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INT. 24 HOUR SUPERMARKET - LATE NIGHT - PRESENT DAY

Sterile lights bounce angry reflections off of the magnolia
floor. The illumination lays bare a sixties built supermarket
that’s been kept current with unloving, and patchy retrofits.

Slumped behind one of the checkouts is NATASHA LEIGH - mid
twenties and the epitome of geek cool. The jet-black sheen of
her hair complements her nails, and her clothes show just
enough conformity to keep her from losing her job.

She begins to cash and pack groceries for a MALE CUSTOMER.

NATASHA
Fuck him.

The customer glares at Natasha who motions to the INNER EAR
KIT connected to her CELL PHONE.

She continues to pack the groceries.
NATASHA

I'm sorry but - screaming my name

during sex - that’s pretty god damn

funny. If the guy can’t take a joke

- fuck him.
She runs a BOX OF CRACKERS through the BARCODE SCANNER.
NO BEEP.

NATASHA
Oh come on, most guys’'d be like...

She runs the item through the scanner again.
Nothing.

She holds up the box to the customer and covers her cell
phone microphone.

NATASHA
You know how much this is?

The customer shakes his head with a disparaging ‘no’.

Natasha puzzles for a moment - then places the item in the
customer’s bag. She uncovers the microphone.

NATASHA
Your lucky day.

She continues to cash and pack the groceries.



NATASHA
You know what I think. Don‘t know
what you saw in him.

The groceries come to an end.

NATASHA
Really?

Natasha holds the cell phone’s microphone once more.

NATASHA
Fourteen...

She turns to double check the price on the CASH REGISTER.

NATASHA
...forty-nine.

The customer removes from his WALLET an CREDIT CARD and drops
it on the counter.

NATASHA
You gotta raise your standards, or
lower them - or something.

The RECEIPT feeds through the cash register.

NATASHA
I'm serious.

She looks up at the customer, rips the receipt from the
register and picks up a PEN. She starts to write something on
the back of the receipt.

NATASHA
(to the customer)
You single?

The customer just stares.

NATASHA
I'm giving your number to a guy.

She looks the customer up and down.

NATASHA
Looks okay to me.
(to the customer)
You got any nasty diseases we
should know about?
(she shrugs)
They got cures for most things now.



She passes the receipt to the customer.

NATASHA
Sign on the line.

The customer takes Natasha’s pen, signs the receipt and
passes it back.

NATASHA
Thanks.

She passes the copy slip to the customer and cashes the other
half in the register.

NATASHA
(to the customer)
Her name'’s Jocasta. Call her.

The customer grabs the receipt and looks at the phone number.

CUSTOMER
818. I don’'t think so.

He picks up the GROCERY BAG, screws up the receipt, flicks it
back at the checkout and exits the store.

NATASHA
Creep. You can do better than him
anyway.

From the back of the store she hears a noise. Natasha swivels
on her chair to try and see what it is.

NATASHA
Great. Someone’s fucking around in
the back of the store. Probably
Zero jerking off over the frozen
pizzas. I better go.
(beat)
Yeah - see vya.

Natasha gets out of her chair - locks the till and makes her
way to the back of the store.

NATASHA
Zero?

She stops - stands on tiptoes and spins 360 checking the
isles for anyone.

NATASHA
Great - where is everyone?



Another noise from the back of the store. Spooked, Natasha
grabs her 2 WAY RADIO and hits the TALK button.

NATASHA
Zero?

Static returns her call.
Natasha reaches the back of the store. Another noise.

She slowly pushes open the door to the storeroom and peers
into the blackness. After a beat she enters and walks a
little way into the room.

In front of her and out of the darkness shines what looks
like the barrel of a gun.

Natasha doesn’t notice. She’s turned, hearing something
behind her.

FADE TO WHITE:

INT. STOREROOM - 24 HOUR SUPERMARKET - NIGHT

The Police are on the scene. DETECTIVE GANTT stares into a
pool of blood where Natasha once stood.

He'’'s a young and eager law enforcer with surfer good looks.
He'’'s being aided by an OLDER POLICE OFFICER whose face can’t
hide the bitterness of reporting to a younger man.

The Police Officer reads from a CLIP BOARD.

POLICE OFFICER
Seems everyone was on a cigarette
break except her. One of the clerks
heard her buzz a colleague on the
intercom at approximately - two
thirty. Next thing he knows...

Gantt crouches and begins to search the scene with his eyes.

GANTT
Anything stolen?

POLICE OFFICER
All the tills are locked. No sign
of anything substantial missing.

GANTT
Qur ‘vic’ got a name?



POLICE OFFICER
Natasha Leigh.

Gantt looks like he has seen a ghost.

POLICE OFFICER
Resident 2404 El...
(beat)
You okay?

GANTT
You got a picture?

The Police Officer passes NATASHA'S DRIVERS LICENCE to Gantt.
He takes a deep breath.

POLICE OFFICER
You know her?

GANTT
Busted her for breaking and
entering like yesterday. By the
time her lawyer had finished with
me I was nearly back in uniform.
(beat)
No offence.

POLICE OFFICER
None taken.
(beat)
Well - looks like someone did you a
favor. Says here they expect her
DOA. Karma I tell vya.

Gantt stares at the bloody floor trying to fit together the
few clues to the evening’s events.

GANTT
Makes no sense.

POLICE OFFICER
Sure does. Says here a clean shot
to the chest.

GANTT
No - I mean her working here. The
Leigh’s are a money family. Why
would she be working here?

CUT TO:



INT. EMERGENCY ROCM - HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Natasha Leigh lays on a HOSPITAL GURNEY, motionless and pale
white from the loss of blood. Her top is cut open revealing a
deep bullet wound to the chest. Blood slowly pumps out of the
wound in time with her reduced heart rate.

DOCTORS buzz around the body trying to stop the blood loss.
Stood in the corner of the room is a GIRL in her early
twenties. She’'s striking with a dark brooding presence. Her
intense expression is focused only on the dying Natasha.

The doctors seem oblivious to her presence.

Natasha begins to flat-line. The room goes into a frenzy.
SHOCK PADDLES are prepped.

GEL is smeared on the shock paddles. The medics clear as the
paddles hit Natasha’s chest.

SLOW FADE TO
WHITE:

EXT. STREET - 4TH OF JULY PARADE - DAY - CIRCA 1988
The bright summer sunlight bleaches into a distant memory of
a happy childhood. People line the sides of the street to
watch a kaleidoscope of colors pass by.
A family delights in the afternoon’s festivities. The MOTHER
is dressed in a tasteful summer dress and the FATHER in an
expensive looking suit.
Around them a BOY and GIRL play.
They run in and out of the street until restrained by their
father. He places the girl firmly in charge of her younger
brother - enforcing a tight grip as she holds the boy’s hand.
The procession moves slowly on.
One particular flocat grabs the girl’s attention. She jumps
around to face her father - pointing and laughing with
excitement.

She jumps back to share the moment with her brother.

He is gone.

















































































