INT. Bedroom – Night

The dark figure of a man walks into a master bedroom lit only by the moonlight coming in from the windows.  The room has feminine décor as frilly curtains blow lightly away from the open windows and there is a lace bedspread that lays folded at foot of the bed.  He knows this room and the person asleep in the bed.  He climbs under the sheets with silent grace and turns away from the body lying next to him.
Long hair denotes that the person in bed with him is female.  She turns when she feels his weight on the mattress then leans in and plants a light kiss on his shoulder.  Ever the devoted wife she asks.
Woman: (sleepily) How was your shift? 
Man:  No body died.
Woman: (yawning) Sorry baby I’m sure things will look better in the morning.

Perturbed by her routine response he rolls over nearly pouncing as he places a hand on each side of her head.  Reba is a redhead, beautiful southern bell with a great rack.
Man: Who am I Reba?

Reba: Oh baby I’m too tired.

Man: What’s my name Reba?

Reba: Baby…please.
Man: (demanding) What’s my name!?.

Reba: Matthew, Matthew, Matthew now leave me alone!!!

Matthew once again turns his back to Reba fights with the pillow to get it just right then lies his head down and closes his eyes.

Reba: Night Baaaabbbbbyyyy!  (Reba smiles pleased with herself)
Reba rolls away from Matthew with a satisfied smirk.

Matthew: b—ch.  Is it a simple game to Reba, to Matthew it’s mental torture.

INT. Hospital ER – Day

INT. BATEMAN'S APARTMENT- MORNING 

Tableaux of Bateman's apartment in the early morning light. 

A huge white living room with floor-to-ceiling windows 

looking out over Manhattan, decorated in expensive, minimalist 

high style: bleached oak floors, a huge white sofa, a large 

Baselitz painting (hung upside down) and much expensive 

electronic equipment. The room is impeccably neat, and oddly 

impersonal - as if it had sprung straight from the pages of 

a design magazine.

Bateman walks into his bathroom, urinates while trying to 

see his reflection in a poster for Les Miserables above his 

toilet.

INT. BATEMAN BEDROOM - MORNING 

Another huge white room, equally minimal: a futon, rumpled 

white sheets, a bedside lamp with a halogen bulb, and a large 

expensive painting (Eric Fischl or David Salle) chosen by 

Bateman's interior decorator.

Dressed in silk boxer shorts, Bateman stands in front of a 

huge walk-in closet, filled with rows of expensive shirts, 

shoes and designer suits, organized according to color and 

tone.

Bateman walks past the desk of JEAN, his secretary, pulling 

his Walkman from around his neck. Jean is attractive, 

wholesome, earnest. She smiles shyly. She loves him.

Jean exits. Bateman straightens some magazines in his 

office, lifts a painting off the wall and puts it back at a 

slightly different angle. He fiddles with some pencils in a 

beer stein. He puts on some MUSIC and flips through a 

Sports Illustrated. He buzzes Jean. She comes in a moment 

later with the Perrier and a file.

EVELYN WILLIAMS, Patrick Bateman's 

fiancée, is making notes with a gold Cross pen and sipping 

a bottle of mineral water. Evelyn is blonde, classically 

beautiful, expensively educated, and utterly pleased with 

herself. She usually addresses Patrick as if he were a 

small child.

