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FADE IN:
NEW YORK CITY- INT. RUNDOWN ABANDONDED APARTMENT - EVENING

A tall, statuesque, raven-haired, woman dressed in a short,
blood red latex dress, stands hunched over at the waist,
leaning into a window. Her elbows rest on a damp, rotted,
wooden, windowsill. The view from the window looks out on
the city at night. Her name is VERONICA STERN.

Neon lights, exhaust fumes, drunken lover’s quarreling,
fresh blacktop, and old exhaust fumes dance around
VERONICA’s senses from the street below. A thick,
invisible, blanket of humidity covers the entire city.

The POV moves closer to the woman, like a stalker, and we
see that on the windowsill where VERONICA is leaning also
sits a high-powered, sniper rifle.

VERONICA (V.O.)

Raindrops turn to steam as they plummet to
the blacktop. The June air can no longer
bear the burden of the night’s humidity.

Bloated clouds cry musty tears onto the
city. I slowly adjust the scope of my
rifle and peer out into the night.

With my eye pressed tightly to the cold
metal ring of the scope, I can see him.

(Beat)

The man I'm going to kill..

NEW YORK CITY- INT. MOTEL ROOM ACROSS THE STREET — EVENING

The view shifts to the perspective of VERONICA’s eye
looking down the scope, leading us to the open window
across the street. We catch a glimpse of a short,
overweight, man in his late thirties, sweating profusely
through his stained wifebeater. He sits on the corner of a
stained, squeaky, bed, in a cheap hourly rate motel room.
His pants and boxers are around his ankles.

We begin a slow pan down from the dingy, stained ceiling
above him, to the top of his balding head, giving a more



detailed view of him as we descend.

THE MARK (AMBIENT)

Yeah, baby.. Yeah.. That’s right..
I'm going to get you so high tonight.

VERONICA (V.O.)

His face looks all too familiar to me.

Like the hundred other men I’ve had the
unique pleasure of meeting under these

circumstances.

All of them guilty of the same sins.
All of them just like my father.

We pan down and over and see a buxom red-headed young
woman, THE GIRL, kneeling in front of THE MARK, sexually
servicing him.

VERONICA (V.O.)

The leggy, red head with the impossible
breasts kneels in front of him.

She’s at least fifteen years his junior
and working her way to nose full of blow.

She does her duty, like a janitor mopping
a floor. Her head bobs mechanically, not a
hint of passion in her performance.

His left leg spasms and his lip begins to
contort. His tongue dragging saliva trails
over 1it.

He asks God for help like a sinner finding
faith on his death bed.. He doesn’t even
realize how close he is to dying.



THE MARK (AMBIENT)

Oh fuck.. Yeah.. Don’t you stop, bitch..
Oh God, yes.. yes.. God fucking help me!

FADE OUT:

DISOLVE IN:
FLASHBACK- NYC- FOUR HOURS EARLIER - INT. THE LIMELIGHT

VERONICA, disguised in a pixie-cut, platinum blonde wig and
wearing a blood red, one-piece, latex dress, sits at a
table alone in the cathedral themed dance club.

Stained glass and laser lights project trails across the
dance floor. Behind her a band is doing a soundcheck. At
the bar, in the near background THE MARK and THE GIRL talk.

VERONICA (V.O.)

I’'ve been tailing this classy prick for
two days now.

I watched him pick “RED” up at the
Limelight, four hours ago.

I took note of the way her interest in him
suddenly peaked as he brought out the
coke.

It’s a sad, expensive, addiction.. Cocaine.

She’s selling her soul to be an object; a
toy to be played with and broken again and
again for the pleasure of men.

She’d crawl through broken glass over a
hundred other twits just like her, just to
be the possession of the first man that
can provide for her habit.

I can remember when I was almost like her
and I despise her more for reminding me of
it.

He’s no better though..



I watched him ‘date’ rape the girl he
picked up yesterday after she declined to
finish the job.

I would have punched his ticket then, but
I didn’t have a clean shot.

I was afraid the little blonde waif would
lose her shit and call NYPD.

I thought for sure she’d finish.

I gave her too much credit.

At least “RED” over here 1is committed to
her cause.

NEW YORK CITY- INT. RUNDOWN ABANDONDED APARTMENT - EVENING

We see another angle of the abandoned apartment. A table
with a few items strewn about sits close to the window. Two
stools flank it.

Across from the table in the center of the room, stands a
beat up, full-length, dressing mirror. VERONICA removes her
eye from the scope and stands upright stretching.

VERONICA (V.O.)

Watching them together makes my stomach
turn.

I walk away from the scope towards the
decrepit, full-length mirror directly
across from the table in the center of the
room.

Examining my reflection, I adjust my shoe-
polish, black hair from my face and rub my
hands on the tight latex dress to dry my
palms.

Normally, I would never be caught dead
dressed like this anymore.

It was required to blend in back at the
club.

The long stiletto heels and caked on
makeup are things I avoid with a passion.



I will admit, that like this, my
resemblance to my mother is uncanny.

My father always told me I was just like
her.

He never meant it as a compliment though,
more as a threat.

FLASHBACK- NYC- TWO DECADES EARILER - INT. TENEMENT
BUILDING

The shabby, dimly 1lit, two room apartment has dingy floors
and wall not unlike the abandoned apartment from the
present.

A tiny rectangular card table encroaches on a poor excuse
for a kitchen. In the corner sits a mold-colored, ancient-
looking refrigerator/icebox. Through the doorway you can

see a black, metal foot board on a lumpy, gqueen-sized bed.

A few feet in the other direction was a tiny love seat next
to a circa 1960’s, artificial Christmas tree. It’s dressed
in balding tinsel, sparsely placed ornaments, and vintage
flashing red and green lights.

VERONICA (V.O)

I can still remember my earliest memory of
my father.

He was driving a cab in the city and
working for a small-time bookkeeper.

He was also taking gambling action on the
side.

He was an angry, drunken, little man that
thought far too highly of himself.

He never realized what he had in his life.

He cared more about the bottle then he did
his family.

I was three years old, the Christmas he
arrived home drunk.

As a present, he knocked out two of my
mother’s teeth.



I can still hear her crying as he dragged
her into the bedroom.

The horrible rhythmic, squeaking
overpowered by her voice, gasping, and
pleading for him to stop.

I can remember when he was finished too.

The pungent smell of sweat and copulation
drifted from the open doorway.

He walked out into the unlit kitchen.

His sweat-soaked belly hung over his boxer
shorts.

I sat in the corner near the couch,
playing cats in the cradle and staring at
the empty space beneath the artificial
tree.

A single string of Christmas lights
reflected off the unfinished hard wood
floor, illuminating my face with blurs of
red and green.

My mother always warned me not to attract
his attention when he was “in a mood” but
I stared at him too long as he walked to

the icebox.

He saw me in the shadows as he opened the
door of the fridge.

Profiled in the cold, bitter white light
of the freezer, he looked at me with
glazed, resentful eyes and spoke.

I can hear his words as if he were
speaking them to me right now.

MARTIN STERN

What the fuck are you looking at Veronica?

You’re just like your fucking mother.



And you know what? You’re going to end up
just like her!

DISOLVE OUT ON:

Three-year-old, veronica’s face filled with terror 1lit but
the Christmas lights.

DISOLVE IN ON:
NEW YORK CITY- INT. RUNDOWN ABANDONDED APARTMENT - EVENING

Present day, VERONICA’s face lit by the neon Motel sign
across the street.

VERONICA

The image fades in my mind and the
Christmas lights are replaced with
blinding neon from the street below.

Returning to the task at hand, I grab my
pack of Parliaments and the chrome
decanter of Wild Turkey from the table.

I light another cigarette and lift my foot
onto the stool to adjust my stockings.

I size up my long, toned legs and gaze at
my reflection in the mirror.

I take a swig from the bottle, and glance
back at THE MARK.

He reminds me exactly why I took this job.
NEW YORK CITY- MOTEL ACROSS THE STREET — EVENING
VERONICA (V.O.)
They’ve moved onto the bed now.

Her naked form straddles him tightly.

Her hands find balance on his bulging,
repugnant belly, while his hands find
other ample hand holds.



Her body is still taut and robotic.
No wasted effort, no hint of pleasure.
She looks like a pro.

I'm certain she’s been doing this for
years.

It takes a long time to forget how to
feel.

Its no easy feat making another person
desire you.

It takes time to learn the cost of using
your body to manipulate.

It takes even longer to clean of the
patina of filth that grows on you each
time you open yourself to a man like this.

The little death you feel in your heart,
as you strip them of their power.

Only to give it right back in a sacrifice
of your self-esteem by begging them for a
few lines of blow.

I wonder if I was ever that weak?

I put out my cigarette with the heel of my
shoe and think about my mother.

FLASHBACK- NYC- A DECADE EARILER - INT. TENEMENT BUILDING

The same apartment as previously now even less new and
without the Christmas dressing.

VERONICA (V.O.)
I remember the day my father left.

It was three weeks after my eleventh
birthday.



It was late autumn and we were living in
an apartment not much better accommodated
than the one I'm in right now.

He stumbled in at four in the morning,
inebriated and fuming about some money he
lost at cards.

I'd find out later that he had also been
fired that same day from the cab company
for drinking on the job.

My mother knew better than to try talk to
him when he was drunk, but the heat had
been turned off that morning due to five
months of unpaid bills.

It was a cold autumn and the apartment
felt like a morgue.

She greeted him warmly, almost genuinely.

She smiled and hugged him like a loving
wife should.

He could barely stand.

He groped her thighs, hips, and legs
barely able to speak.

The cheap whiskey was working hard on his
libido.

His breaths came out in warm, heaving,
booze scented huffs and within moments he
led her to the bedroom.

MARTIN STERN
(Inebriated)

Veronica!! Get me a beer for Christ’s
sake!

VERONICA (V.O.)
It was an almost consoling command.

I stood and walked into the kitchen and

prayed that everything would be all right.
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And it was, until she mentioned the money.

In a split second, her head snapped
sideways, and I saw the rage in his eyes.

Two kicks later and she slid across the
grubby floor and against the three-decade
old oven.

Her arm was bent awkwardly under her body.

Her one comment had earned my mother the
privilege of being his punching bag.

A scapegoat for a lifetime of pent up and
unmanaged anger, shame, and guilt.

Her body curled into a ball around his
foot.

I remember getting up and trying to stop
him.

Grabbing hold of his shirt and falling to
my knees.

I held tightly to his sandwich stained
plaid, flannel.

I was kneeling at his feet waiting for his
hand fly up and knock loose a tooth.

Anticipating his foot to pummel my ribs, I
looked up at him, tears pouring from my
eyes.

My mouth moved like a ventriloquist's prop
not speaking under my own power.

My voice seemed far away and faint.

I continued repeating the same thing over
and over.

ELEVEN-YEAR-OLD VERONICA

Daddy, please.. Please..
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MRS. STERN’s face lying cheek down on the shabby hard wood

floor.

VERONICA (V.O.)

His fist was raised to strike but his face
was filled with guilt and shame.

He looked at my face and stopped mid-
swing.

I sat trembling, afraid and powerless at
his feet.

I can only guess that my resemblance to my
mother was too much for him to deal with.

He pulled free of my grasp and entered the
bedroom alone.

Moments later he had his bag packed and
was gone.

I might have been able to forgive him
then, but not anymore.

A month went by and my mother never left
her bedroom.

She stopped eating and started drinking.

She cried all day and night, nursing three
broken ribs, a fractured arm, and blaming
herself and me for driving him away.

Her bones healed but she never recovered.

About six months passed before she did the
inevitable.

With no man to strip her of her dignity or
to put her in her place - fearful she
would die old and alone..

My mother took her life.

DISOLVE OUT ON:

DISOLVE IN ON:

NEW YORK CITY- INT. RUNDOWN ABANDONDED APARTMENT - EVENING
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VERONICA’s face reflected in the full-length mirror.

VERONICA (V.O.)

My reflection in the mirror taunts me like
the ghost of my mother.

I grow tired of looking at myself, feeling
like the victim she was.

I plant a stiletto-heeled kick hard into
the center of the mirror.

I watch the glass spiderwebs into a mosaic
of cracks from the tiny hole left behind
from the heel of my shoe.

It’s been twenty-two hours since I last
slept and I'm getting sloppy.

I take another drink and my mind drifts
back to the past.

FLASHBACK- NEW YORK CITY- THE BRONX- EXT. GIRL’S ORPHANGE

We see a montage of VERONICA in her early teens fleeing
from the orphanage and flash through a montage of her
growing up on the street.

VERONICA (V.O.)

With my parents gone, I became a ward of
the state.

Within a year, I broke out of the foster
home and ran away.

I spent most of my time on the streets,
trying to stay alive.

I slept in alleys, ate at soup kitchens,
and did anything I had to, just to stay
alive.

I got involved with drugs.. And worse
things.
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I perpetrated acts I never thought I was
capable doing.

Living with those acts was surprisingly
easier than I thought.

All I care to say about that time, is that
I did many horribly things that I will
never, ever do again.

I despise that weak, stupid girl I was.

Come tomorrow, I’ll have nothing to
regret.

Come tomorrow, I can finally put my past
behind me.

FLASHBACK- SOUTH JERSEY- INT. STRIP CLUB

We see VERONICA, in a G-string and bra dancing on a stage,
twirling her toned, taut body around on a stripper’s pole
while men Jjeer at her.

VERONICA (V.O.)

At seventeen, I got my first job for the
Bartoli family.

They ran the entire city.

I spent all my time in Jersey in their
clubs, working, and entertaining guests.

I became close with VITO, the head of the
family.

He was an old-world Italian and was
appalled by the stories of my childhood.

His twisted ethics would permit
extramarital affairs with attractive women
but would never allow a man to harm his
wife or child unless it was absolutely
necessary.

He trusted me as much as a man in his
position could trust.



Over time, he gave me the kind of work I
was best suited for.

I was like a fresh piece of clay, and he
molded me.

I might almost say he loved me.

He was the type of man my father always
aspired to be.

Unfortunately, that wasn’t saying much.

He called me “W” and said it was for
vengeance.

He used to say I was the most beautiful
piece of hate he had ever seen.

He knew what I was capable of.

He had seen it before in himself and in
certain men that worked for him.

He knew my past and decided to use it for
something more productive.

I had no remorse for any actions I took.

He took all my strengths and turned a
junkie, stripper into a contract killer.

It’s a shame about Vito.

I miss him sometimes, especially around
this time of year.

NEW YORK CITY- INT. RUNDOWN ABANDONDED APARTMENT - EVENING

VERONICA’s stares blankly into the broken full-length
mirror shaking off the memory of VITO and turns back to the
window and the rifle.

CUT TO:

NEW YORK CITY- INT. MOTEL ROOM ACROSS THE STREET - EVENING
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VERONICA (V.O.)

I return to my task at hand and put my
eye to the scope of my rifle.

It’s an easy shot.

He’s lying on his back pinned to the
mattress by her voluptuous body.

His bulbous naked form, covered in sweaty
matted hair, heaves with every breath he
takes.

Puddles of sweat form under his back on
the sheets.

His body begs for mercy as he tries
desperately to keep up the pace of the
young red head.

I can almost hear him moaning from here.

His pudgy little digits on her hips
pulling and tugging just like my father’s.

She rides him like a bored child on a
merry go round.

Her back and body are as dry as autumn
leaves.

The white powder on her nose reminds me of
why she deserves what she’s getting.

I train the site on his head, as he begins
to go into the thralls of his climax.

His palms slaps on her thighs and ass like
jockey whipping a horse into a gallop.

The girl moans ineffectually to placate
his ego.

She must be convincing.

She speeds up her pace to hurry the
process bearing all her weight into every
thrust.

For a moment, I imagine my father and THE
MARK as one man.
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A drop of perspiration blurs my vision and
I look away from the scope.

I see my own Picasoesque reflection in the
mirror’s broken scrimshaw of glass.

I see bits of my mother in the shattered
pieces, marred and ruined by my father.

The hate swells up inside me like a
boiling kettle.

I press my eye against the scope tighter
and adjust the sight.

I move the crosshair slowly back and
forth, from his head to hers.

Finally, it’s over.

THE MARK kisses her breasts as RED rocks
slowly back and forth.

At last, finished with their business
transaction and expecting her reward.

I see her face and realize I was wrong
about her.

She’s no pro.
She’s crying.

Her dull empty eyes sprout would be tears
of mourning for the part of her soul that
just died.

Suddenly, I remember my mother’s tears.

The red head turns as he kisses and sucks
on her neck.

Her expression unable to hide disgust for
him.

For a moment, I think that she can see me.

In that instant, I fantasize I’'m her
guardian angel, come to wave my magic wand
for her.
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As 1f she summoned me here to end her
suffering with a single bullet to THE
MARK’ s head.

A final chance for her to retract all the
horrific things she did tonight.

Maybe that IS what she really wants.
I could help her.

I could give her the same chance that I
had.

I could erase this man from her life and
set her free.

I hesitate on the trigger to consider it
all and see if either she or I can still
feel anything.

Then it happens.

His disgusting tongue licks her neck clean
of her sins.

From his hand, he shakes a white line of
powder onto his sweaty chest.

Her eyes light up like Christmas.

She wipes her tears away in secret and
inhales her prize from his swarthy chest.

There’s no helping her.
He owns her now and forever.
She’s better off dead.

I reach out with my rage; pull twice on
the trigger and think of my father.

FADE OUT:

THE END
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