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IN THE STTIIIL, OF THE NIGHT

FADE IN:

EXT. PARKING LOT - DON’'S FOOD MART - NIGHT

It’'s somewhere around 11 PM and the lot is almost completely
empty, minus five or six cars parked near the front. These
belong to the overnight grocery crew.

In the back of the lot is A BLACK, LATE MODEL CHEVY IMPALA,
just a few yards from a neighboring street. A dark and
suspiciously quiet street.

A TATINA WOMAN

Exits the store, locking up for the night. 8he is in her
late twenties, beautiful, curvaceous. Her long, gorgeous
hair pulled into a tight pony tail. She is all business with
a dark, form fitting turtle-neck and khaki slacks.

Her name badge reads “Graciella”. GRACIELLA LUCIA SANCHEZ.
Assistant Manager of Don’s.

GRACIELLA carries a large handbag with loads of paperwork and
other personals. She passes by the front line of cars —-

EXT. BLACK IMPALA
Graciella digs through her bag, struggles to find the keys.
Tries her pockets. Again, nothing. She turns, stares back

at the store.

And then, out of nowhere, her CAR KEYS are tossed ontc the
IMPALA'S HOOD by some unknown force.

GRACIELLA

Turns, spots her keys on the hood, looks up. Standing on the
other side of the car is a —-

MASKED MAN

He stands, waiting for Graciella to make a move. And then —-
GRACIELLA

snags the KEYS and makes a run for the driver’'s side.

THE MASKED MAN

jumps in the passenger side.



INT. BLACK IMPALA

Graciella nervously fumbles with her keys, but the masked man
is too quick. He strikes Graciella in the face with a pair
of BRASS KNUCKLES —-- WHAP!

BLOOD spits from her mouth as she slowly falls unconscious.

The Masked Man drags her limp body across the leather seats
and into the passenger chair.

EXT. BLACK IMPALA - PARKING LOT

The masked man hurries arcund the car, jumps behind the
wheel.

ON THE LICENSE TAG - “SXY MMA”

As the car speeds out of the lot, leaving TWO BIG TIRE TRACKS
in his wake. Down the dark street, out of sight.

EXT. L.A. TRAFFIC - INTERSTATE 10 - MID AFTERNOON

It’s rush hour. Hundreds of cars are at an absolute stand
still. A thick and all tco familiar SMOG hovers over
traffic. Behind this large, dirty cloud lay the city
landscape —-

DOWNTOWN L.A.

Even miles away these tall buildings cast a shadow of
intimidation over the small specs trudging their way through
traffic. They loock like ants negotiating their way through
an endless maze.

THE INTERSTATE

Between all the HONKING and CURSING there is an odd mix of
hard rock, techno, country and hip hop. It is an awkward
crossing of cultures in America’s most multi-cultural of
cities.

CENTURY CITY - BUSINESS DISTRICT
It’s pushing six o’'clock and the SUN is setting, reflecting a
BRIGHT ORANGE LIGHT off the top windows of the FOX TOWER.

The sun moves further down the side of the building.

THE INTERSTATE - A TWO-DOOR FORD



towing a U-HAUL sits among the idle cars. A YOUNG WOMAN
stares out her windshield in a bewildered stupor.

INT. FORD

SCARLETT MCTIERNEY (23) A fresh faced, auburn haired beauty,
watches the sunset with genuine fascination. Her expressions
reflect a small town naivety that could be potentially
dangerous in this city.

SCARLETT grows tired of all the noise around her and rolls up
her windows. She then scans through the channels on her
radio, stops on a TALK SHOW already in progress. Loud mouth
SCOTT AVERY is in the middle of a broadcast...

AVERY (0.8S.)
That’s right L.A. It's five forty
five and traffic sucks as usual.
Reports have already confirmed two
major accidents. Including one
S8.U.V. flipped over just off the
405. This is an interesting story.
Witnesses at the scene claimed that
twenty two year old driver Mark
Reynolds cut off three lanes of
traffic attempting to get off at a
passing exit. Get this. Reynolds
later told police the reason he
nearly killed himself and a dozen
other people is because he was late
for a movie at the Galleria.

Scarlett shakes her head.
AVERY (0.S.)

That’s right. He actually told the

poclice he was late for Tom Cruise.
Scarlett laughs. She’s grown an instant liking to the talk
show. She stares down at the radio as if she’s made a new
friend. And then —-
HONK!

The car horn behind her distracts Scarlett. She turns THE
VOLUME down a bit and stares intc her ——

SIDE-VIEW MIRROR

A disgruntled looking MAN behind her tosses his hands in the
air, waiting.



Scarlett turns her attention back to the road and notices the
traffic slowly beginning to break up. 8She inches forward a
bit.

HONK-HONK!
She stares over at the driver next to her.
AN ANGRY WOMAN

sticks her head out the window, yelling and cursing the
traffic. She’s arocund the same age as Scarlett, but uglier
and much more jaded.

HONK-HONK!
Banging her horn repeatedly.

Scarlett watches the angry woman’s tirade, killing her
chipper mood. 8She nervously begins to tap her fingers on the
wheel. Her breathing becomes much heavier and sporadic.

ON THE SUN VISOR

Is a photo of her and her best friend NICOLE. Blonde, cute,
not as pretty as Scarlett. They are both in cap and gown,
high school graduates.

ON SCARLETT

The photo seems to calm her a bit. She turns the radio
program back up —-

AVERY (0.S.)
.+ More wonderful news. We got
another head on collision on I-10
causing a multiple car pile-up.
Both drivers were just flown by
helicopter to Cedars-Sinai Medical
Center where they are reported to
be in critical condition. Another
four reported injuries at the
scene. And at least eight vehicles
sustaining minor damages...

INT. RADIO STATION SOUND BOOTH - “THE SCOTT AVERY SHOW"”

SCOTT AVERY (30s) sits in a dark, cigarette smcke infested
room, gripping the neck of a microphone. He is a gruff and
life experienced man with a tired, weathered face and beady
eyes. Years of drinking and all-night partying have finally
caught up with him. I



AVERY

Boy, I‘ll tell you something! --
For a place called The City of
Angels we’'re having some serious
lack of divine intervention here
people! It’'s out of control!

(beat)
Gangland shootings, muggers,
rapists, mass murders, smog,
taxes...!

Avery’'s female PROGRAM DIRECTOR (20s) attractive brunette,
professional type, sits at a switch board just outside the
room. She listens to her co-worker‘s cynical tangent from
behind a wall of sound proof glass.

AVERY

...80 why do we put up with it you
ask? The opportunities! Where
else in this country can you roll
down a street like Sunset Boulevard
and see your face all over thirty
foot billboards?!

(beat)
Nowhere! Where else can a high
school drop out land a six figure
gig shooting his mouth off to
millions of people who can‘t stand
him?!

(beat)
NOWHERE! It‘s the opportunities!
The idea of becoming somebody
bigger than yourself!

EXT. L.A. TRAFFIC - INTERSTATE 10 - DUSK
Scarlett still listening to Avery’s broadcast, smiling.

AVERY (0.S.)
It’s so millions cf complete
strangers you’ll never see in your
lifetime will actually start to
respect you! Now you might ask

me...’ 'Scott?’...is that completely
sad and pathetic?
(beat)

Damn right it is!

Scarlett slowly loses her smile. He’s touched a nerve.



INT. DON'S FOOD MART - RECEIVING AREA - DUSK

A group of grocery stockmen use hand-held jacks to unlcad a
trailer full of heavy pallets from a truck. “The Scott Avery
Show” continues its broadcast from a small radio, resting on
one of the crates.

AVERY (0.8.)
But we‘re all here for the same
reasons! To make it! We want
everyone to know who we are when we
walk down the street! To come up
to us on the corner and ask for our
autograph!

Most of the workers are older latinos, tattoed, shaved heads,
tough. One of them is younger, white, bleach-blonde hair,
unshaven. His eyes and body are tired and moves at a
carefree and leisurely pace. This is CHRIS REZNIK (20s).

CHRIS seems a bit irritated by Avery’s show as he finishes
parking a crate full of canned gcods into a nearby corner.

AVERY (0.S.)
But there’s a price to pay, my
friend! And it isn‘t cheap! Some
of us are willing to make those
endless calls, beat the pavement,
humiliate ocurselves and go through
that fire to make it!

Chris angrily vanks the jack out of the crate and bumps
elbows with one of his latino buddies. This is NATHANIEL
“NATE” GARCIA (30s) blue wool cap, thick jacket. An
unapologetic Chris keeps walking.

INT. RADIO STATION SOUND BOOTH - “THE SCOTT AVERY SHOW”

AVERY
But there are some of you out there
right now who won‘t even get your
feet wet! All because scme guy
said no to you! Or won’'t return
your calls! BIG DEAL!

(beat)
You wanna know what I say?! If
you're gonna jump, don’'t crawl!
JUMP!

(beat)

(MORE)



AVERY (cont'd)
So for all of you sitting out there
in your cars still whining about
traffic, I got one thing to say to
you: If you can’t take the
heat...STAY OUT OF HELL!

With a couple swift strokes, Avery flicks a switch, knocking
off his mic. He presses another button cueing a “commercial
break”.

Lastly, he tosses his headphones down and takes a nice, long

drag from his cigarette. He inhales the white smoke as if
it’s the only pleasure in his otherwise empty life.

EXT. STREET - PARK WEST APARTMENTS - NIGHT
Scarlett makes a left-hand turn cnto a short, winding street,
approaching the “Park West Apartments”.

INT. SCARLETT’'S CAR

Scarlett instantly notices the rear entrance of her new
apartment building, currently under construction.

One half of the building has been completely repaired with
new paint, windows, the whole nine yards. However —-

The other half is an indecipherable mess of scaffolding,
support beams, wooden planks and other equipment.

Behind this wall of construction is an older brick building
with a faded paint job and filthy, cracked windows.

Scarlett reaches a curve in the road and makes a sharp right
turn. Just to her right she spots a perfect parking space
directly in front of the complex.

She pulls her car and trailer to the curb. As she’s pulling
in, she falls to notice —--

A GREEN BRONCO backing into the same spot. The driver slams
on his brakes: SCREECH!
INT. OTHER CAR

The driver is JASON (20s) big, angry, steroid abuser type.
He angrily stares back at Scarlett in his rear-view mirror.



JASON
Can you believe this dumb bitch?!
She’'s probably talkin’ on her cell
phone!

BONNIE (20s) sits in the passenger seat. Blonde dye-job,
cute, but imperfect with a few extra pounds. 8She rolls her
eyes at Jason, shrugging him off as usual.

Years of waiting tables has aged Bonnie’s skin. Big city
stress and a rotten love life have given her scme nasty crows
feet.

INT. FORD

Scarlett keeps her attention on the building, not paying the
car any mind. This side of the complex is in good shape.

All the painting and repairs are done. An attractive place.

HONK!

The Bronco'’s horn startles Scarlett. She quickly turns
forward, spotting —-

JASON sticking his head out the window, slamming his hand
against the driver’'s door, enraged.

Scarlett watches as Bonnie steps out of the car with a bag of
groceries and begins for the front door, upset.

Jason bolts off. Leaving a bit of tire behind.

EXT. PARK WEST APARTMENTS - NIGHT

Scarlett steps out of her car, begins toward Bonnie. Her
tail firmly between her legs.

Bonnie balances a heavy bag of groceries on her arm while
unlocking the front door. She clumsily drops her keys. An
angry, nervous wreck. Before she can snag them —-

Scarlett picks them up for her.

Bonnie is so embarrassed she can barely face Scarlett, but
smiles politely, nervously fidgets with her hair.

SCARLETT
I didn‘t see you guys.

Bonnie reaches for her keys.



BONNIE
I'm sorry. Don’‘t mind Jason. He
always gets like this when he’s
late for a footbhall game.
(beat)
Ass hole.

SCARLETT
It’'s okay. I should have looked
where I was going. Really.

Bonnie laughs. A bit surprised.

BONNIE
Wow. If all drivers in LA were as
nice as you.
(beat)
You moving in?

Scarlett points at the trailer behind her car, smiles.

An awkward silence. Scarlett finally extends her hand to
Bonnie.

SCARLETT
Sorry. I'm Scarlett. Scarlett
McTierney.

They shake hands. Bonnie gives her new neighbor a good once
over, sizing her up.

BONNIE
Bonnie Keebler.
(beat)
Are vyou a student?

Scarlett smiles politely. A bit unsure of herself.

SCARLETT
No. I'm an actress.

BONNIE
(smuqg)
Aren’t we all?

Scarlett is distracted by something white melting in the
bottom of Bonnie’s grocery bag.

SCARLETT
Oh —-

Scarlett points at Bonnie’'s pants.
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SCARLETT
You're creaming.

Bonnie smiles. A bit confused.

BONNIE
Excuse me...?

SCARLETT
Scomething in your bag. It's
melting.

Bonnie quickly looks down at her wet jeans.

BONNIE
Sshit! PForgot I had ice cream.

SCARLETT
I won't keep you.

Bonnie looks passed Scarlett and notices the large trailer
behind her car.

BONNIE
You hauling a bunch of heavy
furniture?

Scarlett glances back at the trailer, a bit intimidated by
the heavy load.

SCARLETT
Yeah. I don‘t know how I'm gonna
get all that stuff upstairs. Sure
could use an extra pair of hands.

Scarlett peeks back at Bonnie out of the corner of her eye.
Awalting a response.

Bonnie is busy rolling her eyes at Scarlett. Disgusted by
her cheap and obviocus plea for help.

Suddenly, Scarlett turns back, catching Bonnie by surprise.
Bonnie quickly cracks a polite but fake smile.

BONNIE
Tell you what. Let me put this
away and I’'1l]l meet you back here in
five. I’'m just locking for an
excuse to get away from the creep.

Scarlett’s smile i1s ear to ear.
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INT. SCARLETT’'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Scarlett and Bonnie carry a heavy couch through the front
door. A completely empty room.

SERIES OF SHOTS
—— The couch in the middle of the living room.

—— Scarlett and Bonnie set down a coffee table in front of
the couch.

—— 8carlett and Bonnie roll in a cheap, flimsy computer desk
and set it by the front door.

—— Bonnie places a stack of heavy boxes onto the floor.
Scarlett comes through the door, also carrying a stack.

—— The two girls in the kitchen filling the cupboards and
drawers with dishes, cutlery, appliances. The boxes in the
living room are now beginning to pile up.

BACK TO SCENE

Bonnie is now laid back on the couch, spread out, exhausted,
drinking a margarita. Scarlett is busy assembling her
computer on her work desk, plugging in cords, connecting the
printer, etc.

BONNIE
(mid conversation)

...50 I guess I got swept away by
all the stories my mother told me
when I was a kid. She wanted to be
an actress when she was young. She
was really good. Starred in all
her school plays. She even did
some modeling, so the story goes.

Scarlett finishes plugging in her monitcr, turns to Bonnie.

SCARLETT
So what happened?

BONNIE
Her senior year she got pregnant
with me by this older guy. This
ass hole private drama coach who
was gonna take her places,
introduce her to all the right
people.

(MORE)
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BONNIE (cont'd)
As soon as she told him she was
late, he was a distant memory.
Never heard from him again.
(beat)
Tada! Here I am. A walking
cliche’.

SCARLETT
This was your father?

BONNIE
So she dropped out six months shy
of graduation. After that, it was
all about survival. Acting wasn’'t
even a thought. Then one bad
marriage followed another. Then
another. That’s three different
drunken, chain smoking bastards
that T got to call daddy.

SCARLETT
Wow. Sounds pretty awful.

BONNIE
That shit always broke my heart,
you know. The way she talked about
the old days in high school and
what could have been. In a way, I
felt like I had a responsibility to
finish what she started.

SCARLETT
So you making it in the business
would kind of be like her making

it?

BONNIE
Yeah. Sort of. You think that’s
corny?

Scarlett finishes with the computer, turns. Giving Bonnie
her full attention. She smiles.

SCARLETT
No. That’s great. I think that’'s
awesome.

BONNIE

Except here I am. Stuck in a bad
relationship with an abusive
alcoholic. Struggling to make the
rent.

(beat)
The irony, right?
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Bonnie and Scarlett share an uncomfortable silence.

BONNIE
Suddenly I could use another drink.

Bonnie sits up, about to head for the kitchen. Her cup
literally slips out of her drunken hand, flopping onto the
carpet below. Cranberry margarita staining Scarlett’s brand
new carpet.

BONNIE
Fuck! I’'m here twenty fucking
minutes and I‘ve already fucking
ruined your fucking carpet!

Scarlett can’‘t help but laugh at her drunken neighbor. She’s
had one toc many.

SCARLETT
I got it. Relax.

Scarlett grabs Bonnie’s cup from the floor, walks to the
kitchen and pours her and Bonnie a couple more cups of
cranberry margarita from a blender. She hands Bonnie her
drink and has a seat in a recliner next to the couch.

BONNIE
So how about you? What’'s your
story?

SCARLETT

Nothing that interesting. Really.

BONNIE
Nice big family, white picket
fence. A boyfriend who’'d walk over
hot coals if you asked him. None
of whom exactly embraced the idea
of you picking up and leaving. 2Am
I right?

Scarlett nods as she grabs a bowl of popcorn from the coffee
table. A bit of a sore subject.

BONNIE
It must’ve taken something pretty
big to leave all that behind.

Scarlett fights back a growing smile. She stares up at
Bonnie. An excited lock on her face.

SCARLETT
I got a part in a horror movie.
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Bonnie‘s look doesn’t exactly spell happy for Scarlett.

BONNIE
Really? As in a feature f£ilm?

SCARLETT
Yep.

BONNIE
You mean like a supporting...?

SCARLETT
A lead.

BONNIE
Fuck you.

Scarlett loses her grin. A bit taken back.
BONNIE
I mean --
(beat)
Congratulations.
Scarlett’s smile turns into a mischievous laugh as she chomps
away at a handful of popcorn.
EXT. PARK WEST APARTMENTS - SIDEWALK - MORNING
Scarlett finishes up her long jog as she approaches her
apartment building, keeling over, trying to catch her breath.
She pulls a set of keys from her pocket, opens the front
door.
INT. LOBBY - PARK WEST APARTMENTS - MORNING
Scarlett walks over to her mailbox, sticks in her key.
INSERT - MAILBOX #132
Scarlett opens the box and pulls out a stack of bills.
BACK TO SCENE

Scarlett flips through the heavy stack. Nothing particular
catching her attention.

INSERT - MAIL
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Cable, cell phone, credit card bills all marked SCARLETT
MCTIERNEY, 1449 BARRINGTON AVENUE, APARTMENT #132, LOS
ANGELES, CA 90025.

Then...on the bottom of the stack...a personalized letter
from a SHELLEY KEEBLER, PHOENIX, AZ. The destination is
BONNIE KEEBLER, 1449 BARRINGTON AVENUE, APARTMENT #132, LOS
ANGELES, CA 90025. The letter is written in blue pen.

BACK TO SCENE

Scarlett is a bit confused. She heads for the elevator.

INT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - PARK WEST APARTMENTS - DAY

Scarlett approaches APARTMENT #232 (Bonnie’s place). The
letter from Phoenix in hand. 8he is about to knock, but
hears a commotion coming from inside and pulls her hand away.

JASON (0.8.)
Don't walk away from me! I‘m still
talking to youl!

Scarlett puts her ear to the door, listening in.

BONNIE (0.S.)
I'm sick of this! We’'re just
friends! When are you gonna get
that through your thick skull?!

Suddenly, Jason pounds his fist on the front door, scaring
the hell out of Scarlett. She quickly runs off, back down
the hall.

INT. THUNDER CAT ENTERTAINMENT - CASTING OFFICE - DAY

A cute young SECRETARY with a revealing top and hot red
lipstick sits at her desk, playing solitaire on her computer
and blowing big bubbles. Her desk is a pig stye of paper
work and unopened mail.

Beside her desk is a cheap folding table with a pink sign-in
sheet, stacks of release forms and variocus script sides from
the movie “Disco Vampire Sluts”.

An absolutely livid ACTRESS storms down the hallway and
toward the front door.

ACTRESS
Son of a bitch!
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She bumps into Scarlett on the way out. Scarlett watches the
young girl closely as she furiocusly exits.

Scarlett then glances down the office hallway. There are two
long rows of gorgecus young actresses lined up down both
sides of the hall. All reading sides and rehearsing their

parts.

SCARLETT
Is this Thunder Cat Entertainment?

SECRETARY
Yes. Lucky guess. May I help you?

SCARLETT
I'm Scarlett McTierney. I have an
appointment with Tony Bell.

The secretary reaches over and snags up the sign-in sheet and
a release form for Scarlett.

SECRETARY
Just sign in here, £fill out one of
these...

SCARLETT

Oh no. I actually have an
appointment with Mr. Bell. He's
expecting me.

The secretary sports a fake, slightly sardonic smile.

SECRETARY
Of course he is. And what‘s this
pertaining to?

SCARLETT
It’s concerning Dark Side of the
Moon. We talked on the phone two
weeks ago...?

The secretary squints her eyes, in deep thought.

SECRETARY
Dark S8ide of the Moon?

She has no idea. A delivery boy is on his way out the door
with a stack of packages. The secretary stops him.

SECRETARY
Hey, Johnny. What’'s Dark Side of
the Moon?
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JOHNNY
Oh! Dark S8ide of the Moon!
(thinking)
Uh...I don’'t know. Sorry.

He continues out. Scarlett grows visibly impatient.

SCARLETT
It’'s for the part of Kaitlin, the
vampire hunter.

SECRETARY
Oh! Okay! You’'re talking about
Disco Vampire Sluts.

SCARLETT
Come again...?

SECRETARY
Yeah. There’s been a couple minor
re-writes. It’s still basically
the same story. There’'s still,
like, vampires and everything.

Another disappointed actress storms down the hall.

ACTRESS #2
Bunch of bullshit!

Scarlett watches as she exits. The actress slams the door
behind her. Scarlett’s breathing becomes heavier as she
grows more and more nervous and impatient.

SCARLETT
Can you let Mr. Bell know I‘'m here
please?

INT. TONY BELL'S OFFICE - (MINUTES LATER) - DAY

TONY BELL (30s) handsome, well dressed, but a bit shifty
looking, paces back and forth on the carpet, talking on the
phone with a producer friend.

TONY
I know what I said and I don’'t care
what I promised.

(listens)
Well he should’ve got it in writing
then.

(listen)
I never promised him ten percent of
the budget!

(MORE)
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TONY (cont'd)
What am I, out of my mind?! I
already gave him five gees on a
handout because you insisted he
could deliver me a winner!

Scarlett waits for him at his desk, glances around the room
at several MOVIE POSTERS hanging on the wall. All Thunder
Cat productions. All horror films with scantily clad women,
vamplires, werewolves or a combination of all three.

TONY
Don’'t raise your voice at me!
(listens)
I'm raising my voice cus you're
raising yours! Don‘t come whining
to me about your nephew because he
can’'t write for crap!

Tony hangs up. He notices Scarlett sitting at his desk,
staring right at him. A goofy smile.

TONY
Oh. Sorry about that. Business.

SCARLETT
It's okay. Really.

Tony walks around his desk and has a seat.

TONY
So. You’'re the Scarlett I keep
hearing so much about. I hear
great things.

SCARLETT
Thank you.

Tony nervously begins to chew on a pen.

TONY
So just to refresh me. You read
for what part again?

SCARLETT
Kaitlin.

TONY
Right. ZXaitlin. 8he’s one of the
vampire sluts, right?

Scarlett is a bit disturbed by his ignorance.
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SCARLETT
No. She’s the protagonist. You
know? -- The vampire hunter?

Tony thinks back, struggling to remember. Scarlett can
hardly believe it.

SCARLETT
She’s the lead.

TONY
Yes, of course. ZXKaitlin.

Tony rocks back and forth in his chair, not saying a thing.
Scarlett returns with a nervous smile. Tony smiles back,
still quiet. Scarlett grows a bit anxious.

TONY
Tell me, Scarlett. How long are
you gonna be in town for?

SCARLETT
For good. I just moved here from
Texas. Just got a place last week
on Barrington.

Tony’'s eyes widen.

TONY
I see. Well then. That’'s rather
unfortunate.

Scarlett slowly loses her smile and grows very worried.

SCARLETT
Excuse me?

TONY
I'm not sure how to tell you this.

SCARLETT
Tell me what?

TONY
Last week we ran into a bit of a
snag with one of our investors. He
dropped out last minute due to
an...unforeseen circumstance with
the IRS. But we were lucky to find
a new investor. A good friend of
mine. Phil Summers. He’'s putting
up half our budget, plus another
fifty thousand.

(MORE)
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TONY (cont'd)
The only stipulation is that this

investor is insisting we go with
his niece for Kaitlin.

Scarlett’s jaw drops.

SCARLETT
I don’'t understand. Justin told me
the part was mine. What is this?

Tony slowly stands up, walks around and has a seat on the
desktop next to Scarlett. An untrustworthy face full of fake
compassion.

TONY
I know how surprised and angry you
must be. Quite frankly, I don’'t
understand why Justin never told
you. He’'s known about this for a
week now.

Scarlett holds back the tears.

SCARLETT
I can‘t believe this.

TONY
That’s something, Scarlett. You
came all the way out here. Just
for us. Your dedication is great.
You know, I don’‘t just do this for
everybody, Scarlett. But for you,
I'm gonna make the exception.

Tony puts his hands on Scarlett’s shoulder. A lustful look
in his eye. He begins to stroke her cheek with his fingers.
She grows more and more uncomfortable.

TONY

Why don‘t me and you...and Phil.

We all go out tonight and see if we
can work something out. I hate to
gee you leave here empty handed.
Maybe he can be persuaded to change
his mind. Phil’'s pretty stubborn.
He’'s gonna need lots of persuading.

Scarlett fights the urge to slug him dead in the face.
SCARLETT

I...I...can‘t do it tonight. I
have family in town.
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Tony smiles. He slowly pulls his hand away from Scarlett’s
shoulder. He’s got his answer.

TONY
I see. Well. Like I said. That’'s
very unfortunate. I hear you’'re
very talented. If you change your
mind. ..

Tony pulls a business card from his desk and hands it to
Scarlett.

TONY
...Just give us a call.

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING - WILSHIRE BOULEVARD - DAY

Scarlett exits the building, steps out onto the busy sidewalk
in tears. A sobbing mess. Surrounded by hundreds of
complete strangers. All well-dressed men and women, carrying
briefcases and Gucci bags, talking on cell phones.

Scarlett then stares up at the tall, intimidating buildings
that surround her. She is completely lost with nowhere to
go. She struggles to wipe her tears as several people on the
sidewalk stare, whisper to one another.

INT. FIRST FLOOR HALLWAY - PARK WEST APARTMENTS - NIGHT

Scarlett steps off the elevator and begins down the hallway,
digging in her purse for her keys. 8She looks up and is in
shock to see —-

BONNIE sitting on the ground by her door, crying. Her face
is red and her left eye is bright purple. A fresh bruise.

BONNIE
He found out I went to see my exXx.
We got into a fight and threw me
out. Face first, as you can see.

Scarlett slowly walks up to Bonnie and has a seat on the
ground next to her. She tries to touch her eye, but Bonnie
retracts.

SCARLETT
Does it hurt?

BONNIE
No, it feels wonderful.
(beat)
(MORE)
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BONNIE (cont'd)
So my ex called me the other day to
say hello. Asked me how I was
doing. I told him pretty shitty.
So he asked me to lunch to talk
about it.

SCARLETT
Jason followed you?

BONNIE
I told my ex I was thinking about
moving back home with my Mom for
awhile. So he gave me a few bucks.
Two hundred dollars. So I come
home and the ass hole starts
digging in my purse, looking for
something, anything. It’s like he
knew.

SCARLETT
He found the money?

BONNIE
He asked me where I got it and I
told him none of your business. As
you can see, that really didn‘t go
over well.

SCARLETT
You wanna stay with me for awhile?

Bonnie stares over at Scarlett. Desperate.

BONNIE
Just for tonight?

SCARLETT
Sure. No problem.

Bonnie slowly wipes her tears away, doing her best to compose
herself.

SCARLETT
Oh!--
(beat)
Almost forgot.

Scarlett unzips her purse and pulls out the letter from
Phoenix. The letter from Bonnie’'s mother.

SCARLETT
I got this in my mail by mistake.
I'm one thirty two. I guess she
got us mixed up.
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Bonnie takes it, opens it up. She unfolds a hand-written
letter and a check for five hundred dollars.

BONNIE
Yeah. I’'ve been waiting for this.
It’s a check from my Mom. She’'s
helping me out a little. It‘s bad
enough just making half the rent
without Jason loocking over my
shoulder every twc seconds.

SCARLETT
This Jason sounds like a real hoot.

BONNIE
Believe me, yvou don’t know the half
of it.

Bonnie stares up at Scarlett, a bit hesitant. Embarrassed.

BONNIE
I kinda gave my mother your
mailbox.

Scarlett is a bit taken back.

SCARLETT
What?

BONNIE
I didn‘t want Jascon to find it. If
I had a car I'd go rent out a
mailbox, but I don’'t so —-

SCARLETT
It’'s okay.

BONNIE
Really?

SCARLETT

Yeah, really. 1It‘'s fine.
Bonnie smiles, relieved.

BONNIE
So enough about my problems. How
did your meeting with that producer
go?

SCARLETT
You know, I think me and you should
go get a couple drinks.
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Scarlett puts her arm around her friend, comforting her.

INT. PARKING STRUCTURE - STAIRS - NIGHT

A completely blasted Scarlett and an even drunker Bonnie
stumble up a set of stairs. Their arms around one ancther.
Bonnie is totally out of it.

BONNIE
Oh God. I think I'm gonna be sick.

Scarlett lets go of Bonnie and has a seat on the top step.
Bonnie hugs the railing and pukes into the alley below.

MAN IN THE ALLEY (0.S.)
Hey!

BONNIE
(to the man)
Sorry buddy!

Scarlett and Bonnie share a laugh.

SCARLETT
You puked on that guy?

BONNIE
I almost puked on that quy.

Bonnie slides onto the step below, kicking out her feet,
taking a short break.

BONNIE
What’'re we gonna do, Scarlett?
I don‘t know if you’ve noticed or
not, but our lives are shit. Worse
than shit. Like shit stuck to the
bottom of a shoe.

Scarlett rubs her weary head, unwilling to think about it.
SCARLETT
I don‘t know. I guess I'll worry

about that tomorrow.

BONNIE
Tomorrow you’ll have a hangover.

SCARLETT
So I‘'1ll worry about it later.
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BONNIE
Are you gonna see about getting out
of your lease?

SCARLETT

I made a promise to a friend that
if I came out here, I was gonna
stick it out. See where it took
me. No matter what. Besides. I
just got here. Imagine what my
parents would think if I came
running back after a couple days.

BONNIE
They would probably think I told
you so.

SCARLETT

Exactly. I'd rather stay out here
and fall on my face than go home
and deal with them.

BONNIE
But what’'re you gonna do for work?

Scarlett ponders it all.

SCARLETT
I don’'t know.

BONNIE
And what am I gonna do with my
life?

Scarlett throws up her hands in defeat.

SCARLETT
I don’'t know.

BONNIE
Well. I'm glad we’'ve got that all
figured out.

EXT. SCARLETT'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Scarlett stumbles up the hallway, still a bit drunk. She
unlocks her door and is about to walk in when she hears
someone behind her. She stops, stares in the directicon of a

nearby --

STAIRWELL
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The metal door is propped open by heavy cinder blocks. There
is no one inside.

Scarlett continues into her apartment.

EXT./INT. SCARLETT'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Scarlett enters and hangs her keys on a hook by the front
door. She begins for the bathroom.

AT THE FOOT OF THE DOOR

There is a SHADOW OF SOMEONE passing by. What loocks like a
PATR OF FEET stops directly in front of the door.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Scarlett runs a shower and begins unbuttoning her blouse.
She hears the faint sound of someone KNOCKING ON THE DOOR.

She shuts off the water and listens more carefully...

Another KNOCKING.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Scarlett hurries tc the door, locks through her peephole.
SCARLETT'3 POV

No one. Nothing.

BACK TO SCENE

She steps into the —--

EXT. HALIWAY - NIGHT

She looks in both directicns. There is no one in sight. She
then stares into the stairwell and notices the SHADOW OF
SOMEONE on the door, standing, waiting.

Scarlett stands frozen with fear. She watches on. After a
few moments, the figure continues down the stairs. ECHOES OF

FOOTSTEPS are heard.

Scarlett quickly steps inside and shuts her door.
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EXT. DON'’S FOOD MART - PARKING LOT - DAY

It’s the middle of the day in this half-empty lot. A few
stockmen here and there, gathering empty shopping carts. All
wearing bright orange wvests and back braces.

EXT. FRONT WINDOW - DON'S FOOD MART

A bright, colorful flyer with “CASHIER'S WANTED” in big, bold-
faced detail is taped to the inside of the window.

Scarlett’s face is barely visible on the window as she reads
the flyer. She moves for the door.

INT. DON'’'S FOOD MART - CUSTOMER SERVICE DESK - DAY

Scarlett steps up to the customer service counter, run by an
overweight, overworked young multi tasker named SAM.

Sam is talking on the phone, stapling paperwork and doing a
return for an irate customer. She is literally busting out
of her blouse which is about three sizes too small for her
enormous chest.

She sports a slight mustache which helps cover a large mole
on her upper lip. This beast’s only redeeming quality is her
devilishly bright red hair, tied up in a bonnet and held
together by a cheesy sunflower clip.

SAM
I don’t know what to tell you,
hunny. You gotta work the shifts
he gives you. He changes your
schedule, he’s gotta change
everybody elses. You’'re not the
only woman that works here.

Sam spots Scarlett waiting for her, gives her the stink-eye
and gquickly turns her back, leaning on the desk directly in
front of her.

Scarlett steps back a bit, giving Sam scme room. She turns
her attention to the busy check out lanes. There are only
TWO CASHIERS and two open registers out of twelve available
lanes. The lines are ridiculous.

MAN'S VOICE #1 (0.8.)
Come on!

MAN'S VOICE #2 (0.S.)
This is bullshit!
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Scarlett smiles, shakes her head in amusement. Meanwhile --
Sam is busy filing her nails, still on the phone.

SAM
Look. Everybody’'s freaking out.
You think you‘re a special case?
(listens)
Fine. Bring your mother in. TI'11
tell her the same thing I told you.
If you don’t like it, quit.

Sam rudely hangs up on the caller. Turns back to Scarlett.

SAM
Yes?

SCARLETT
Could I get an application, please?

Sam just stares at Scarlett, a bit shocked.

SCARLETT
Is there a problem?

SAM
No. No procblem.

Sam reaches under the desk and grabs an application, hands it
to Scarlett.

SAM
Are you here about the cashier’s
position?

SCARLETT
Yes I am.

SAM
Great. You have any experience?

SCARLETT
Yeah. About two years.

SAM
You’'re hired.

Scarlett is about to speak, but before she can utter another
word —-—

Sam has the paperwork out and ready.

Scarlett just stands, mouth agape, completely taken back.
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Sam pulls a blue pen from her blouse pocket, hands it to
Scarlett.

SAM
Just take aisle five all the way to
the back, go through the swinging
doors and follow the directions to
the lounge. 1I’'ll have Brad meet
you down there as soon as he can.

Scarlett stares down at the paperwork, looking very confused.

Through the front doors, coming up behind Scarlett is grocery
stockman —-

CHRIS REZNIK

An unkempt mess. His hailr unwashed, his face shaggy and
unshaven. The elastic straps of his black back brace are
dragging clumsily on his jeans and is carrying his orange
stockman’s vest.

SAM
(to Chris)
Well if it isn’t Captain
Punctuality. Deciding to grace us
with his presence.

Scarlett also turns, catching eyes with the cute young
stockman. She gives him a sly smile. He returns by giving
her a good once over.

SAM
And you’'re only twenty minutes late
today. You must be buckin’ for a
promotion.

Chris flips her the bird, shoves a peanut butter popcorn cake
in his mouth and tosses on his worker’s vest. He continues
on.

SAM
Popcorn cakes for breakfast again?

Chris pays her no mind. He rushes down aisle five, headed to
the back of the store.

SAM
(velling down the aisle)
That means someone was smoking weed
when he should’ve been at work!
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INT. DON'S8 FOOD MART - FIRST FLOCR STOCK ROCM - DAY

Chris swings through the doors and quickly makes his way to a
corner time clock. He swipes his ID badge, clocking in.
Taped on the wall, near the time clock is —-

A BRIGHT YELLOW MISSING PERSON'S BULLETIN

A beautiful latina woman in her twenties. The name below the
photo reads GRACIELLA LUCIA SANCHEZ. Assistant Manager of
Don’'s Food Mart. The woman from the beginning of our story.

INT. DOWNSTAIRS STOCK ROCM - RECEIVING AREA - DAY

Chris rushes into the stock room, desperately trying to pin
on his name badge and pull himself together. On his way to
receiving, he spots his buddy --

MANNY short, latino. He is carrying a grocery scanner and a
clipboard. He spots Chris, angrily tossing his hands in the
air.

A STOCKMAN pulls a full pallet of canned goods across the
floor with an electric jack. He almost hits Manny and Chris
as he passes. He loads the delivery onto a freight elevator.
A BELL RINGS as a METAL GATE closes behind him.

CHRIS
(to Manny)
What‘s the truck doing here so
early?
MANNY

Never mind the truck. I tried
calling yvou last night. You know
you were supposed to be here,
right?

Another stockman almost runs the two friends over as he
hurries down the hallway with a crate. Chris puts his arm
around Manny and walks him into a corner, out of the way.

CHRIS
Refresh my memory.

MANNY

You missed inventory. I thought
old Bradster was gonna shit a bird.

Chris could kick himself.
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MANNY
How the fuck do you forget about
inventory? It‘s all Bradskie’'s
been talking about all month. The
whole store was here last night
except you?

CHRIS
I thought it was next Thursday.

MANNY
Well it wasn‘t. It was last night
and you weren't here, bro.

Chris, nervous, checks his surroundings.

MANNY
Brad’s out on the floor, pulling
crates. He thought you were gonna
be another no show. So did I.

CHRIS
Sorry. What do you want me to do?

MANNY
When you’'re done kissing Brad'’'s ass
for your job, you can finish
unloading the rest of this truck.
That is, if you still got a job.

He hands Chris the scanner and freight invoice, heads for the
employee lounge. About halfway down the hall, Manny stops,
turns to Chris --

MANNY
And another thing, homes. This
friendship is officially cn
suspension.

Manny continues out.
CHRIS
Manny, come on, bro. Come back
here and give me a kiss.
Manny, from the hall --
MANNY (0.S.)

Kiss my ass!

INT. MANAGER'S OFFICE - DON'S FOOD MART - DAY
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Chris gives a KNOCK before entering. Leaning on his desk,
arms folded, is Don’s store manager BRAD ACKERMAN (30s) tall,
dark and curly hair, rough complexion.

Brad is doughy and pale from working lots of long hours and
nights. A bit of a round face, made even rounder by a pair
of black steel-rimmed glasses. His sleeves are rolled up,
his cheap neck tie loosened.

Sitting in a corner chair is a thin and sickly looking man
with grayving salt and pepper hair and a bright red nose. His
checkered sport ccat and red izod shirt are out of style by a
good twenty years. This is DETECTIVE DALE “COZ"” COSWELL, age
unknown.

Coswell’'s appearance suggests more than a couple marriages, a
heavy drinking problem and a true dedication to the job.

Chris and Detective Coswell catch eyes. Chris looking
instantly uncomfortable by his presence.

CHRIS
You wanted to see me, Brad?

BRAD
Have a seat, Chris.

Chris once again glances over at Detective Coswell, still
staring directly at him.

CHRIS
I was afraid you were gonna say
that.

Chris slowly lowers himself into a chair, keeping his eyes on
Coswell the whole time.

BRAD
You wanna tell me where you were
last night? We tried calling you.
As usual, your phone was off.

Chris nervously glances back and forth between the two men.

CHRIS
I guess I got the dates mixed up,
Brad. What can I say? I guess I'm
SOrry.

BRAD
You guess?

Brad rubs his weary eyes, shakes his head in frustration.
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Not exactly the symbol of
punctuality this week are you? You

were late three times.
Tuesday, thirty minutes

One hour on
on

Wednesday, another forty five on
Monday. That doesn’t count, of
course, the seven straight days you

left early.

Chris loocks away in embarrassment.
watching him like a hawk.

BRAD

Detective Coswell still

You know, I could fire you, Chris,
but I'm afraid you wouldn’'t care.
Sco I‘'m not gonna make it that easy.

(beat)

Your mind hasn’t been on your work
lately. Any particular reason?

CHRIS
I stock shelves, Brad.
never been on my work.

BRAD

My mind’s

Are you sure there isn’‘t anything
you need to tell us? Something con

your mind?

Chris turns his attention back to Coswell.

CHRIS

Oh, I get it now. This isn‘t about
my less than perfect attendance
record, i1s it? This is about
Lucia. Tell me I'm wrong.

BRAD
You're not wrong.

CHRIS

What do you want me to do, Brad?

You want me to confess?

You want

me to tell you I cut off her head
and stuck it in my freezer?

Coswell locks stunned by Chris’s harsh choice of words.

BRAD

Nobody'‘s accusing you of anything,

Chris.
(MORE)
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BRAD (cont'd)
And nobody’'s singling you out.
Detective Coswell just wants to ask
a few questions.

CHRIS

That’s real heartwarming, but I
don’'t see you dragging anybody else
in here.

(to Coswell)
Look, officer. I can’'t tell you
anything you probably don’'t already
have written down on your little
note pad there. Of which I'm sure
there’s lots of interesting
anecdotes about my so-called
unhealthy obsession with Lucia.

Coswell and Brad share another look, growing more suspicious
of Chris by the second.

CHRIS
Things didn’t work out between us,
I wiped my tears and moved on. I‘m
not obsessed with her. End of
story.

Coswell flips back a few pages on his notes, reads a few
gquotes out loud.

COSWELL

My God, she’s the perfect woman.
Just look at that rack, that face.
I wanna fuck her in the mouth, lick
her tits, suck her big, round ass.
She doesn’'t know I won't take no
for an answer. If I can’'t tap that
booty soon, I‘m gonna kill
somebody.

(to Chris)
Any of that ring a bell?

Chris shifts uncomfortably in his chair, a bit embarrassed.

CHRIS
So I made a few rude comments about
a female employee. You want
specifics? I can’t give that to
yvou. I‘ve made rude comments about
thousands of females who come
through this store. 1I’'ll probably
make another hundred before night
falls. I'm a guy. That’s all that
is. Guy talk.
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COSWELL
You sound like a guy who was pretty
determined to me.

CHRIS
Yeah, sure, there’'s plenty of
things I wanna do to Lucia’‘s body.
Chopping it up into little pieces
isn’'t one of them.

Brad’s eye twitches a bit. Just the thought of it disturbs
him.

CHRIS
Now unless you’re gonna charge me
with sexual harassment, I think
we ‘'re done here.

BRAD
I'll let you know when we're done,
Chris.

COSWELL
(interrupting)
No. He’s right.

Brad gives Coswell the flcor. He simply folds his arms and
bites his lip in protest.

COSWELL
We're sorry. We shouldn’'t have put
you on the spot like that. I'm
sure, despite it all, you’'re just
as concerned for Miss Sanchez’s
welfare. 1I‘ll let you know if
anything comes up and we get a
break in the case. Fair enough?

Chris suspiciously glances back and forth between the men,
guiet, uncertain. He slowly stands, exits.

Coswell squints a bit, nervously clicking his pen, over and
over. In deep thought.

COSWELL
(to Brad)
Did Sanchez ever make a formal
complaint about this kid?

BRAD
Not officially, no. But he did
call out the night of Graciella’s
abduction.

(MORE)
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BRAD (cont'd)
He lives three blocks from the
store. And...he’s the only one
without a solid alibi for that
night.
(beat)
What do you think?

Coswell thinks it over, once again clicking the pen in a
nervous frenzy.

INT. EMPLOYEE LOUNGE - DAY

Chris struts in with a dollar bill in hand, shoves it in a
soda machine. He turns and spots —-

Scarlett filling out some paperwork at one of the tables.
She rests her hand on her forehead and couldn’t be less
enthused about life. Chris takes notice.

CHRIS
You look about as excited to be
here as I am.

Chris snags an orandge soda out of the machine. Cracks it
open.

SCARLETT
Not exactly why I moved out here.

CHRIS
Yeah. Me either. But what’‘re you
gonna do, right?

Chris takes a huge chug from the drink, stares down at
Scarlett’'s paperwork.

CHRIS
So you‘re actually applying for a
job here?

SCARLETT
Yeah. Why is that so crazy?

Chris slowly realizes that Scarlett has no idea.

CHRIS
Nothing. No reason.

SCARLETT
That woman at the desk is...very
interesting.
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CHRIS
That’s our Sam. Don’‘t let her
furry lip scare you. Inside she’'s
as warm as apple pie.

SCARLETT
She doesn’t seem to like you much.

CHRIS
Me? She’s just pissed ‘cause I
can’'t find the wet spot.

Scarlett winces at the thought. She fights back a smile.

Brad peeks his head in, smiles politely at Scarlett, catches
eyes with Chris.

BRAD
Chris, you’'re not gonna get any
work done in here. You still have
twenty five crates downstairs. I
suggest you get to it.

Scarlett waves goocdbye.

SCARLETT
Nice talking to you.

Chris gives Brad a dirty stare, then back to Scarlett. All
smiles.

CHRIS
You too.

Chris heads out. Brad notices a smitten Scarlett checking
him out like a love sick school girl. A look of growing
concern on his face.

INT. PARKING GARAGE - PARK WEST APARTMENTS - MORNING

Scarlett walks through the lobby door and into the dark and
gloomy garage. She is sporting a ponytail, a revealing top,
tight jeans, an orange “Don‘s Food Mart” work vest and a
girly pink back pack. She walks in between the parked cars.
She stops at her Escort, unlocks the door.

Parked next to her Escort is an UNKNOWN CAR, covered in a
brown tarp.
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INT. FORD

Scarlett crawls in, tosses her back pack aside and puts her
key in the ignition. 8he turns it over. The car coughs a
bit, daring to start, but won’'t quite get there.

Scarlett tries again. Again, nothing. She loses her temper
and beats her fists on the wheel in an angry tirade. After a
few good seconds of kicking and screaming, she stares up at
her sun visor. She pulls off the photo of her and friend
Nicole.

INSERT - PHOTO
Scarlett and Nicole, cap and gown, hugging after graduation.
BACK TO SCENE

Scarlett fights back the coverwhelming urge to burst out in
tears.

INT. DON'S FOOD MART - CHECKOUT - DAY

Scarlett finishes ringing a customer, hands a woman her
receipt.

SCARLETT
Thank you. Have a nice day.

Scarlett slides a credit slip into the register. Just one
lane over is grocery stockman Nathan Garcia, sporting his
usual navy blue wool cap and hooded sweatshirt. He is
waiting in line as a CASHIER rings up his lunch.

Scarlett notices him. He is good looking, but his eyes are
dark and sinister. There'’'s something not quite right about
him. He catches Scarlett peeking, gives her a quick wink.

Scarlett quickly lcoks away from him. His creepy demeanor
seems to have run a cool chill down her spine. She locks up
and is startled by --

CHRIS

Who seems to have come from nowhere. He sets down a couple
drinks and a sandwich onto the counter.

CHRIS
Hey there.
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SCARLETT
Oh. Hi.

Scarlett once again stares over at the next register,
sneaking another peek.

Chris turns around, catches ——

Nathan checking out Scarlett again. The cashier hands him
his change. He heads for the door, smiles at Scarlett as he
walks out.

Scarlett gives Nathan a quick smile, nervously flips her hair
behind her ears.

Chris notices her erratic behavior.

CHRIS
You gotta thing for criminals?

Scarlett fights back a smile as she rings up Chris‘s lunch,
avoiding the subject.

CHRIS
I'm surprised he actually paid for
his lunch today.

SCARLETT
You sound jealous.

CHRIS
Sorry. As flattered as you must
be, me and Nate have some history.
Things that have nothing to do with
you.

Scarlett gives him a coy smile.

SCARLETT
Whatever you say.
(beat)
Four thirty six, please.

Chris gives Scarlett a phony grin, a bit unsure, runs his
debit card through a scanner.

EXT. DON’'S FOOD MART - LOUNGING AREA - DAY

An outside lounging area for employees that smcke. There are

three picnic tables, a few stockman here and there, a couple
of cashiers sitting together.
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Chris sits on the table top of one of the picnic benches,
kicking out his legs. He digs through a plastic bag and
pulls out a fully loaded sandwich from the deli.

Scarlett, carryving her lunch, walks up to Chris and has a
gseat on the bench.

CHRIS
Look who it is. I thought you’'d be
inside with Nate exchanging vows.

SCARLETT
I thought you weren’‘t jealous.

Nathan walks out, has a seat at a far table. He looks over
at Scarlett. Scarlett does her best to avoid him, but can’'t
help herself. 8She gives him a quick glance, looks away.

Chris notices the exchange. He reaches into his bag and
pulls out two bottles, one fruit punch and one lemon-lime.

CHRIS
Red or white?

Scarlett points at the fruit punch. Chris hands her the
drink.

CHRIS
So you passed up a lead role in a
feature because the producer wanted
to play doctor. When every other
actress in town would’'ve spread
eagle, you took the moral high rocad
and told him to fuck off.

SCARLETT
You heard?

CHRIS
Cynthia told me all about it. One
of our other starving actresses
here at Don’s.

SCARLETT
Yeah, well, it was a bad movie
anyway.

CHRIS

It’s gotta be better than ringing a
register.
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SCARLETT
They weren’'t interested in my
acting ability.

CHRIS
You gotta start somewhere.

SCARLETT
Not there.

CHRIS
You can’t be too choosy out here.
Next thing you know, you lose sight
of what you want and you’'re two
years into Don’s Food Mart.
Everything you used to love about
L.A., you start hating. I waited
my whole life to get here, now I
can‘t seem to get out.

SCARLETT
You’'re in the industry?

Chris laughs.

CHRIS
Yeah. Who isn’t?

SCARLETT
Are you an actor?

CHRIS
No. I'm a writer. I write
screenplays. When I first came out
here I did the whole internship
thing. Read a bunch of scripts,
answered phones. Didn’'t really
lead anywhere. I still can’‘t get
an agent. Without an agent or a
manager, you pretty much get stuck
delivering pizzas or stocking
groceries.

Scarlett begins tc lose interest and stares over at Nathan.
Chris takes notice. 8She’s slowly slipping through his
fingers.

CHRIS
You know what you should do?

Scarlett turns back to Chris, a bit lost.
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SCARLETT
Huh?

Chris plops himself down on the bench next to Scarlett,
getting her full attention.

CHRIS
You should loock into doing
secretarial work. Like with a
talent agency. I don’‘t mean these
little agencies that promise you
the world and get you nothing but
extra work and walk on bits. I
mean the big boys.

Chris leans in closer to Scarlett, almost whispering in her
ear.

CHRIS
I know a guy on the inside who can
get you all the great leads. Tell
you who’'s looking for who. What
gigs are available.

SCARLETT
I don‘t know. I don‘t wanna answer
phones all day.

CHRIS
You start by answering phones,
faxing out sides to actors. Then
you work your way up. When the
time is right, you slip him your
head shot and demc reel. I have a
friend who got repped with ICM two
months after starting her
internship.

SCARLETT
Your friend must be really
talented.

CHRIS
Actually, she’s terrible. She was
just sleeping with her beoss. She
told him if he didn‘t sign her,
she’d tell his wife. Just like
that, he signed her.

Scarlett ponders it all, squints in confusion.

SCARLETT
That’s a real great story, Chris.
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CHRIS
No. You’‘re missing my point. She
knew the angle to play and she
played it. She went after what she
wanted. If you think you got the
goods and you‘re really talented,
it’s up to you to get noticed.
You gotta find your angle. Your
way in.

SCARLETT
And how do you propose I do that?

CHRIS
Tell you what. Let me take you out
tonight. We can get some drinks
and discuss it.

Scarlett stalls, a bit unsure.

SCARLETT
I could use a ride home after work.

EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - SIDEWALK - DAY

Scarlett is walking home, her pink back pack slung over her
shoulder. High-end, two thousand a month duplexes align both
sides of the street. It’s a pretty neighborhocd with home-
grown palm trees and neatly trimmed bushes.

The SOUND OF A CAR behind her. 8Scarlett turns and notices ——

CHRIS pulling up next to her in his late model CAMARO. He
sticks his head out the window, grabbing Scarlett’s
attention. She stops.

CHRIS
You don’'t wait for anybody, do you?
Come on. I’ll take you the rest of
the way.

Scarlett tosses her bag in Chris‘s back seat, jumps in.
Chris drives off.
INT. CHRIS’'S CAR - DAY

SCARLETT

I waited for you, but Brad said you
guys got a truck in.
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CHRIS
Oh Brad said that, did he?

Chris shakes his head, disgusted.

SCARLETT
You guys didn‘t get a truck?

CHRIS
Yeah. About four. They all came
in this morning.

SCARLETT
Sco if you didn’t have a truck just
now, why did he say you guys did?

Chris rolls his eyes and stares out the window, avoiding the
subject. After a few moments, he comes around.

CHRIS
That, you’ll have to ask Brad.
It’s kind of a long story.

Scarlett patiently awaits Chris’'s story, but decesn’t get one.
Chris abruptly changes the subject.

CHRIS
So anyway. After lunch, I made a
couple phone calls. There’s this
buddy of mine in the mail room over
at William Morris. Turns out he’s
got some julicy leads.

SCARLETT
Like what?

CHRIS
He says word around the office is
one of their top agents is looking
for a new personal assistant.
And...if we put in a little extra
work from our end, he might be able
to get you an interview.

SCARLETT
Your friend has that kind of pull
working in the mail room?

CHRIS
Think about it. Anything that gets
sent to the office has to pass
through him first, right?



SCARLETT
Yeah? 8So?

CHRIS
So that includes this agent’s mail.
Query letters, resumes. He’'s got
access to all of it. 1It’s a
friggin’ gcld mine.

SCARLETT
I don’t understand.

CHRIS
It’'s real simple. What you do is
take this guy’s mail, dig out all
the resumes of women who are
applying for this gig. Then you
pick out only the very best, most
professiconal of the crop. You run
a few copies of those bad boys on
the scanner —-

Chris snaps his fingers.

CHRIS
Bingo!
(beat)
All you gotta do now is change the
contact information around and
throw in a few nice head shots.
Next thing you know, you’'re in.

Scarlett laughs.

SCARLETT
That’'s awful.
(beat)
Could that actually work?

CHRIS
There’s only one way to find out.
If yvou want, I could make it
happen. All it takes is a phone
call.

Scarlett thinks it over.

SCARLETT
What if I just gave him my resume?

CHRIS
What’s the point? You're Scarlett
fresh out of Texas. Nobcody cares.
(MORE)
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CHRIS (cont'd)
You’'re almost guaranteed not to get

an interview.

SCARLETT
Mavybe.

CHRIS
No mavbe. You won't get an
interview.

SCARLETT

Well at least I‘ll know it was me
who got the job and not someone
else.

CHRIS
You see? That's small town
Scarlett talking. You wanna make
it out here, you gotta change your
thinking. Remember. It’'s all
about outsmarting your competitiocn.
Don‘t think for a second that those
same women wouldn’'t cut your throat
to get that position.

SCARLETT
Okay, smart guy. You got all the
great ideas. Why are you still at
Don's Food Mart?

CHRIS
Because I'm burned out. Tired.
All T have time to think about now
is paying bills. You‘re still new
in town. You’‘ve got whole weeks
before you become as jaded as I am.

SCARLETT
Thanks for the offer, but I think
I'll pass.
EXT. PARK WEST APARTMENTS - DAY
Chris pulls his Camarc to the curb in front of Scarlett’s
apartment building.
INT. CHRIS’'S CAR - DAY

Scarlett opens her door, about to step out.

SCARLETT
Thanks.
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She is halfway out the door when Chris grabs her arm,
stopping her. She turns to him.

CHRIS
You know what? You probably
shouldn’t make a habit of walking
home by yourself.

SCARLETT
Why not?

CHRIS
A couple weeks ago a woman was
picked up just a few blocks from
here.

SCARLETT
Seriously?

CHRIS
Don‘t let the nice neighborhood
fool you. These girls jog around
in their tank tops and short shorts
with their asses hanging out like
nothing can touch them. A place
like that’s a breeding ground for
creeps and ass holes. Just
prowling for girls like you.

Scarlett stares down at her arm. Chris still gripping her
tightly. He finally notices what he’s doing and quickly lets
go of her.

CHRIS
Sorry. Just be careful, ckay?

Scarlett just stares back at him, a bit taken back by his
unusual change in behavior.

SCARLETT
Okay. Thanks for the ride.

Scarlett grabs her back pack and steps cut, quickly begins
across the street to her building. Chris never taking his
eyes off her. He waits until Scarlett is inside and safe.

Chris stares into his side-view mirror, checking for oncoming
traffic. He is about to pull away from the curb when he
notices a —-

BLACK FOUR DOOR CAR sitting at a stop sign across the street.
The car has every opportunity to turn, but just sits there.
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After a few moments, the car makes a left turn and disappears
down a side street.
Chris turns his attention back to Scarlett’s apartment
building, looking very worried.
INT. SCARLETT’'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Scarlett sits at her computer, browsing the internet for
acting gigs. She runs across a few ads:

LOOKING FOR UNSIGNED ACTORS AND ACTRESSES, ON-CAMERA TATLENT
FOR TV PROMO, FEMALE MODELS FOR FEATURE HORROR FITM

Scarlett double clicks on “Female models for feature horror
film~.

INSERT - WEB PAGE

Thunder Cat Entertainment presents “Disco Vampire Sluts”.
Now searching for female models, 18-25. Must be attractive
with a great body!!!

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY!!! ©No girl next door types! Must be
willing to follow directions (and show some skin). Low pay,
but gas and lunch are provided and will receive full screen
credit.

HEADSHOTS ONLY!!! ©No resumes or inquiries at this time.

For directions, please contact Tony Bell at 310-360-3045.
BACK TO SCENE

Scarlett becomes disgusted and shuts off her monitor. She
rubs her tired, weary eyes.

INT. SCARLETT’'S LIVING ROOM - ATMOST MIDNIGHT

Scarlett is sprawled out con the couch, watching the climactic
chase scene of “Dark Games” on her flat screen television.
She chugs down what’s left of her wine cooler.

A WHITE CORDLESS PHONE rests on the coffee table before her.

Scarlett slowly drifts off. Her trembling eyelids suggest a
busy mind going a thousand miles per hour. Then, suddenly,
her eyes grow heavy. She stops trembling. She’s fallen into
a deep sleep.

A WALL CLOCK
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Reads 11:59 PM.
Scarlett begins snoring, softly. Then —-
THE CORDLESS PHONE RINGS

Immediately awakening her. She sits up, grabs the phone from
the table, reads the caller ID.

INSERT - CALLER ID

The phone reads UNKNOWN CALLER.
BACK TO SCENE

Scarlett answers anyway.

SCARLETT
Hello?

Nothing from the other end.

SCARLETT
Bonnie?

The caller hangs up. Scarlett dials Bonnie’s number. She
answers.

BONNIE (0.S.)
Hello?

SCARLETT
Did you just call me?

BONNIE (0O.S.)
No. I was sleeping.

SCARLETT
Oh. Sorry. Go back to sleep.

Scarlett hangs up. The PHONE RINGS again.

SCARLETT
Bonnie?
(listens; no one)
Okay. 1It’s really late. If you're
gonna speak, speak now or I'm
hanging up.

Then, a song begins to play from the other line —-










































































































































































































































