PROLOGUE

ACT 1

INT. BECKIN HOME – DAY

Close on: a hand, holding onto a banister, the nails are as detailed as you could possibly get. Fulsome mixes of colours with a shine that could blind you.

Her fingers are clean and peach coloured. We see her extraordinarily rich looking and costly jewellery of Diamonds, Rubies, and Solid Gold etc. 

We move up to see her face, beautiful, creamy supple skin which you could ever want your child to have.

It’s STACEY BECKIN who is 15, and attending an Ivy League school in CALIFORNIA, she’s feisty and powerful. Her father was the fifth richest man in the Country, but he has died.

She speaks alas. 





STACEY



No, I said I want the limo.

We see an exceptionally sexy late forties (ISABELLA BECKIN) waiting at the tip of the stairs in an extremely overdressed gown. She’s angry, as usual.





ISABELLA



Stacey not today, you can grouch, bitch and 

moan any other god damn day, but not today.

Isabella dramatically turns around and puts her hand to her mouth.





ISABELLA (cont’d)



Not on the day of your father’s funeral.





STACEY




(With Feeling)



I’m sorry.

Isabella turns and smiles.




 
STACEY



…For you.

Isabella looks evil at her.





ISABELLA



Get in the limo now, I’ll ride in the coach 

with your father.

Stacey smiles and moves down the stairs.





STACEY



Good!

Stacey walks out the door.

EXT. CEMETERY – DAY

(A priest talks during this Action)

We see a priest reading from the bible, as in front of him is a coffin slowly moving into the muddy hole in the ground. We move pass the coffin to see people in black some crying some looking sad, but as we see Stacey she just looks normal, not a tear not movement, not a blink, just same old Stacey.

For Isabella on the other hand is weeping and falls to her knee’s crying. Her perfect nails dig into the muddy earth as her husband is condemned to the ground. 





ISABELLA



No. No. Christ, no. Stop you fucking bastards 

stop. Why, God you cont. Aha!

The Priest stops and looks at her he clears his throat.





ISABELLA



Fuck you God, do you hear me I said fuck you!!!

The Priest looks at her horribly.





PRIEST



How dare you, use those words in this time. 

Have some respect.

Stacey grins, and walks toward her mother.





STACEY



I’m sorry Father, sorry everyone, she’s an alcoholic.

Stacey lifts her mother up from the ground.





STACEY



Come on mother. You’re a living disgrace.

Isabella looks shocked.

INT. LIMO  - DAY

Stacey and her sister FRANKIE BECKIN short for FRANCESCA BECKIN sit in the limo calm. 

Frankie is 19 and attending U.C.L.A. She has her feisty times, but she’s calmer.

Stacey wears a stylish black hat with black sunglasses, and a formal black skirt and blazer.

Frankie wears a navy black hat with white striped lining down it. She wears a navy skirt and blazer with white lining similar to Stacey’s.

They finally speak.





STACEY



You were late.





FRANKIE



Don’t butcher me Stacey, I got to dads stupid 

funeral as fast as I could, besides it’s not like 

things would have changed between me and him, 

well you know 

(She smiles) 

now that he’s dead.

Stacey smiles a bit.





STACEY



But still, I had to take mother’s bullshit speech 

alone without any laughing company. She also 

added in the time when I was in her bedroom 

having intercourse with Ivy League School Mount 

Cappa’s President Charles Dickson.





FRANKIE



Huh. You bitch when did this happen.





STACEY



Last night.

Frankie laughs. Stacey smirks.





FRANKIE



I don’t know what it is, you and me are just so 

fuckin…

Stacey takes of her dark sunglasses, revealing her beautiful blue eyes.





STACEY



…Let me guess, fucked up, unruly bitches, 

undisciplined whores?

Stacey moves her eyebrows up and down, and puts her sunglasses into a small black purse and closes it.



FRANKIE

Yes something along those lines I guess.



STACEY

So how’s Leslie. 

Frankie takes her purse and opens it up. She takes out a foundation set with a mirror a sponge and foundation. She begins dabbing some around her face.



FRANKIE

Well no he’s at College, he’s all right, but 

it’s so embarrassing, he couldn’t even get 

it up the other night, I’m thinking of  

breaking up with him.



STACEY

Oh like we couldn’t see that coming, he’s a fag.



FRANKIE

Oh please this is pathetic your only 15 what would 

you know.

Frankie laughs. She puts her make-up into her gorgeous purse, and takes out some lipstick and begins applying it to her lips, continuously.



STACEY

Hello, I’ve had my fare share of banging’s in 

the past.



FRANKIE

Well for sure that’s true. So at the fue, how was she 

holding up?

Stacey looks away.





FRANKIE (cont’d)



Knock knock hello is there anyone in that head of air.

Stacey turns to her sister.





STACEY



She pounced on the fucking grass like a hare okay.





FRANKIE



She misses dad.

Stacey looks shocked and leans in toward Frankie, as Frankie puts her lipstick in her bag.





STACEY



Oh please she just wants everyone else to think she’s 

upset, she’s doin’ every other man in the city.



FRANKIE

Ouch, been touched by the Devil lately.

Stacey smirks.





STACEY



Whatever.

The Limo stops.

A black window screen winds down to see the back of a driver. In the rare view mirror we see his eyes.

Stacey smiles at him. His name is JEFFERY GOODWIN, 24, quite cute.





JEFFERY



We’re at your house madam Stacey and Madam 

Francesca.

Stacey’ smiles increases, we can see Jeffery smiling with glee too.

Frankie waits annoyed.





FRANKIE



Hello, some of us don’t wanna wait in limo all day.

Jeffery realises and runs out of the Limo.

EXT. BECKIN HOME – DAY

Jeffery walks up to the black limo door and smiles. 

EXT. LIMO - DAY

He opens the door. Two gorgeous silky smooth skin-looking legs step out.

Jeffery licks his upper lip and smiles.

But it is not his Stacey it’s Frankie. Frankie puts out her hand. Jeffery takes his hand is hers and pulls her out. She stands and smiles.





FRANKIE



Thank you Jeff.

Frankie walks away.

Another hand reaches outs into the palm of Jeffery’s.





JEFFERY



Madam Stacey, looking fine as ever.

Stacey steps out.





STACEY



There’s a fine line between sex and sexual 

Harassment, try another stunt like that and I  

Wont be choosing bait. Don’t get caught.

Stacey continues smiling. Jeff looks worried.





STACEY



Get it.





JEFFERY



Yes Ms. Beckin.





STACEY



Oh goody.

Stacey snaps her fingers in an instant.





STACEY



Now run along.

The distraught and distressed Jeffery runs around to the other side of the limousine. Stacey walks away.

EXT. BECKIN HOME – DAY

Stacey walks up to a dumbfounded looking Frankie who stands in front of the house porch.





FRANKIE



What the hell was that about?





STACEY



Frankie it was a life and death situation.

Stacey walks ahead if Frankie.

Frankie looks a little weirded out but follows behind Stacey.





FRANKIE



Oookay.

CLOSE ON, Stacey.





STACEY (cont’d)



Trust me.

The two cunning sisters amble into their home.

INT. FOYER – DAY

Stacey opens the front door and they both step into the foyer. Stacey silently closes the door not wanting to make noise.

Stacey and Frankie walk towards a small white almost concealed closet. Stacey opens the closet door and takes off her jacket, as does Frankie.





STACEY




(Quietly)



Okay give me your jacket. 

Frankie hands her jacket to Stacey. Stacey puts hers and Frankie’s jackets into the closet they hang up. Stacey silently closes the closet door.

Frankie looks around, left, right, forwards and backwards.





FRANKIE




(Quietly)



Okay come on.

As soon as Frankie and Stacey put another foot to the ground a squeaky voice can be heard beckoning for them. 

It’s the voice of their late father’s mother (Grandmother Francesca Beckin) to them.





NANA FRAN



Stacey, Francesca is that you dears?!

Frankie and Stacey stop in anger.





STACEY




(Mouthing)



FUCK!

Frankie and Stacey smile putting on an act.





FRANKIE



Yes Grandmother Fran!





STACEY



Shit! I told you we shouldn’t have bought 

her the stupid hearing aid for her birthday, 

she heard the fucking door. Damn.

A shadow comes towards them.





FRANKIE



Shut up, here she comes.





STACEY



And now I must be sympathetic. Uh!

Nana Fran (Grandmother Francesca Beckin) walks leaning onto a walking stick. She walks towards them holding a bowl. 

Nana Fran wears a black skirt revealing her tanned skinny legs and a black blazer. She has lipstick all over her teeth and her lips are smothered in it, very rose red. She wears lots of make-up and lots of blue eye shadow. She smells of musk perfume.





FRANKIE



Hello nana Fan, how are you.





NANA FRAN



Oh I’m okay thanks.





STACEY



Huh Nana Fran what are you doin walking 

with that terrible back of your you know if 

someone left a their shoes lying around you 

could fall over them, crush your spinal bone 

and die.

Frankie nudges Stacey still smiling.





STACEY



Of course that would never happen. Hopefully.





NANA FRAN



Shiitake mushroom dears?

Nana Fran holds out the white bowl to Stacey’s face.





STACEY



Sure.

Stacey reaches into the bowl and takes out a small shiitake mushroom and puts it into her mouth.





STACEY



Tastes more like SHIT!

Nana Fran looks very displeased.





STACEY



…Ake mushrooms super flavoured.

Nana Fran laughs, as does Frankie.

NANA FRAN



Yes yes yes, my own recipe! 

They all laugh.





STACEY



Oh they’re gorgeous, yummy!

Nana Fran smiles and turns round to walk away. Stacey quickly takes the three mushrooms out of her mouth and throws them at Nana Fran’s back, and one hits her hair.

The two evil sisters laugh.

Nana Fran turns around.

The Evil sisters look worried.





NANA FRAN



Come on now girls.





STACEY



Oh.

Nana Fran walks on.





FRANKIE



Let’s go!

They both laugh as they run to their Nana Fran.

INT. LIVING ROOM – DAY

Nana Fran walks into the glamorous Beckin Living Room. It’s very roomy, with gold curtain drapes covering the very beautiful pane coloured glass windows, which are almost everywhere. 

As we move along, we can see gorgeous RED lamps and GOLD lamps. Gorgeous wooden coffee tables, we can also see a marble coffee table a gorgeous texture.

Moving on more, we see a gorgeous settee lined in gold satin. ISABELLA sits on the couch in dramatic distress. Her back is lent over the arm as she holds one hand over her eyes and one hand holds a fan waving it in front of her face.





ISABELLA



Oh please give me strength, to go on



Another day. Oh please!

Three men and two women group around her. One man sits at the end of the couch rubbing her leg. Another man stands behind the couch looking right down at her showing cleavage. Another man kneels by her side touching her arm.

One woman waits at the end of the settee with the first man. The next woman stands behind the settee with the other man, she hits him in his arm.

He holds it.





MAN #2



Ow! Honey, what was that for?!

The woman walks closer to him.





WOMAN #2



I am your wife. How dare you look at another



woman’s breasts.





MAN #2



Shut up. Don’t you dare say it out loud.





WOMAN #2



Oh shut your mouth you pup!

The camera moves back to STACEY, NANA FRAN and FRANKIE walk into frame.

Stacey and Frankie look at the fighting and couple and smile at each other.

The Woman starts slapping her back off the man.





WOMAN #2



Your horrible, I hope you die!

The Man is shocked at what he is hearing.





MAN #2



You half wit!

The Woman walks away in a rage. The Man runs after her.





MAN #2



Hey wait! Honey come back.

The Man and Woman walk out of frame. They walk pass Stacey and Frankie.

Stacey and Frankie glare at each other.





FRANKIE



So Nana Fran, how’s Grandfather Beckin?

Nana Fran smiles.





NANA FRAN



Oh Frieda, thank you so much for asking.

Frankie frowns.





FRANKIE



It’s Frankie. So how is he?





NANA FRAN



Oh he’s very well.

Frankie frowns again.





NANA FRAN



Well I’ll be off over there.

Nana Fran points.





NANA FRAN



With my friends. Bye now Francine and 



Stacey.

Nana Fran walks over to her old friends.





NANA FRAN



Oh Geraldina!

Frankie and Stacey move close together.





FRANKIE



Well I guess we won’t be getting into



Grandpa Beckin’s money he’s leaving



For us anytime soon. Will he ever die?





STACEY



How old is he anyways Five-hundred



and two.





FRANKIE



Eight two.

Stacey sits down on a small arm chair, she folds her arms and crosses her arms.





STACEY



Not looking for the details sis. We’re



His favourite nieces. 

Frankie laughs a little.





FRANKIE



We’re his only nieces.

Stacey stands up again.





STACEY



We’re the only one who has a mother



From that family who got knocked up.

Frankie stands closer to Stacey.





FRANKIE



Are you suggesting we speed up his death



You know, get the money sooner.





STACEY



Maybe.





FRANKIE



Well how would we do it?





STACEY



The last time I tried killing someone off 



It didn’t work, so hell if I know.





FRANKIE



I know I can’t believe you tried to kill



Off dad.





STACEY



I hated him. It was only the last two months



He got stand able. Now he’s dead. Not that



I really care. You should have seen me in 



Principal Mannings office this morning. I 



Threw her fucking phone out the window.





It was all pretend.





FRANKIE



Of course. Anyways back to killing. Why don’t



We thrill him to death.

Stacey looks up at her conniving sister, walks over to a coffee table and reaches into a bowl where she picks out a white mint and inserts it into her mouth.





STACEY



Hmm, elaborate.





FRANKIE



Tits, sex, see where I’m going here?





STACEY



Maybe?

Stacey smiles.





STACEY



Wait I’ve an even better idea.





FRANKIE



What brains?





STACEY



Why don’t we  scare him to death?





FRANKIE



With what?





STACEY




(Laughs)



Rip off Nana Fran’s top and show him her



Tits.

Frankie laughs.





FRANKIE



We can’t be that cruel.





STACEY




(Deadly Serious)



Well, why don’t we just stab him to death



Then?

Frankie swallows.





FRANKIE




(Nervously Laughs)



We’re talking crazy.





STACEY



Don’t pussy out on me now Frankie.

Close On, Stacey’s gorgeous lips.





STACEY



You brought it up, and I want my share.

Pull out to see Frankie disgusted.

FRANKIE



God! Stacey I was fooling around. You’ll



Get your money when he dies.





STACEY



I don’t wanna wait.

Frankie whimpers and starts shaking.





STACEY



Don’t wimp out on me now, I need you to



Help me. Come on Frankie, you’ve took a



Break for a month or two, get back on.



You know you’re evil. You know your



Cruel.

Frankie gets annoyed.





FRANKIE



Okay Stacey take a breather. I am not evil



I am a human being, let me live my life



I’m true with double o bitches. We were



Young then.





STACEY



How can you say you’re not evil, you’re the



One who almost killed mom while she was 



Giving birth to you. 





FRANKIE



Please, that has nothing to do with this.





STACEY



You’re cruel it’s in your blood. Don’t hide it.

Stacey walks closer to Frankie.





STACEY



You’ve cruel and evil intentions, don’t run 

Away be proud. Consider yourself lucky.





FRANKIE



Stacey stop talking shit.





STACEY



Be yourself.





FRANKIE




(Really Angry)



Go to hell!

Frankie quickly walks out of the living room. Leaving Stacey hot blooded, angry and annoyed.





STACEY



You know we will.

Stacey stands there, arms crossed, smiling evilly.

INT. FRANKIE’S MASTER BEDROOM - DAY




Frankie storms into her room and slams her doors. She stares in her mirror looking evilly.  From a small vanity at the side of her door she picks up an ornamental photo frame of Stacey. She angrily throws it at the mirror. Then rapidly walks over to the shattered mirror and picks up a big sharp piece of glass and drags it along her wrist.





FRANKIE



You want the evil me Stacey huh?!

She drags the glass further and deeper.





FRANKIE



Ahh!

Frankie grinds her teeth. Frankie throws the piece of glass away, then licks her arm, licking the blood.





FRANKIE



I’ll show you what a real bitch can do!

Frankie storms out of her room, slamming the doors.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

CLOSE ON, Stacey smiling.





STACEY



Oh you’re too kind.

PULL OUT, to see her standing alongside the settee with one up on the settee. A man beneath her rubs her leg.





MAN



No these legs are just beautiful.

Stacey smiles.





STACEY



I know. Don’t you wanna f-

BANG! From upstairs. Stacey looks up annoyed. She smiles down at the man.





STACEY



I’ll be back.

She walks away.

INT. STACEY’S BEDROOM - DAY 

Frankie stands there holding up her bloody arm. Stacey storms in.





STACEY



Ok what the hell are you doing?! 



And in my room!





FRANKIE



You don’t know what I’ve done!

Stacey walks over to her.





STACEY



I don’t give shit what you’ve done!

Frankie laughs.





FRANKIE



I’ve told mom!





STACEY



You’ve told mother?

Frankie laughs.





FRANKIE



Yes I have!

Stacey runs back and locks her door. Stacey picks up a hard marble ashtray and runs at Frankie with it.





STACEY



Ah!

INT. ROOM IN THE HOUSE – DAY

Isabella is crying hard.





ISABELLA



And he’s gone.

The man slips his hand under her skirt.

Her head lies back in pleasure. 

INT. STACEY’S BEDROOM - DAY

We see Frankie hanging from the ceiling by Stacey’s bed sheet gasping for air.





FRANKIE





(Mouthing)




STACEY!

Stacey just stares and smiles.

Frankie’s head seems to be bleeding, as does her arm. She dangles. 

Stacey turns around and opens the locked door quietly. She walks out it. Then closes it again.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Stacey walks out smiling.

INT. ROOM IN THE HOUSE - DAY

Isabella is panting. She’s moving fast and sweating. 





ISABELLA




Oh!

Isabella smiles.

INT. STACEY’S BEDROOM – DAY

Frankie’s loosing consciousness. Frankie’s shoe falls off and makes a small noise. 

INT. HALLWAY – DAY

Nana Fran here’s the small bang.





NANA FRAN




Oh my!

Nana Fran walks over to the doors and enters the room.

INT. STACEY’S BEDROOM – DAY

Nana Fran screams.





NANA FRAN




Ah!

Nana Fran calls out.





NANA FRAN




Stacey!

Stacey opens up the bathroom door and sees Nana Fran.





STACEY




Yes Nana Fran?





NANA FRAN




Quickly come in!

Stacey runs into her room and sees Frankie. Pretends to look shocked. Runs over to the bed get the piece of glass and begins slicing the bed sheet cutting Frankie down. Frankie falls onto the bed coughing gasping for air.

Frankie lays on the bed pale. 

Nana Fran walks over to her.





NANA FRAN






Francesca what have you done?

Frankie stays silent lays there gasping. Stacey folds her arm and looks down at her sister a bit worried.





STACEY




Stupid girl.

Stacey evil smiles.










BLACKOUT:

On a young woman no more than 16, standing in an office pale and looking deceased. A phone dangles from the very rich wooden desk in this office. 





We seem to be in a Principal’s Office. We see a golden plaque, which states “Pr. Mannings”.





INT. PR. MANNINGS OFFICE - DAY





We here a voice from the phone, very muffled and light.





				WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)


		They… they said that they did everything they could 


Sweetie,





The young woman begins to cry.





				WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)


		Stacey, pl… please answer me, I love you sweetie. 


Th… They say it came on very sudden and even if 


Someone was there; they… they still wouldn’t have 


been able to save h…





And with that STACEY BECKIN aggressively grabs the phone and troughs it out the window. It brakes through the glass forcefully and hard.





				STACEY


		Fuck off!





Suddenly the door bursts open and Pr. Mannings a woman, comes running in, her face full of aghast.





				PR. MANNINGS


		Stacey! 





Stacey falls into a corner crying and weeping. Pr. Mannings runs to her.





				PR. MANNINGS


		I’m so sorry.





The picture fades and so does Pr. Mannings voice.





				PR. MANNINGS


		Come on get up Stacey come on…





								BLACKOUT:





End Of Prologue. 
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FADE IN:








