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OVER BLACK--

A quote appears 

“Money can’t buy happiness.” 

And then--
- A fucking idiot 

INT - GARAGE - NIGHT 

CLOSE ON a money counter. $100 bills filter through the 
machine. We widen out to reveal 4 thieves sitting around a 
small industrial garage, taking stock after a big job. At the 
center is a card table stacked with cash. The boss -- a 
vicious, old man known as THE BARBER -- sits here with the 
counter, divvying up the money. Around him are TOM, DICK, and 
HARRY-- the dream team from cell block 9. 

Dick and Harry unload equipment as Tom reclines in a ruined 
barber chair. He picks at the leather with a pocket knife, 
finishing up a story-- 

TOM
...and by this point, it’s crystal 
clear all I’m gonna get is a soft 
handshake and a long goodbye. And 
her hands didn’t even look that 
soft, you know what I mean?

Dick and Harry do not. 

TOM (CONT'D)
The bitch didn’t moisturize! 

HARRY
Ugh. Hate that. 

TOM
Anyway, the check comes, and I go 
“Let’s split.” And she gets ANGRY! 

(whiny falsetto)
Are you serious? I spent more on my 
hair than this slop!

HARRY
Rookie move. Always do drinks! It’s 
cheaper and they’ll put out.



2.

DICK
(shakes head)

I don’t get why these broads want 
equality. They won’t even shell out 
for a hamburger.

The Barber takes a stack of bills from the counter--

THE BARBER 
You lot are bunch of animals. A 
gentleman always pays.  

DICK
No offense Boss, but didn’t you 
kill your 2nd wife? 

THE BARBER 
Yeah, but I bought her dinner first-

THE DOOR RATTLES. The guys get jumpy and reach for their 
guns. The garage door slides open and A 5TH THIEF ducks in 
from the alleyway, sirens blaring in the distance. They slam 
the door shut. The guys relax.  

THE BARBER (CONT'D)
What took you so long? 

The thief takes off a mask and long blonde hair spills out. 
This is JACKIE or the name she’s going by these days anyway.

JACKIE
Traffic.   

QUICK FLASH: 

Jackie drives the getaway car like a madwoman, pursued by a 
FLEET OF POLICE. She pulls a gun and FIRES out the window. In 
the REARVIEW MIRROR, we see police-cars CRASH and EXPLODE. 

BACK TO:

JACKIE (CONT'D)
No big. That’s the last of it--  

She tosses a bag of cash to The Barber. He counts the 
remaining stacks, divides it up-- 

THE BARBER
Alrighty fellas, it’s pay day.  

The crew crowds around the card table, looking at the 
mountain of cash. There’s some whistles and a hand slaps. 
It’s a big take. 
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THE BARBER (CONT'D)
OK, Tom-- $100K. 

He slides a pile of money across the table. 

THE BARBER (CONT'D)
Dick--  $100K. 

Another pile of money slides over to Dicky. 

THE BARBER (CONT'D)
Harry-- $105K! 

The crew gives Harry nods of appreciation and few claps. 

THE BARBER (CONT'D)
And... Jackie! 

He slides a sad little stack across to her. 

THE BARBER (CONT'D)
70. 

JACKIE
Come again? 

THE BARBER 
(groans)

Bitch, not today. There’s a bullet 
in my ass.  

JACKIE
Why the hell am I taking a haircut? 

THE BARBER 
The boys have more experience. 

JACKIE
No they don’t! I’ve been here twice 
as long as Dicky. 

THE BARBER 
(shrugs)

Dick has a family to support. 

The boys nod. Makes sense. 

JACKIE
(incredulous)

Family?! She’s a stripper! 

DICK
Escort! 
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JACKIE
This is some sexist bullshit. 

The guys all groan. 

THE BARBER 
Really? You’re gonna trot out the 
“S” word? In this economy? 

HARRY
Be happy you have a job. 

TOM
The other crews don’t even hire 
women. 

DICK
Yeah! We’re leaders in diversity 
and inclusion. 

THE BARBER 
Besides, you just sit in the car 
most of the time... 

JACKIE
I’M THE GETAWAY DRIVER!!! 

The guys all look at her, nonplussed. 

JACKIE (CONT'D)
(getting riled up)

You know what? Fuck you guys. I had 
the cash in the truck and could 
have split, but no! I didn’t. 
Instead, I went back and saved your 
sorry asses. Hosed like 7 cops and 
an old lady to do it. And for what? 
70 cents on the dollar? No thanks! 
That’s some dressed up bull. I’ve 
put in double time and laid my life 
on the line and I WANT MY FAIR 
SHARE IF I HAVE TO KILL EVERY LAST 
ONE OF YOU TO GET IT!!!

She slams her fist on the table, right next to the gun 
sitting there. Unfortunately, the safety wasn’t on. 

KAPOWIE! The gun goes off and the bullet ricochets around the 
room. PING-- PING-- PING-- SPLAT! It hits The Barber. Right 
in the forehead. He hits the ground. DEAD.  

The guys look at Jackie. Jackie looks at the guys. 
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JACKIE (CONT'D)
That was meant as a figure of 
speech...

A beat, then: 

HARRY
GET HER!!!

Jackie grabs a duffle of money and splits, flying through the 
door and into-- 

INT. A BEAUTY SALON -- NIGHT 

Turns out that seedy garage sits in the back of this town’s 
hottest beauty parlor and it’s LADIES NIGHT.  

A smattering of housewives and hairdressers freak as Jackie 
hurtles through the maze of styling stations, bonnet dryers 
and panicked gays. She dodges an assistant mid-meltdown who 
carries a tray of hair dye. 

Tom, Dick and Harry, hot on her trail, aint so nimble. They 
COLLIDE with the assistant. Liquids fly. Boys hit the ground. 
A barber ruins Barbara’s bangs. Shit show city, folks!   

Tom emerges from the dog pile and thinks fast. He nabs a hair-
dryer, let’s it fly-- 

Jackie’s almost to the front door when her legs stop working. 
The hair dryer has wrapped around her feet. She goes down, 
losing the duffle of money. It lands on the stereo. MUSIC 
HITS THE TRACK-- imagine that peppy classic 9 to 5 (Yes I 
know we can’t afford it. Let a girl dream). 

BACK ON THE GROUND, Tom yanks on the cable. Jackie’s dragged 
backward like a wounded heifer. She flails wildly, toppling a 
cart and sending styling supplies all over the floor. Jackie 
grabs for them, but Tom’s already there, punching the shit 
out of her. His hands tighten around her throat, squeezing. 
She starts going blue, clawing desperately for the spilled 
hair care... and then her fingers wrap around a CURLING IRON.  

She presses the white hot metal against Tom’s forehead.  

Tom SCREAMS and stops squeezing, crawling into the fetal 
position. Jackie springs to her feet just in time to catch up 
with DICK and HARRY who hurtle toward her. KABOOM. She’s 
slammed against a mirror. Glass SHATTERS on the right. Glass 
SHATTERS on the left. She’s in a 2 way fight, dividing her 
attention between these 2 goons, but they’re big and she’s 
gettin’ more than she’s giving. 
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By this point, the salon clientele realizes this is more than 
a dye-job disagreement. Most stampede out the front, the rest 
take cover. 

IN A STYLISTS’S SUITE Jackie is SLAMMED against the counter. 
Here she grabs some brushes and lashes out like a wounded 
viper, striking back and forth between Dick and Harry. 

HARRY
Be... a... lady! 

WHACHING! Jackie lets one go and Harry takes a brush to the 
face. He’s down. Dick throws a stylist smock over her head, 
pinning her arms to her side-- Jackie’s voice muffled. 

JACKIE
(unintelligible)

MHMMPH! MMMM MMMMMPHHHH!! 

DICK
Can’t hear ya, sweetheart. 

Jackie KICKS HIM IN THE BALLS and he falls back into the 
corner of the styling station. Jackie rips off the smock and 
throws the door of the medicine cabinet open, slamming it 
against his nose. From gush of blood that follows, I’d say 
it’s broken. 

JACKIE
You talk too much. 

Tom is up again, now sporting a “Conair” logo that’s been 
burned into his forehead (product placement people!). He goes 
for Jackie, but she’s ready for him, blocking his jabs with 
the brushes. BAM! She takes a bodyshot and falls back into 
the barber chair. Springing forward, she kicks Tom in the 
chest with both legs. He goes flying, hurtling into the glass 
display cabinet which shatters. 

IN THE WRECKAGE, Tom spits out a tooth and yanks a 6 inch 
shard of glass out of his back. He’s had enough, slinks off 
to the back-- 

MEANWHILE, we forgot about Harry. He’s to Jackie’s right and 
catches her head in his palm, slamming it against the mirror. 
She struggles, cheek bleeding as it’s forced up against the 
shattered glass. 

In the reflection she sees several pairs of SCISSORS. She 
grabs em and plunges them repeatedly into Harry’s throat. 
Blood redecorates the salon. Harry drops like a rock. One 
down, two to go!   
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Dick’s back for more and grabs two razor blades. Jackie’s now 
in a knife fight-- her scissors against Dicky’s razors. They 
go at each other like 2 angry velociraptors. SCHWING! 
SCHWANG! SCHWUM! Blood is drawn. 

The killers reach an impasse and circle, blades at the ready. 
Sweat and blood drip from their faces, each waiting for the 
other to make that fatal mistake... 

... but then the back door opens.

TOM’S BACK AND NOW HE’S GOT A MACHINE GUN. 

Jackie tosses the scissors and runs. He OPENS FIRE. 

She’s chased by a trail of gunfire. Hair products, bleach, 
and glass explode behind her. Jackie dives under the nail 
bar, taking cover. 

BACK WITH TOM AND DICK-- Tom tosses Dicky a glock. 

TOM
Let’s barbecue this bitch. 

The two take opposite sides of the salon, moving in on the 
nail bar, guns at the ready-- 

BEHIND THE NAIL BAR-- Jackie crawls next to a foot bath and 
sees an abandoned pair of STILETTOS. Jackie grabs them and 
looks up. A terrified housewife stares down at her. 

JACKIE
Can I borrow these? 

The housewife nods. 

MEANWHILE Dick and Tom are clearing nail stations, closing in 
on our girl. Dick’s nearest to her, finger on the trigger.    

DICK
Jackie baby, come out, come out 
wherever you are... 

The housewife locks eyes with him and frantically points to a 
station at the left. Dick mouths “THANKS” and moves to that 
station...

... but nobody’s there. 

FROM BEHIND HIM, Jackie flings a wet towel, snapping the gun 
out his hands. 

JACKIE
Boo. 
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He spins and she springs at him like a wounded jackal, 
wielding the stiletto. 

Jackie hammers down hard. BASH! The heel goes through his eye 
and into his cranial cavity. Kill shot!

For those counting at home: Two down, one to go!  

Tom sees this go down and sprays bullets her way. Jackie uses 
Dick’s body as a shield, but it’s quickly shredded. 
Fortunately, dearly departed Dick left his gun behind. Jackie 
kicks up, catches it, and FIRES BACK.  

Tom was not expecting this and now has to take cover, ducking 
behind one of the nail stations. 

TOM
Jesus-- Fuck! You ever think of 
calming down and smiling more? 

Jackie drops Dick’s body and throws herself onto a rolling 
stool, firing as it takes her back to the hair care stations. 
She holes up here, trading pot shots between some quippy 
dialogue.  

JACKIE
Promise I’ll crack a grin at your 
wake.  

Machine Gun: RATA-TAT-TAT 

TOM
Seems kind of selfish to be this 
obsessed with money. 

Glock: BANG! 

JACKIE
Oh yeah? Wanna split? 

SILENCE. 

JACKIE (CONT'D)
Then shut the fuck up! 

BANG! BANG! Click. 

Whoops. Jackie’s out. And she aint got no more magazines. 

TOM
Sounds like someone got 
emotional...

Tom FIRES and MISSES! 
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Jackie panics, looks around the station for options. What are 
we working with? Wigs and a shit ton of hair products. Not 
exactly an arsenal.

BACK AT THE NAIL BAR Tom cautiously emerges, crouching low. 
He makes his way to the corner and tosses a jacket in front 
of him. No shots are fired. He smiles to himself. This bitch 
is out of bullets. 

TOM (CONT'D)
Shoulda counted. It’s ok, math is 
for men anyway-- 

Tom springs out into the open, going station to station, 
hunting her. RIGHT CUBICAL-- Nada. LEFT CUBICLE-- Nada. 

THERE-- BEHIND THE PLANTER! BRIGHT BLONDE HAIR. He lights it 
up... but when the smoke clears all that’s left is a toasty 
Styrofoam head and a torched blonde wig.   

TOM (CONT'D)
(realizing)

Oh f-- 

TO HIS RIGHT, Jackie holds a girl’s best friend-- HAIR SPRAY! 
She flicks a lighter. Lights him up. 

Tom is turned into a human bonfire. He shrieks and drops the 
gun, running for the back sinks. DUNKS his head in-- 

But Jackie’s already there. She jumps on top of him, 
straddling his neck with her legs. He can’t breathe and 
struggles to buck her off. To the left, Jackie sees a HAIR 
DRYER. 

JACKIE
Adios, you rat bastard. 

She flicks the dryer ON and drops it in. PLOP! There’s a  
small electrical explosion. 

Tom’s dead. 

Jackie hops off, checks her wounds. 

JACKIE (CONT'D)
What a fuckin’ night. 

She shuffles through the broken glass and picks up the bag of 
cash. As she turns to go, she notices a woman hiding under a 
trashed counter. Her hair has looked... better. 

Jackie pauses, digs out a stack of cash and tosses it to her. 
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JACKIE (CONT'D)
This place sucks. Try Beauty Bar.   

Jackie throws the bag over her shoulder and heads out into 
the night as SIRENS fill the air--  

INT. 711 - LATER THAT NIGHT 

A pimply clerk sits at the front, flipping through a Playboy 
magazine that features Miss Piggy on the cover. 

The door CHIMES and Jackie limps inside. Her face is a 
pepperoni pizza of blood and grime-- nosebleed, black eye. 
Clothes torn and tie-dyed by wounds that are still leaking. 
Rough day at the office. 

The clerk looks up with one eye. 

Jackie makes her way to AISLE 2 “WOMEN’S HEALTH”. Her 
converse sneakers SQUEAK on the linoleum, leaving a sticky 
red trail behind. 

A high school girl is in the aisle, sipping on a slurpie and 
surreptitiously browsing for condoms. She sees Jackie. 

JACKIE
Trojans feel the best. 

SPLAT! She drops the slurpie and skedaddles. Losing your 
virginity is not worth this shit.  

Jackie ignores her and grabs a box of tampons. She RIPS open 
the box, shoves one up her nose.

AT THE CASH REGISTER-- TAMPONS, TWIZZLERS, and a PACK OF 
CIGARETTES are thrown down on the counter. 

We PAN UP to the clerk who’s looking a little unnerved, but 
he drops the magazine and starts checking her out anyway. 

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! He gets to the box of tampons. 

CLERK
That time of the month? 

Jackie pulls out a cigarette, lights it and takes a drag. 

JACKIE
Something like that. 

SMASH TO BLACK
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