "Angel Wings, take me
to heaven."

Karen's stomach presses into his hip. Their breaths quicken.

KAREN
Your hand moved--

Sharon appears.

KAREN
Hi, Sharon.
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Sharon kisses Alan deeply, not allowing him to resist. She
whirls toward Karen for a reaction, who shows none.

Just as quickly, Sharon stalks off.

KAREN
(to Alan)

Stay here.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - SHARON'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Vestiges of what was to have been a nursery. A tree painted
on the wall reaches to stars. An unfinished angel peers down.

Queen-size bed. Sharon on it, still with her green choker.
Karen lets herself in.

KAREN
My tongue tingled when you kissed.
Made me wonder why I hadn't done it.

Sharon's brow furrows.

KAREN
Do you understand what we are? I'm
you and you're me.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - SWIMMING POOL - DAY

Sharon edges tentatively toward the sparkling surface of the
pool. She touches the concrete where Alan found blood.

Alan moves onto the deck.

Sharon shakes. Her hands move to her head.

ALAN
Sharon, are you all right?

Her mouth opens, her lips move. A sound like a low moan:

SHARON
I'm scared.

 
Alan exhales in satisfaction.

EXT. BEACH AT FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Sharon curls her toes into the sand. She notices a bit of
fabric peeking from the surface.
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She gently extricates the shawl the original Sharon wore the
night on the beach.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - DAY

In the collage, a picture of the first Sharon in the bathing
suit she wore when she died. Karen leans in, entranced.

RING! The TELEPHONE BURSTS into Karen's awareness. She jumps.

EXT. BEACH AT FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Sharon jumps, startled. By what she doesn't know.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - DAY

Karen stares at the phone. RING.

She grabs the phone. Listens a moment and slides the receiver
into its base.

INT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - DAY

Neville slides his phone into its cradle. Tadi peers over.

NEVILLE
Hang up.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Gabriela squints in Alan's direction.

ALAN
...At expanding distances. Are Sharon
and Karen's shared thoughts and
feelings as reliable at ten miles as
at six feet?

GABRIELA
Like lovers. Or twins.

ALAN
Much stronger. But not always.

GABRIELA
Boss... What are they to you? Aside
from the latest trial?
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ALAN
Sometimes I think of things I don't
want them to remember. Things I wish
I hadn't done. Once, my goal was
clear. Bring back my wife. Make top
ten in medical history...

GABRIELA
Do you think they're in danger?

INT. LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

Karen and Leonard on the sofa a respectful distance apart.

LEONARD
Yes, you're in danger.

KAREN
I enjoy this life. I'd hate to lose
it again.

LEONARD
I once suggested you not investigate
the thief. I believe that now even
more. 'Cause Alan will ask.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Gabriela peeks up as Alan and Sharon enter.

ALAN
You seen Karen?

GABRIELA
I thought she was with you.

Alan dials the phone.

ALAN
(into phone)

Location on Karen, please...
(alarmed)

What do you mean?

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - SECURITY OFFICE - DAY

A monitor shows a blinking light moving on a street map. As
Leonard looks on, Security Lieutenant briefs Alan:
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SECURITY LIEUTENANT
The guard thought it was unusual but
she drove the vehicle off before--

ALAN
How long ago?

SECURITY LIEUTENANT
Fourteen minutes.

LEONARD
Go, Alan. Bring her back safe.

INT. ALAN'S CAR - DAY

Alan follows a PGR Security SUV onto the shoulder of the
Pacific Coast Highway. Security Lieutenant rides shotgun,
Sharon in the back.

SECURITY LIEUTENANT
You sure?

ALAN
I don't want to make this worse.

Security Lieutenant slides out, and Alan and Sharon pull
ahead to:

EXT. AUTHENTIC MEXICAN FAST FOOD - DAY

Alan parks next to an empty PGR Security car. At a table,
Karen munches on a taco. Alan and Sharon approach.

SHARON
I haven't had Mexican since...

ALAN
(to Karen)

What happened?

KAREN
What?

SHARON
(to Karen)

Veggie?

KAREN
You know me better than that.
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Alan yanks Karen's plate to the side.

ALAN
Karen, why are you here?

KAREN
I was hungry.

ALAN
We could've--

KAREN
Where's the camera?

Karen pulls back the plate.

KAREN
I thought if I got out with people,
different triggers... That's what
you want, isn't it? That's all you
want: Who killed me? That's what
you're fixated on. What your life
depends on. What my life depends on.

(to Sharon)
Why don't we go to a bar tonight?
Pick someone up. Give them the time
of their life.

Alan wisely keeps his mouth shut.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - DAY

The late morning sun burns past the oak tree. Neville RINGS
the front doorbell. Tadi scans the grounds with admiration.

TADI
Not every weird scientist is broke.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Sharon peeks with alarm at the sight of Neville and Tadi
through the textured glass front door.

SHARON
I don't know who they are!

The doorbell RINGS again.
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INT. FRASER HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Karen, hair pinned tight in a bun, waves Sharon over.

SHARON
Two men. Karen, I'm scared.

Karen depresses a button on the security system. She and
Sharon LISTEN to Neville and Tadi outside.

NEVILLE (V.O.)
Someone in there. White female.
Attractive.

A shadow of a smile crosses Karen's expression. Sharon frowns.

TADI (V.O.)
Next thing I know you'll smile.

NEVILLE (V.O.)
Don't bet on it.

Karen dials the phone. Neville POUNDS on the door.

NEVILLE (V.O.)
Police!

KAREN
(into phone)

Alan, two men are outside... Sharon
didn't recognize...

FOOTSTEPS through the security system.

KAREN
They may be leaving...

A CAR STARTS UP.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - NIGHT

Karen in her nightclothes. Alan at his desk.

KAREN
What if there were two killers?

ALAN
It was the police. But you were right
not opening it.
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KAREN
Even if it wasn't him this time, how
long till he catches one of us alone?

ALAN
Your hair. I don't remember you ever
wearing it up like that.

KAREN
Who, Alan? Who loves money like that
to hate me so much?

ALAN
If you need it... Top drawer.

Alan opens his desk. He shows her his gun and replaces it.

Karen lets her hair down.

KAREN
I feel so exposed. Hold me, Alan.

He does. She kisses him.

ALAN
Karen--

KAREN
Don't say no.

Her lips on his stop the debate. Karen shrugs off her robe.

ALAN
Angel, listen to me--

SHARON (O.S.)
Alan...

Sharon stands in the doorway.

SHARON
I feel so exposed.

Sharon slides into Alan's arms. Karen nibbles his neck. His
eyes sweep from one to the other.

KAREN
You know you want to.

Sharon stares in horror at Karen.
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SHARON
I don't want any part of this.

Sharon sweeps out.

KAREN
(yells to Sharon)

It's our nature! You can't deny what
we are!

Alan, alone with Karen, raises his hands, "Stop!"

KAREN
It's science! What's the matter with
you both? We're not dead! We're
breathing, living... something. With
needs. We're not dead!

INT. ALAN'S KITCHEN - MORNING

Alan, coffee pot in hand, stares in awe at Karen as she
marches in with attitude and platinum blond hair.

ALAN
That color's amazing.

KAREN
What was the purpose, last night, of
making me feel unwanted?

ALAN
To tell you the truth--

KAREN
Yes! Let's try the truth.

ALAN
I felt like I'd be cheating on the
woman I love, with the woman I love.

KAREN
Please me, you satisfy her, remember?

Sharon appears in the doorway.

KAREN
(to Sharon)

Why'd you run off?
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SHARON
You upset 'cause I didn't want sex
with my sister?

KAREN
Suppose I did?

ALAN
Ladies...

SHARON
At least I don't obsess about screwing
everyone I see.

KAREN
Maybe you're jealous because I wanted
the baby and you--

SHARON
Shut up!

KAREN
...and you were a scared little bitch!
Maybe that's why I'm so damned
obsessed!

Sharon rushes off. Karen flings her coffee mug into the sink.

EXT. BEACH BELOW FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Far above on the cliff, the house stares down at Alan and
Karen. A rising tide spills over their feet.

KAREN
Why, do you think?

ALAN
Because you blamed yourself for losing
the baby.

KAREN
Not like I blamed you for not wanting
to try again.

ALAN
Was I that out of touch?

KAREN
Your mother knew more about what was
happening with me, Alan. Your mother!
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ALAN
Mom miscarried what was to be my
brother. I was four. She almost died.

KAREN
So she said.

ALAN
I was terrified I'd never see her
again. I still...

KAREN
So?

ALAN
When you and I lost our baby, I was
four again. Afraid I'd lose you,
too. I couldn't take that.

KAREN
Is that supposed to excuse your
behavior from now to forever, or
should I just feel sorry for you?

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - TESTING LAB - DAY

Electrodes dot Karen and Sharon. Gabriela manages the tests.

INT. MONITORING ROOM (OFF TESTING LAB) - DAY

Alan watches through the two-way mirror. Marcus approaches.

MARCUS
Have you seen these new
psychologicals?

Alan takes the offered graphs.

MARCUS
There's always been some differential.
Nothing beyond margin of error. Now
look at this.

Sharon's chart hops along near the top third of the paper in
inch or so movements. On Karen's, half way across, the line
falls heavily into the gray area at the bottom.

ALAN
Constant tests. Not to mention waiting
for someone to kill her.
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MARCUS
(re the tests)

Which translates to "spontaneous,"
"rash," "independent to a fault,"
"potentially violent." There is
suicide in the family.

ALAN
We have to take the next step.

Marcus raises an eyebrow in question.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - BALCONY - NIGHT

LED candles are a stab at romance. Sharon's plate brims with
vegetables. Karen and Alan tear into ribs.

Alan's gaze darts from woman to woman, Karen's platinum blond
and Sharon's natural dark blond in stunning contrast.

ALAN
You find who killed you or he finds
you. Cellular Memory should help,
jog... It's not like from scratch.
If you restart the investigation,
Leonard will double security.

SHARON
Worked great last time.

KAREN
I knew you'd ask. This is what you
wanted from the beginning, isn't it?

ALAN
That's part of it. I want you safe,
with him in jail. Or I want him dead.

KAREN
Sometimes I really can't stand you.

ALAN
Hard words from my wife.

KAREN
That other woman married you, all I
got was leftovers.

Karen storms into the house.



71

SHARON
She's scared. So am I.

ALAN
Me too, Sharon. Me too.

INT. SHARON'S OFFICE - DAY

Waiting, Mrs. Wilson, the accountant, sits knees together
and hands clasped. Alan and Karen, in a plunging neckline,
head-turning-but-not-revealing, maxi floral dress, barge in.

ALAN
Mrs. Wilson, this is Karen.

Mrs. Wilson's eye are wide, her mouth parted.

ALAN
I'll let you two get to know each
other again.

Alan leaves. Karen flips through a ledger. Mrs. Wilson can't
take her eyes off her.

KAREN
Do I make you nervous?

MRS. WILSON
Very.

KAREN
You want to touch?

MRS. WILSON
Oh, no, I...

Karen extends her arm in invitation. Mrs. Wilson rubs it.

MRS. WILSON
It's warm. And soft. I also heard...

Mrs. Wilson taps under her own eye.

KAREN
The right.

Mrs. Wilson peers closely at

KAREN'S RIGHT EYE: The worm-like squiggle in red from the
pupil down into the cornea is almost indiscernible.
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KAREN
It's faded. I'm almost back to me.

MRS. WILSON
The other you. What's she like?

Karen pulls away and types a command into the computer.

Mrs. Wilson's face betrays... Fear? Hate?

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - GARDEN AREA - DAY

Leonard and Alan wander past the koi pond.

ALAN
Why did she come to you?

LEONARD
Gabriela's one of my employees...

ALAN
Behind my back?

LEONARD
We chronicle the one at the computer
with times, names, figures. Keep
track of the other doing something
entirely different, then correlate
the events as to the same moment.

ALAN
I'm trying to keep them sane and
alive. I promised--

LEONARD
Karen versus Sharon.

Alan throws up his hands in frustration.

ALAN
...if they did the investigation
we'd give them a break from the rest.

LEONARD
Brain function, sleep, menstrual
cycles, bowel movements. I've never
known Sharon to back off from a
challenge. All I'm saying is don't
hold back because you don't know
whether or not to have sex.
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Alan's eyes tighten.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - BREAK ROOM - DAY

Alan pounds his hand on the table in front of Gabriela.

GABRIELA
You don't think screwing two clones
is just a bit creepy? A bit over the
moral top?

ALAN
We're not having sex.

GABRIELA
I read Marcus's notes. "Potential
suicide..." You're horny as hell. I
see it, they must. Yet you abstain.
How do you think that affects a woman
deep down? To feel unwanted? Do they
lash out?

ALAN
It's worse. I don't love either like
I loved my wife.

EXT. ROAD NEAR FRASER HOUSE - NIGHT

In his car, Neville uses a Cannon camera with a duct-taped
body to click off shoots of the house and PGR Security car.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - DINING AREA - NIGHT

Sharon and Alan finish dinner in a subdued atmosphere. Karen
TINKLES the glass flowers against each other.

KAREN
(to Alan)

"Village near Munich, glass flowers."
Too bad these aren't good enough.

ALAN
I always liked them.

KAREN
I'm wondering what it'd be like to
have two of you. One at least could
service me all I want, and I'd know
I was loved twice as much.
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Biting his tongue, Alan clears but Sharon takes the dishes.

SHARON
I got these.

Sharon leaves Alan and Karen alone.

KAREN
Like now. I'd sincerely like to get
laid.

ALAN
You remind me of my wife. But there's
something wrong with this. You know
it, I know it.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - FILM DEVELOPING ROOM - NIGHT

Door open, trays dry. Alan organizes photographs of the
original Sharon. Karen ticks a fingernail on the door.

KAREN
She was very beautiful. I'm sorry
you lost her.

Karen uncovers another photo of Sharon.

KAREN
I don't have what she had. Patience.
Sense of fair play.

(beat)
Sharon can't take the fighting. She
feels isolated. I'm afraid... At
least let her know you care.

ALAN
What changed in the last couple hours?

KAREN
I felt her think about suicide.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - KAREN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Karen moans with pleasure to a stimulus unseen... Again.

KAREN
That's it... Faster... Oh, yes...
Not yet... Not yet...

Her body quivers in climax.
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KAREN
Oh, Alan... Oh... Oh.... Oh...

INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM (LATER) - NIGHT

Sharon checks if Alan's asleep. He snores softly. She eases
into the hall. Alan's eyes open.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - KAREN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Karen sits in bed with the lights out. Sharon raps on the
doorframe.

SHARON
That was you putting those thoughts
in my head, wasn't it?

KAREN
Better than I remember.

SHARON
You were wrong. I didn't want to.

KAREN
At a distance sex is all the pleasure,
none of the work. I wanted to make
sure I had that right.

SHARON
You manipulated us?

KAREN
You manipulated him. Nice work.

Karen opens the bed covers in invitation. Sharon crawls in.

KAREN
You smell of sex.

SHARON
What should we do?

KAREN
Find our murderer.

SHARON
With Alan. Do you want to live like
this? Or should we leave him?
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KAREN
Love him. Kill him.

SHARON
Kill him?

KAREN
We don't find ours, we're dead. So
we better get to work, A-SAP.

SHARON
Did you know there was a time I wasn't
sure I liked you?

KAREN
Not me. I knew I didn't like you.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - DAY

The PGR Guard exits his vehicle as Neville and Tadi motor up.
Tadi flashes his badge.

GUARD
I'll have to call this in.

Neville, with a bouquet, beelines toward the front door. He
leans on the DOORBELL.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Karen spots a man's shape with flowers. She opens the door.
It's all Neville can do to retain his balance.

NEVILLE
Mrs. Fraser!

(catches himself)
Excuse me, you look exactly like her.

KAREN
Are those flowers for me?

INT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Alan frets with his beard stubble. Karen and Leonard watch a
female ATTORNEY in a $2000 suit read the riot act to Neville,
Tadi and Police Captain.
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ATTORNEY
You will tell no one -- no one -- of
her existence, before, during or
after the interview. No recordings.

POLICE CAPTAIN
We need our stenographer. And you
and your client alone.

The Attorney glances at Alan and Leonard, who nod.

ATTORNEY
We'll stipulate to that if you limit
your examination to the murder and
related events. And only one officer.

NEVILLE
Your client was dead, autopsied--

ATTORNEY
The murder and related events.

Neville bites down on a mint.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

The DARK-ORANGE WALL behind Karen, a gold pin on her blouse.
The Attorney next to her. A video camera points at the floor.
A STENOGRAPHER records the interview with Neville.

KAREN
I started to come to. My head hurt
from whatever hit me. I felt movement.

NEVILLE
You were in a car?

KAREN
The ride was soft.

NEVILLE
You lost consciousness?

KAREN
Yes.

NEVILLE
What's the next thing you remember?



78

KAREN
Someone carried me like a sack of
potatoes, over their shoulder.

INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

A gray two-story just off the highway in a wooded area.
Inconspicuous except for the POLICE signs which spread above
the entrance and on a post fronting the road.

Tense, Alan leans against his car, listens to the SOUND OF
SHARON BREATHING. Alan presses his ear bud in tighter. He's
listening to the conversation in the interrogation Room.

NEVILLE (V.O.)
Mrs. Fraser?

KAREN (V.O.)
Whoever it was let go of me. I fell
forward. I hit something cold. I
couldn't move.

A spider scrambles up Alan's windshield. Alan, holding his
still camera, photographs the insect. SNAP. SNAP. SNAP.

NEVILLE leans closer to Karen.

NEVILLE
Something cold, like ice?

KAREN
Water. A stream.

ALAN whips to a silver creek where two birds vie for bathing
rights. Zoom. SNAP. SNAP. Two more photos.

KAREN makes a small noise of protest.

KAREN
The rocks pressed against my face.
Water came through my nose and mouth.
I tasted blood. I tried to get up. I
knew I was drowning.

Spellbound, the stenographer stares at Karen.

KAREN
I needed to take in air.

(MORE)
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KAREN (CONT'D)
But... It was over. I was face down
in the river. And I knew I was dead.

ALAN lowers the camera and covers his face with his hand.

NEVILLE (V.O.)
Who carried you there?

STENOGRAPHER types to catch up. Karen shoots a pleading look
at her Attorney.

NEVILLE
I'm here, Mrs. Fraser. Do you remember
who carried you there?

KAREN
I couldn't see them.

NEVILLE
Do you recall who knocked you out?

KAREN
I told you, "no."

NEVILLE
What kind of car--

KAREN
No! All right? I don't remember!

ALAN takes out his ear bud. A tear sneaks down his cheek.

EXT. COAST ROAD - NIGHT

The moon's reflection glistens on the ocean. To the side of
Alan's moving car, the cliffs drop sharply from the highway.

INT. ALAN'S CAR - NIGHT

Alan drives Karen.

KAREN
Neville has no idea there's two of
us. He thinks I'm Sharon. Wants me
back tomorrow.

ALAN
Thank you for wearing the mic.
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Karen removes the "pin" from her blouse, flips a switch on
the back and tosses it on the dashboard.

KAREN
I'd been giving the guard coffee.
When I saw the flowers...

ALAN
I put a lot of pressure on you both.
I know it's not always fair.

They drive a bit in silence.

ALAN
When you were dead. Those days in
between. What was it like?

KAREN
Liberating.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - MORNING

Karen, no microphone pin, slides behind the driver's wheel
of her car. Alan closes the door.

ALAN
You sure Sharon can take over on the
computer?

She raises her eyebrows.

ALAN
I can still come with you.

KAREN
I can still run away.

Karen pulls up the driveway. The security car follows.

EXT. COAST ROAD - DAY

Karen flips on MUSIC on the car radio and enjoys the day.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - SHARON'S OFFICE - DAY

At the computer, Sharon double-checks a spread sheet.
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INT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - DAY

Tadi and Neville stand silent. Attorney observes. Karen
watches a projector blink pictures of men on and off:

A Security Guard. A man in civilian clothing, previously
unseen. Leonard. Security Lieutenant. Karen grins at a photo
of the well-built male Secretary. Neville pauses the
projector.

NEVILLE
That one mean something?

KAREN
You never look at a beautiful woman
walking on the beach?

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - SHARON'S OFFICE - DAY

Where a moment before Sharon was involved with the computer,
she scans the office beyond. Sorting files, is the Secretary.
He turns and their eyes meet.

INT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Neville watches Karen as the next photo flashes on: Alan.

KAREN
This a joke?

Neville says, "You tell me" with a gesture.

KAREN
My husband didn't kill me.

NEVILLE
How can you be sure?

Karen touches a spot of pain toward the back of her head.

INT. SHARON'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Sharon presses the same spot on her skull.

EXT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - DAY

Attorney heads to her car. Neville escorts Karen to hers.
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NEVILLE
Can I ask how you're here, when I
was at your funeral? How did your
husband raise you? Or recreate you?

Karen grins. No way is she answering that.

KAREN
You're not married, are you?

NEVILLE
Justice is the best that man can
offer. The rest is fiction.

KAREN
You were married. A smile now and
then might've kept you two together.

The floor seems to drop out behind Neville's eyes.

NEVILLE
My job is dead babies and beaten-up
twelve-year-old girls with track
marks. Give me a case to smile about
and I'll be first in line with a
shit-eating grin you can see from
the beach.

EXT. COAST ROAD - DAY

Karen's car and the security vehicle speed in tandem. Karen's 
front wheel sparks where it joins the axle.

She dives into a curve. The wheel sheers. It goes one way,
the car another.

She clips a Ford Fusion, and hits a concrete pad. Her car
slams into a boulder, careens off the granite chunk...

INT. SHARON'S OFFICE - DAY

Sharon screams a frantic, painful cry that chills Mrs. Wilson.

EXT. COAST ROAD - DAY

Karen and the car plummet to the rocks below.
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INT. SHARON'S OFFICE - DAY

Sharon's head whips back and forth in agony.

MRS. WILSON
Mrs. Fraser!

Sharon lurches backward, and collapses.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - HOSPITAL ROOM #1 - DAY

Vital-sign monitors BEEP. Alan lifts comatose Sharon's eyelid
for her reaction to light. Observing are a NURSE and Leonard.

Gabriela hustles in and whispers to Leonard. His face sags.

LEONARD
Alan...

EXT. COAST ROAD - NIGHT

Flares burn warnings. Emergency vehicles, cops and the
unharmed Pure Genetic Research security car crowd the side
of the highway. Alan's Beemer pulls in at one end.

EXT. ROCKS BELOW COAST ROAD - NIGHT

Neville nods to Alan and leads him toward the twisted wreck.
Karen is pinned behind the wheel, dead.

NEVILLE
It was intentional.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Alan watches over the unconscious Sharon, rubs his eyes.

INT. LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

Leonard turns his laptop to Alan, who reads an on-line paper.

ALAN
"Name withheld pending notification."

LEONARD
The police don't want to explain how
a murder victim was driving her car.
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Alan's CELL RINGS. He checks the readout.

ALAN
Speak of the devil.

INT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - DAY

Tadi brings coffee for Neville and Alan, keeps one himself.

NEVILLE
The Coroner recognized whatever you
want to call that poor woman. D.A.'s
opinion is a gray area. There was no
autopsy. The body's released.

ALAN
I'll make arrangements.

NEVILLE
With the mortuary? Or are you going
to take her over to Pure Genetics
for a little work on your own?

ALAN
You don't like me much, do you?

NEVILLE
Your wife was the first human clone.

ALAN
It would be arrogant to assume there
might not be a similar situation in
another lab. There are rumors in
Germany.

TADI
There might be more?

ALAN
I could be one.

NEVILLE
What about your lab? You got twenty
more there?

Alan's PHONE SIGNALS a text message. He reads it.

NEVILLE
Tadi and I were wondering if you
murdered your wife as an experiment.
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ALAN
If it's not the husband, it's the
thief, or the jilted lover, or the
random act of science.

TADI
"Cain lifts Crow, that heavy black
bird and strikes down Abel. 'Damn,'
says Crow, I guess this is just the
beginning.'"

ALAN
Cain didn't bring Abel back to life.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Sharon's eyes open as Alan moves into the room.

SHARON
Am I dead?

ALAN
Of course not.

SHARON
Where's Karen? He killed her, didn't
he? That's why I feel... clammy.

ALAN
The twin link is still connected?
You... You can't still be joined.

SHARON
It feels like she's inside me.

Sharon shivers. Alan scans Sharon with a forehead thermometer.

ALAN
Ninety-six point four.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - REFRIGERATION ROOM - DAY

Karen's dead body lies on a stainless slab.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ACCOUNTING OFFICE - NIGHT

The glow of a computer screen silhouettes someone. The person
runs their fingers through the hair over the left ear.
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INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - NIGHT

Alan checks his gun, puts it back in the desk drawer.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

In bed, Alan hears a rustle. Sharon stands in the doorway.

SHARON
Help me warm up?

LATER

Their bodies locked together, Alan's rhythm increases.

SHARON
Not yet, baby. I need to catch up.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH REFRIGERATION ROOM - NIGHT

Karen, dead, on a slab. The SOUNDS of Sharon and Alan making
love, the RUSTLE of sheets, the GRUNTS of passion.

ALAN (V.O.)
Oh, God, I don't...

SHARON (V.O.)
Alan... I'm... I'm... Yes. Yes!

Sharon and Alan wail in ecstasy and laughter.

Karen lies unmoving.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - DAY

The sun beats back a wet fog.

INT. ALAN'S LAB - DAY

Leonard and Alan, alone.

ALAN
I'm working a hypothesis as to why
the link still exists--

LEONARD
You can't refrigerate her forever.
There are several people--
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ALAN
No one touches her!

LEONARD
An autopsy--

ALAN
No one else!

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - SHARON'S OFFICE - DAY

Sharon taps at the computer keys. Hugs herself for warmth.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - OPERATING ROOM - DAY

Alan towers over Karen's mottled body, a scalpel in his hand.
He lowers the instrument to her chest.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH LABORATORIES - POND - DAY

Sharon's hand moves to where the scalpel touched Karen.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH OPERATING ROOM - DAY

Alan's teardrops drip onto Karen's cold lips.

ALAN
Please, Karen, help me do this.

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH LABORATORIES - POND - DAY

Sharon wipes her lips where Alan's tears fell on Karen. She
frowns -- nothing to wipe.

Her eyes widen in realization. She leaps to her feet

EXT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - HALLWAY OUTSIDE AUTOPSY - DAY

Sharon sprints, shouting at the top of her lungs.

SHARON
Alan, stop! You can't undo--

Sharon staggers to a stop. Her hand traces from her left
shoulder down through her abdomen, then her right shoulder --
all the points a scalpel would slice in an autopsy.

Her BODY GUARD catches up to her.
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BODY GUARD
Mrs. Fraser!

Sharon throws his hand off, charges down the hall.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - OPERATING ROOM - DAY

Sharon BLASTS through the door. Alan whirls from Karen's
open body. Sharon thunders to a stop at the autopsy table.

She SLAPS him.

INT. SHARON'S BEDROOM - SUNSET

Alan watches Sharon search through hangers of clothes. She
lays an outfit on the bed. What appears to be a welt leads
from each shoulder in a Y shape, down to her navel.

SHARON
I don't want to see you. I don't
want to hear your voice--

ALAN
It's not safe! Please, let me--

SHARON
So I die. Make another one. You want
to take blood now?

Sharon stabs the back of the gold jewelry mic into a finger.
She smears the blood on the mirror.

SHARON
There. Use that.

ALAN
I don't want to lose you.

SHARON
Dig the first Sharon up. Maybe you
can breathe life into her rotting
corpse. Maybe she won't stink up
your life like we did.

ALAN
Sharon, all I wanted--

SHARON
Are your tests.

(MORE)
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SHARON (CONT'D)
You want your murderer. You want
your Nobel Prize. But it's me that's
in pain! It's me that suffers. Stand
in my way, you'll never get me back.
I swear to you.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - NIGHT

Sharon speeds Alan's Beemer up the driveway and onto the
road. The PGR security car pursues.

EXT. COAST ROAD

Sharon hits eighty. Security barely keeps pace. She rounds a
curve and dives onto a side road.

A moment later the security car zooms past on the highway.
He's missed Sharon.

INT. ALAN'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

Alan shouts into the telephone.

ALAN
(on phone)

What do you mean "lost her"?... No,
don't call the police. Find her!

EXT. HARGROVE BAR AND GRILL - SAN FRANCISCO - NIGHT

An up-scale nouveau establishment. Sharon strides in.

INT. HARGROVE BAR AND GRILL - NIGHT

Sharon's dress clings like she was charged with static. MIKE,
35, poised, slides onto the stool next to her.

MIKE
You must be registered as a weapon.

SHARON
How long you work on that line? I'm
supposed to meet someone.

MIKE
When he comes, I'll leave.
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SHARON
You don't know what you're getting
into.

MIKE
(re Sharon's chest)

Where's that scar go?

SHARON
Through my heart.

From a dark booth across the way, someone eyes Sharon.

INT. ALAN'S STUDY - NIGHT

Alan studies Sharon's collage. He grabs his phone...

ALAN
(into phone)

Sharon, it's me again. When you get
this, just let me know you're okay.

(he hangs up)
What have I done?

EXT. BEACH - EARLY MORNING

A wave pounds into the sand.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - EARLY MORNING

Sharon pulls into the driveway.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Alan HEARS THE BMW and jumps to his feet.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Alan opens the front door as Sharon steps near. She peeks
past him at a banner reading, "Welcome Home."

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Sharon and Alan, at opposing ends of the sofa.

SHARON
I made a terrible mistake.
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ALAN
You don't have to say--

SHARON
I went home with a guy. From a bar.
I knew what he wanted right up front.
I was fine with that. I let him get
me half naked before I realized it
wasn't me feeling sexy. It was my
sister's need to feel alive again.
Karen, reaching out from the grave.

Alan trembles out a sigh.

SHARON
When I realized that, I grabbed my
clothes and ran out. Poor guy's
probably still hard.

ALAN
You didn't sleep with him?

She shakes her head.

SHARON
I know why you loved Sharon. I feel
part of that in me. Alan, don't think
this makes me weak: I want a
relationship that's good for us.

ALAN
I'm not... I'm not sure there's any
right time... in between Sharon and
us, I had sex with Gabby. Once. Even
though we weren't together, you and
I, I felt like I'd betrayed...

Sharon studies Alan over her deep sigh.

SHARON
For you to want her, she had to have
something.

ALAN
Since my wife's death, this whole
pursuit was as self centered... I
wanted to play God, make history,
have my women, solve my crime, repair
my marriage. It can't be my marriage.
It has to be yours and mine. And you
weren't here for the vows. Or for
the making of the baby.
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The only thing that betrays Sharon's pain are her tears.

ALAN
I can't change you into what you're
not, or talk you out of anything,
and still have you. And I don't think
you should go back to Pure and try
to find--

SHARON
The murderer already knows--

ALAN
I'll post an announcement. You retired
from investigating. They'll get the
message. I can't lose you again.

SHARON
You mentioned the baby. Why?

ALAN
You were pregnant when you died.

She nods.

ALAN
What did you expect to do in two
months, four?

SHARON
What did Sharon expect?

ALAN
You. What do you expect?

SHARON
I wanted that child more than anything
in the world. I couldn't stand arguing
about it.

ALAN
You still want one?

SHARON
I could just as easily not come home
this morning. Just keep going and
start a new life with someone where
we weren't each others's baggage.

ALAN
I think we should try. Marriage and
baby.
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SHARON
Why don't we see how we get along?

They both look like they're going to cry. Instead, their
hands intertwine.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - NIGHT

Alan sleeps. Sharon next to him, awake, thinking.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - MASTER BEDROOM - DAWN

Outside, the sky shows first traces of light. Alan, dressed,
wakes Sharon by caressing her cheek.

SHARON
Hi.

ALAN
More crap timing. But something's
been on my mind a long time. Since
we're talking...

SHARON
About Leonard?

Alan scoffs at her spot-on appraisal.

ALAN
Call it scientific curiosity.

SHARON
Len is one of those rare men who
listens. He was always interested in
what I had to say. That sort of stuff
makes a girl generous with her
feelings. But that's not what you're
asking, is it?

Alan shrugs.

SHARON
I spent a lot of nights with him. In
bed and elsewhere. But not sexually.
Len is gay.

ALAN
What? All the rumors...
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SHARON
People tell stories that fit their
agenda.

Sharon glances at the clock: 5:04

SHARON
Why are you up so early?

ALAN
Travel day. Time to change the world.
Do you mind?

Alan and Sharon watch one another. There's still a gulf
between them. But there's hope.

SHARON
Be safe.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - DAY

Alan's car is gone. A PGR security vehicle rests in place.

INT. ALAN'S STUDY - DAY

Sharon examines the collage. She gets to the photo of her in
the bathing suit she wore the day she died. She blinks, trying
to clear her suddenly woozy head.

QUICK FLASHBACK:

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - POOL - DAY

The house's shadow cuts a sharp edge into the midday sun.
The original Sharon swims laps in the crystal water.

(BACK TO SCENE)

Sharon cries out in agony.

SHARON
Not again!

She grabs at a pain on the back edge of her head...

And collapses.
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INT. BIO-VIABLE SCIENTIFIC SUPPLIES - DAY

A precision-instrument SUPPLIER watches from her desk. Alan
on the phone, his brow furrowed.

ALAN
(on phone)

You what?... Marcus, who told you to--
(his face contorts in
outrage)

Ask the secretary to cancel the rest
of my appointments.

Alan hangs up and turns to the supplier.

ALAN
Sorry.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - DAY

Sharon peels herself from the floor, and switches on the
darkened computer. Her phone RINGS.

SHARON
(into phone)

Alan... A headache. How'd you know?...
Like my head exploded... No, don't--
... I need to check something, then
I'll go in.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - ACCOUNTING OFFICE - DAY

Mrs. Wilson hears the computer unit click into gear. A screen
reads: "Access - Sharon Fraser - AcctPay.Wr2".

Mrs. Wilson's eyes narrow.

INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - MARCUS'S LAB - DAY

Similar to Alan's but fewer bells and whistles. Alan bursts
through the door. The first target he recognizes is Leonard.

ALAN
What did you do?

LEONARD
My job as C.E.O.

ALAN
She's my wife!
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LEONARD
Talk later. Business now. Please.

Alan whirls to Marcus who raises his hands in surrender.

ALAN
Where is she?

Marcus gestures to a counter with a shrouded 5-gallon
container. Alan stares at the cover.

He approaches whatever's underneath...

Hesitant, breathing heavily. He steels himself...

And rips off the cover.

ALAN
Oh, God. How could you? Oh, God!

Alan stares in shock at:

A yellowish fluid fills a glass container, the yellow streaked
with a different liquid, this one red.

Floating inside, an embryo the size of a lemon, its tiny
hand raised as if to ward off a blow. A FEMALE EMBRYO, the
rear edge of the side of its head leaking blood.

Alan nails Marcus with a look.

MARCUS
I noticed a spike in heart rate,
accompanied by a drop in B.P. Then,
as I was watching... that happened.

Alan speed dials his cell.

ALAN
We froze two. Is this the only one?

Leonard nods.

ALAN
(into phone)

Where are you?... Why?... Did you
fall or... You're okay now?...

INT. ALAN'S STUDY - DAY

Sharon tries to blink away a drowsiness.
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SHARON
(on phone)

Alan, I'm in the middle of something.
I'll call you later.

She disconnects, moves back to the computer.

INT. MARCUS'S OFFICE - DAY

Alan hangs up, whirls angrily to Leonard and Marcus.

ALAN
Whatever happened here, happened
about the same time to Sharon.

(beat)
Len?

LEONARD
I knew you were sneaking things behind
my back. I put Gabriela on the spot.

ALAN
This was my experiment. My embryo!

LEONARD
When does she stop being yours, and
just be herself?

Alan peers back at the dead fetus.

ALAN
Show me the numbers.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - DAY

At work at the computer, coffee at hand, Sharon compares two
spread sheets. Back and forth. She gasps at what she sees.

Sharon stabs speed dial into her phone, which goes to message:

PHONE VOICE
Your call has been forwarded--

Sharon disconnects. Dials a different number.

SHARON
(into phone)

Is Dr. Fraser available?... His
wife... I just spoke to him.
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INT. PURE GENETIC RESEARCH - RECEPTION - DAY

The RECEPTIONIST continues the call with Sharon.

RECEPTIONIST
(into phone)

I'll try to find him.

Receptionist hangs up. The INTERCOM BUZZES.

RECEPTIONIST
(into phone)

Switchboard... Are you with Dr.
Fraser?... Could you give him a
message? His wife just called. She
said "she found him."

INT. ALAN'S STUDY - DAY

Sharon shivers.

FLASHBACK:

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - POOL - DAY

The original Sharon, fresh from the water, senses someone's
approach from behind.

SHARON
Leonard?

END FLASHBACK

INT. ALAN'S STUDY - DAY

Sharon pounds the computer keys several times, following her
progress on the monitor.

SHARON
Why would... This same money went
back toward Alan's trial. Alan?

With sudden clarity, her hands fly over the keyboard.

She searches... Types, searches... Her eyes widen.

SHARON
Germany? Munich?
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FLASHBACK:

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - POOL - DAY

The original Sharon's whirls. Her hand starts to rise to
ward off an imminent blow, she ducks to the side but...

The unseen assailant slams a tire iron into the side of
Sharon's head at the rear edge.

END FLASHBACK

INT. MARCUS'S OFFICE - DAY

Alan and Marcus and Leonard paw through printouts and
handwritten notations.

ALAN
Think. Anything you observed, changed.
Something you didn't write down.

MARCUS
Not yet anyway.

Alan and Leonard alert.

MARCUS
At the time its heart rate increased,
the clone extended its limbs. I
thought it was the equivalent of
kicking in the womb...

ALAN
But now?

MARCUS
It'll sound stupid... Almost like it
was afraid of something, trying to
push it off.

(nervous laugh)
What could it possibly have to be
afraid of?

Alan tenses.

INT. ALAN'S KITCHEN - LAST LIGHT

Sharon, the replica, rubs her head where the tire iron knocked
the original Sharon unconscious. Sharon punches a number
into the cordless phone.
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SHARON
(into phone)

This is Mrs. Fraser again. Did Alan
get my message?... What kind of
emergency?... Thank you.

Sharon hangs up.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - LAST LIGHT

Medical scissors sever the telephone line.

EXT. ALAN'S CAR - NIGHT

On the car's bluetooth, an unanswered phone RINGS and RINGS.
Alan mashes the accelerator to the floor. His BMW screeches
out of a curve and into the straightaway.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - NIGHT

Sharon strides toward the PGR security car. The car is empty.
She checks the ignition and over the visor. NO KEYS.

Sharon takes a halting breath and beelines to the house.

Hidden in the bushes is the unconscious guard.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - NIGHT

Flood lights brighten the beach. Gun in hand, a FIGURE eases
across the living room, then onto the balcony.

EXT. BALCONY - NIGHT

On the sand far below stands Sharon.

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT

Sharon watches the blackness of the ocean, her back toward
the house, her wireless landline phone in hand.

The figure steps closer. Sharon turns.

SHARON
Gabriela.

Gabriela runs her fingers through her hair over the left ear--
the same way she did in silhouette at the PGR computer.
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GABRIELA
You were on the computer all day.

Her revolver points at Sharon's chest.

SHARON
Leonard was siphoning money--

GABRIELA
Every key stroke you made was recorded
at Pure. I suggested that.

SHARON
When I hacked your home computer?

GABRIELA
Glass flowers. Munich. Tiny mistake
and you nailed it.

SHARON
Short hop to an area filled with
biologic reps. What are you getting?
Twenty per cent?

GABRIELA
You think that's what this is about?
It's not letting the FDA sit on this,
ten, fifteen years. It's about helping
children that suffer. Blind people
that could see again. It's the
aftermath of bombs and missiles where
we could make people whole. What's
the matter with you? What's the matter
with you all?

SHARON
Industrial espionage.

GABRIELA
How can anyone with a heart not do
what I did?

Gabriela advances with the gun.

GABRIELA
You couldn't leave it alone!

Sharon winces. Grabs at her stomach.

Gabriela hesitates -- silent, suspicious.

Sharon doubles up.
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SHARON
The baby!

GABRIELA
I know better. Alan hasn't touched
you.

SHARON
Your research is sloppy. Ever since
Alan confessed about you two, we've
been together. Charting my temperature
each morning.

Sharon cringes, clutches her tummy... Gabriela's eyes tug
down. Sharon whips the phone into Gabriela's face.

Gabriela SHOOTS twice wildly. Eyes tearing, she catches a
last glimpse as Sharon scampers up the stairway to the house.

EXT. ROADS - NIGHT

Alan is a blur in his red Beemer as he passes a slow moving
vehicle on a narrow road...

HORN BLARING, an oncoming vehicle barely misses him.

INT. ALAN'S HOME STUDY - NIGHT

Sharon yanks open the drawer and grabs Alan's gun.

INT. FRASER HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Gabriela eases into the darkened house, revolver ready. She
hears MOVEMENT... a GLINT of light on a reflective surface.

Gabriela FIRES. The bullet misses the glare off Alan's camera
lens, and thuds into the sofa.

Sharon discharges her own shot and Gabriela dives for cover.

Gabriela sneaks past the sofa. Sharon squeezes off another
round. The sliding door SHATTERS in a rainfall of glass.

Gabriela returns fire. The shot slams into the wall. A shard
of plaster snaps into Sharon's cheek.

Sharon darts to the far doorway, firing as she runs.

Gabriela triggers two shots.
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One hits Sharon's arm!

Sharon staggers out, gun limp by her side. Gabriela steps
into the open. Nothing between Sharon and its gaping barrel.

SHARON
Gabby...

Alan BURSTS in the front door.

ALAN
No! Stop!

Gabriela's gun still points at Sharon.

GABRIELA
(to Sharon)

Die knowing I respected you, all of
you, even as you hunted me down.

Alan's eyes widen as the pieces fall in place.

ALAN
Gabriela, no--

Gabriela squeezes the trigger. CLICK.

Alan gasps.

Gabriela pulls the trigger repeatedly. CLICK. CLICK. CLICK.

Sharon raises her gun.

SHARON
How can such a smart lady lose count?

Gabriela backpedals toward the balcony.

EXT. FRASER HOUSE - BALCONY - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS

Sharon corners Gabriela against the table away from the steps.
Alan closes the distance between them.

ALAN
Angel!

SHARON
Stay out of this, Alan.

ALAN
You got her. She'll go to jail.
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SHARON
For what? I'm alive.

GABRIELA
Boss, help me.

ALAN
(to Sharon)

I'm not going to let you throw--

SHARON
"No demands," Alan. Remember?

Sharon's wounded arm drips blood. She points her gun at
Gabriela's mouth. Gabriela cringes.

ALAN
Angel, I want a future with you. No
one from before. No one after. You.

Sharon hesitates...

Gabriela tackles Sharon against the railing. The gun FIRES
harmlessly.

Gabriela and Sharon flip over the side!

Sharon grabs at the railing as she falls. Misses!...

But catches a beam underneath the deck.

Gabriela SMASHES to the rocks below.

Alan stretches over the edge... Sharon's out of reach.

He leans further... Nearly goes over himself.

On the rocks far below, Gabriela's body lies broken.

Alan grabs the railing, which CREAKS under his weight, extends
himself more.

ALAN
Give me your hand!

Sharon reaches up but her body twists the other way. Her one-
handed grip on the cross beam weakens.

Alan leans awkwardly further out...

Sharon twists back, the fingers of her wounded arm extend
toward Alan's, four inches away...
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He strains toward her...

Two inches apart...

Sharon's grip slips. She falls!

Alan catches her wrist. The weight of her body SNAPS Alan to
the wood plank flooring and JARS LOOSE his grip!

Sharon starts to fall. She snags onto a support, barely hangs
on.

Out of Alan's reach.

Alan climbs over the edge. His knee precariously finds a
sheer support - a length of wood to prevent the posts on
either side from torquing. He grabs the fabric of Sharon's
blouse, lifts her higher.

RRRRIP. The blouse fabric tears...

Sharon stretches higher. Alan lifts as best he can...

Sharon grabs the next beam up...

And pulls herself to safety.

CRACK! The sheer support SNAPS!...

For a moment Alan seems suspended in mid-air...

Sharon lunges out to grab him...

Alan PLUNGES toward the rocks. HITS with a sickening THUD.

Sharon, stomach to the deck, grimaces at:

Alan, neck broken. Blood from his head coats a boulder. His
eyes stare blankly toward the incredible expanse of sky.

INT. LEONARD'S OFFICE - DAY

A bandage on Sharon's wound. Leonard leans back in his chair.

SHARON
You were stealing.

LEONARD
Our parent, GeneWorld hired a bunch
of lawyers, accountants, who didn't
know their ass from a Petri dish.
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SHARON
But dictating what projects were
"go" and which weren't? So you set
up a dummy corporation?

LEONARD
Which GeneWorld also owned. To siphon
funds for research I thought was
important, including Alan's. Not a
penny went in my pocket.

SHARON
Why'd you let me search after the
missing funds?

LEONARD
At worst you'd find me. Someone
stealing secrets? I figured you were
way off base.

Leonard takes Sharon's hand.

LEONARD
I never thought you were in danger.
I know "I'm sorry" doesn't cut it.
If you want I'll resign.

SHARON
There is something I want.

LEONARD
Name it.

SHARON
A lab. All the records from Alan's
project, and a good assistant. Make
it Marcus. He's familiar with what I
want to do. And I'd like your help.
You know a lot about D.N.A.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Neville pulls back from the image of Alan on the police video
camera, and focuses on Alan across from him. The dark-orange
wall frames Alan like a sunset behind a statue.

ALAN
Parts, I didn't directly experience.
But I've learned to listen better.
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Sharon rests a hand on Alan's shoulder. Her belly shows four-
months worth of baby.

NEVILLE
(to Alan)

You mind if I look into your eyes?

ALAN
Waiting for you to ask.

Neville hustles close to Alan. Almost like he's about to
kiss him...

But all he does is stare into Alan's eye.

ALAN'S RIGHT EYE: deep brown with a WORM-LIKE SQUIGGLE IN
RED from the edge of Alan's pupil down into the cornea.

Neville shakes his head. Gestures to Sharon.

NEVILLE
You're wearing a ring. First time.

Sharon flashes her wedding band.

NEVILLE
Let's hear it for science.

(re Sharon's belly)
Even nature went with the plan.

Alan kisses Sharon's tummy.

ALAN
Our little love bump.

SHARON
(correcting Neville)

Nature, with the help of science.
Alan and I didn't conceive before he
died. I had a burning desire to be a
mom. So I... helped.

NEVILLE
What?

SHARON
I impregnated myself with Alan's
copy. Haven't you heard, "Science
makes the future"?

ALAN
..."As perfect as God allows."
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NEVILLE
So, on the beach with Gabriela, you
weren't pregnant yet?

SHARON
Bluffing.

NEVILLE
Alan fathered himself?

ALAN
Not as much fun but... yup.

Neville takes it all in: Alan to Sharon, down to her belly.
Neville breaks into a smile.

NEVILLE
I hope the clone Gods get the joke.

Neville's smile becomes a chuckle.

NEVILLE
Wait till I show this video to the
D.A. Guilty by your own words.

Sharon and Alan's mouths drop open.

NEVILLE
Just joking...

Neville bursts into a JOVIAL LAUGH. Sharon and Alan join in.

EXT. NEVILLE'S OFFICE - DAY

Alan and Sharon, arm in arm.

SHARON
You don't think he'd give that video
to the D.A., do you?

ALAN
Funny you should ask.

Alan pulls a memory chip from his pocket.

ALAN
There's nothing on his camera.

SHARON
You dog.
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ALAN
You angel.

A hug, and they pile into Alan's red BMW.

Alan and Sharon putter off toward the setting sun.

FADE OUT
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