
INT. VINTAGE BAR - LATER.

Kem walks into a well packed, classic looking bar with CBGB 
posters lining the walls. She nervously picks at her 
hangnails as she looks around.

KEM
Gotta stay cool, gotta stay cool, 
gotta stay-

Kem sees Sherman sitting by the bar, old-fashioned in his 
hand, smoulder on his face. He takes notice of her, and 
excitedly waves, beckoning her over. Kem's surroundings begin 
to turn a light pink hue.

KEM (CONT'D)
Cooooooool.

Kem approaches Sherman. Sherman pulls her into a hug with his 
one free arm.

SHERMAN
Kemery Esther Macy. Always a 
pleasure. Ya gotta let me buy you a 
drink, what you drink?

Kem blushes, putting a hand to her cheek. She takes the seat 
next to him.

KEM
I think I'm a little substanced out 
for the night. I will take some of 
that popcorn, though.

Kem reaches into the bowl in front of Sherman, and pulls out 
a handful of popcorn.  Sherman beams.

SHERMAN
Insatiable appetite. My kind of 
woman.

Kem giggles like a schoolgirl.

SHERMAN (CONT'D)
I hope your roommate doesn't 
disapprove of you being here with 
me.

KEM
Ah, what Gary doesn't know won't 
kill him. I wanted to talk one on 
one, anyway.
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SHERMAN
Perfect. What about, if I may?

Sherman gives Kem some classic pretty-boy eyes as he sips on 
his drink. Kem begins to melt, but shakes her head to snap 
back.

KEM
Homicide.

Sherman chokes on his old-fashioned.

Kem shoves popcorn into her mouth, and chews quickly.

KEM (CONT'D)
Let's say you're deep into an 
investigation, and you think you've 
nabbed your main suspect.  You know 
all the leads point to them, but 
something in your brain is telling 
you that you may be wrong.  What do 
you do? Do you fight it based on 
the facts, or do you give in to 
your gut?

Sherman takes another sip. He gazes thoughtfully at her.

SHERMAN
Where's this coming from?

KEM
I want to be a detective one day, 
just like you... or at least I 
thought I did. Now, I'm wondering 
if it was just another fantasy on 
planet Kem.

Kem gazes off. Sherman smiles. He traces his finger along the 
edge of his glass, and scoots a little closer to Kem.

SHERMAN
Let me give you some advice.
Investigating homicide is... a rich 
process. It's not quite as 
glamorous as those procedurals make 
it out to be.

KEM
So not every team of detectives has 
a spunky technical analyst with 
cool hair?

SHERMAN
I'm afraid not.
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Kem sadly pouts. Sherman puts his hand under her chin, and 
gently lifts it up to face him. Kem's face flushes.

SHERMAN (CONT'D)
What those shows don't tell you 
is... Sometimes there just are no 
red herrings in a case.

KEM
Whaa?

SHERMAN
Your heart is going to lead you to 
some weird places. Oftentimes 
something as small as a glint in 
the suspect's eyes or a smart 
choice of words they use is enough 
to make you really question 
yourself. It's easy to change your 
view on a person once you find out 
that you have a common interest, 
like a love of baked goods.

Sherman quietly laughs to himself, and tenderly brushes Kem's 
hair behind her ear.

SHERMAN (CONT'D)
At the end of the day, though, you 
have to realize that the evidence
you've collected thus far points 
you there for a reason. You can't
just go getting attached to your
suspects because of your feelings.
Degrees of separation. Get where 
I'm going, chief?

KEM
But what if you've made the wrong 
choice?

SHERMAN
There's no room for wrong choices, 
Kem.

Kem spaces out, upset by that response. 

Sherman reaches into his coat, and pulls out something SMALL 
and GOLD.

SHERMAN (CONT'D)
Hey, I want to give you something.

He hands Kem the small, gold object. It's a TOY'S DETECTIVE 
BADGE that says "#1 JUNIOR DETECTIVE."
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SHERMAN (CONT'D)
I've held onto this since my ninth 
birthday, the day that I decided I 
wanted to be a detective. A little 
reminder to keep you inspired.

Kem looks at the little badge. The pink around her begins to 
fade as she grows a real respect for the detective.

KEM
I'll cherish it until the day I'm 
forced to retire.

SHERMAN
Now there's the smile I was looking 
for. Say cheese-its!

Sherman pulls out an EXPENSIVE VINTAGE POLAROID CAMERA, and 
points it at Kem. Kem holds the badge up to her cheek, and 
gives a peace sign with her free hand. Sherman takes the 
picture. He pulls out a pen, and writes a DATE in the bottom 
corner of the Polaroid after it prints.

SHERMAN (CONT'D)
Beautiful. For you, lil' detective.

He over dramatically hands Kem the photo. She blushes and 
holds it to her heart.

Sherman reaches back into his coat, pulls a SMALL BOTTLE out, 
and swallows a couple of PILLS. Kem puts the photo and badge 
away, and looks at Sherman, concerned.

KEM
Are you okay?

SHERMAN
Just some post-operation relief.  
Never mind that, let's dance our 
troubles away.

Sherman hops off of his seat, takes Kem's hand, and pulls her 
onto the dance floor of the bar.

MUSIC CUE: "Silly Love Songs," by Paul McCartney and Wings.

Kem and Sherman dance to the song like they're the only ones 
in the bar. Sherman spins Kem around, and the bar transforms 
into a PINK, ANIME FANTASY. Kem is in complete ecstacy as she 
dances the night away with her dreamboy.

FADE OUT:
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