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In Confidence

INT: JAY’S CAR -- FRIDAY NIGHT 

We are driving a car -- the dash is worn and the lights barely shed enough light to see the dark surrounds. We are driving through unrecognisable suburban streets -- our one hand on the steering wheel -- our right hand -- is tapping the wheel uncontrollably. 

The illuminated digital clock on the dash reads 2:00am. Our left hand takes over the wheel -- our right hand pulls down the car’s sun visor to reveal a photo, crumpled by wear. It’s of a young woman. A beautiful woman. She is lying in bed in nothing but underwear. She smiles broadly. She has no cares. No worries. 

We drive past a well-lit petrol station and watch it as it passes. It is open but deserted. The businesses around it are closed and in darkness. There are no houses nearby. 

A mobile phone rings. We are JAY and we answer the phone-- 

JAY

(into mobile phone)




Hey. 

I’m just going for a drive… to clear 


my head. 

Yes, I’m fine. I will be home soon. 


Stop worrying. 

Tomorrow will be fine, I promise. 


I love you too. 

Jay hangs up the phone. 
Jay’s POV -- driving the car again -- both hands are on the wheel -- both are tapping. 

Jay comes to the petrol station again, only this time from the opposite direction. He turns in and parks around the side -- out of sight. There are two cars parked in the car park, otherwise it is deserted. 

1.00

INT: JAY’S CAR -- FRIDAY NIGHT 

Jay sits -- he talks to himself -- mutters -- builds his confidence. 

He reaches into the back seat and shuffles -- he pulls up a .22 rifle -– checks over it meticulously –- obsessively –- it is good to go -– but not yet –- he rests it across the passenger seat.  

He lets out a sigh -– a deep, almost resentful sigh. His head falls loosely onto the steering wheel –- he starts to cry. 

He rolls his head on the steering wheel –- the car horn sounds under the pressure –- he jumps in fright –- he now sits straight with his eyes closed tightly.   

He opens his eyes and looks around -– no one heard him -– he laughs for reassurance, but doesn’t get any. 

He wipes the tears from his eyes –- 

JAY

(whispering sharply)


C’mon.

He pulls down the sun visor once more -- unfastens the photo of the woman -- kisses it warmly -- shoves it into his jacket. 
He leans over across the passenger seat and unclips the glove box. He pulls out a balaclava –- he puts it on his head –- it is unrolled and looks like a beanie. 

He picks up the .22 off the passenger seat and we watch him open the driver’s door. He steps out -- shuts the door –- shuts us in.

SMASH CUT TO:  
1.10

INT. INSIDE THE SERVICE STATION –- FRIDAY NIGHT 

Jay thrusts through the automatic doors of the service station –- the gun is cocked – 

JAY

(Yelling)




Hands up... Don’t move 

(spit flies)

Jay moves quickly –- shuffles rather –- towards the counter. The man behind the counter, Darren, does nothing –- just stands still looking at Jay. Darren is about forty years old. 

Darren smiles –- a broad smile –- still he doesn’t move.   

DARREN
(in a rough slyness)




Well? 

JAY




Well, what? 

DARREN



Well, which one do you want? 




I can either put my hands up, or




not move, but I can’t do both. 

Jay hesitates. His gun starts to shake. He waves the gun erratically in Darren’s face.   

JAY

(panicked)




Hands up! 

Darren does as he’s told –- still with a smile. The counter dividing Jay and Darren is quite large -- we can only see Darren from the waist up -– we cannot see the floor area behind the counter. 

The only way to get behind the counter is through the staff’s entry –- a small walkway between where the counter ends and the perpendicular wall begins. 
JAY




Now, 

(beat)




put all of the money into a plastic




bag. 

Darren reaches down behind the counter –- he fiddles –- one second: Jay swallows a build up of saliva –- two seconds: Jay’s breathing once again becomes more rapid –- three seconds: too long. 

Darren raises his hands quickly –- there is an entirely black handgun in his right hand, pointed at Jay. 

JAY

(panicked)




Fuck! 

Darren waits –- he is no longer smiling. 

Jay tightens his grip on his gun. 

DARREN
(calmly)




Put the gun down and walk away. 

Jay is trembling –- he struggles to keep the gun still.

JAY

(trying to stay in control)




Just give me the money 

(beat)




Or... or you’ll die.

Both men fall silent —- deathly silent –- the guns stay fixed on their targets. 

Jay’s right index finger shakes over the trigger. His eyes blink rapidly to clear a build up of sweat away. 

A phone rings –- Jay’s mobile –- it pierces through the silence and brings the guns to life. 

Both men fall to the ground. Each lies on their respective sides of the counter. They both have a clear view of the other’s head, shoulders, and chest – but nothing else - through the space that is the staff’s access to behind the counter. 

Jay reacts immediately. He reloads his rifle. Darren also reacts. They raise their guns in each other’s faces. Neither of them can make a move.

DISSOLVE TO:

0.55

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

Jay, with his balaclava still covering his face, has been shot in his right shoulder -- Darren has been shot in his left shoulder. Blood smears the white linoleum floor. 

JAY

(breathing heavily) 




You shot me. You fuckin’ shot me. 

Darren says nothing. He is also breathing heavily. 

JAY

(still finding it hard to breathe)




What kind of cashier brings a gun to 




work? 

DARREN
Turns out, a good one... What kind of




robber uses a bloody hunting rifle?

Jay doesn’t respond. He squirms in the discomfit of his wounded shoulder. His breathing settles slightly. 

JAY




So what happens now?

DARREN
(smiling) 




You’re calling the shots here, remember? 

JAY

(aims for rationality)




Listen, just let me take the money. 




What’s it to you anyway? Insurance 




will cover it. Please, just let me 




take the money. 

(beat)

 


I need the money.  

Darren smiles, then starts to laugh –- a disturbing laugh. 

DARREN 




You need the money? 

Jay is speechless –- he forces a nod –- sniffles in synch. 

DARREN



You need the money. I need the money. 




Everyone needs the money. 

(laughing)

JAY




No, I really... 

Jay is interrupted by his mobile phone ringing. He answers it, but makes sure his gun is still focused on Darren. 

JAY

(into mobile phone)




Hello. 




Yeah, I’ll be home...




I told you, I’m just driving. I




promise.




Because. I just had to clear my 




head. 




Danny please.. Don’t do this. There




isn’t anything going on.




No, I’m not lying to you. I’m not 




with her. I thought we sorted that




shit out? 

(becomes angry) 




DANIELE, I’m not cheating on you. 

The phone disconnects.

JAY

(losing control) 




Shit! 

Jay fiddles with his phone and reconnects the call. 

JAY

(angrily) 

(into mobile phone)




Daniele, would you listen to me. 

Just stop worrying okay- I’m fine.

(beat)

I love you. 




Okay, I promise I’ll be home soon. 

FADE TO BLACK: 

CUE SONG (2:03 in): 

“Knocked Up”, Kings of Leon 

FLASHBACK TO: 

1.00 

INT. JAY AND DANIELE’S FLAT- (OCTOBER 2007) –- Night
FADE IN:  

Jay and Daniele’s flat is small –- rundown –- contains bare essentials – kitchen – dinner table – small television – old couch. Daniele is sitting on one of the plastic chairs at the stainless steel dinner table. Her arms are crossed on the table –- her head is buried in her arms.    

Jay storms in from the bedroom –- he has an old brown bag slung over his shoulder –- clothes are spilling out of the top of it. He walks to the door –- Daniele stands between the door and Jay –- leans in for a hug –- Jay shrugs her off.   

He throws his bag at the television –- the television and the bag spill across the wooden floor. He proceeds to tear the apartment practically to shreds –- the small book shelf falls –- the coffee table is turned –- chairs are thrown.  

Jay picks up his bag again and heads for the door – Daniele once again stands in his way – she doesn’t move – Jay stands over her... 

Jay drops his bag. He starts to cry. He hugs Daniele tightly. They both stand crying. There is something on the dinner table -– a photograph from a pregnancy ultrasound. 

FADE OUT TO: 

END SONG 

0.35 

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT
The men sit in silence for a few seconds before Darren breaks it. 
DARREN




So, wife can’t trust you, ay?

(stirring)




Can’t imagine why. 

JAY

(imposing)




Watch it! 

Darren isn’t taken aback. 

DARREN




How long you been married? 

JAY




Just shut-up, alright. 

DARREN

(sarcastically)




Okay, okay. Settle down. 

Jay squirms. 

JAY




We’re not married. She’s my 




girlfriend 

(beat)

Fiancé.

They fall silent. 

DARREN




When you gettin’ married? 

Jay hesitates.

JAY




I dunno. Haven’t made any plans. 

DARREN




You been together long? 

JAY




About five years. 

DARREN

(surprised)




Shit, how old are you?

JAY




I’m twenty! 

DARREN




Shit, you got the rest of your life




to worry about getting’ married. Take




that from me. 

JAY




Yeah well... we didn’t plan it this 




way. 

DARREN




Oh I follow ya. When she due?

JAY

(sighing)




Month. Month and a half. 

DARREN




You don’t sound too happy? 

JAY

(deep sighing)




We’re s’posed to go down the bank




tomorrow. Today. See if we can get




a loan. Waste of time, though. 

DARREN




You got any family?

JAY




Not anymore. 

DARREN




Job? 

JAY




She does. I got fired last month. 




Thought I was a liability. 

(laughing sarcastically)

DARREN




You ever rob a service station before,




kid? 

Jay hesitates.

JAY




Whatta you think? It look like I’ve 
done this before? 

DARREN




So what, an easy earned dishonest

dollar is better than a hard earned 

honest dollar? 

JAY




Something like that. Although it turns

out that even an easy earned dishonest 

dollar isn’t as easy earned as it’s 

s’posed to be.  

DARREN

(smiles slyly)




I know what you mean. 

1.50

DISSOLVE TO: 

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

The two men sit in silence -- it is broken by Jay.

JAY




So what’s your story? 

DARREN




My story? 

JAY




Yeah, I gave you my life story. 




What’s yours? 

DARREN

(smiling uncomfortably)




I don’t have a story. I’m just




a service station cashier. 

JAY




You married? 

DARREN




Nah. 

JAY




ever? 

DARREN

(squirming)




Mate, I don’t have a story. 

JAY

(angry –- or embarrassed)




So what, I tell you everything and

you tell me shit? 

DARREN

(laughing innocently)




Listen, mate, I didn’t force you to




talk. 

JAY

(more angry than embarrassed)




Listen, mate, I’m not your...
DARREN
(interrupting and rubbing his shoulder)




Listen, I need something to dress this




wound. 

JAY

(incredulous)




What? Are you serious?

Darren forces a smile. 

DARREN
(wincing)




Haven’t we been through this? Armed




robbery is one thing, but murder...




if you wanna see that girl of yours 




again you’ll give me a hand. 

Jay falls silent –- in deep thought.

JAY




What’s your name? 

DARREN



What’s yours?
Jay doesn’t respond. 

DARREN



DARREN... my name is Darren. 

Jay remains silent. 

DARREN




You gonna tell me yours? 

JAY




I’m not the one who needs help. 

Darren is satisfied. 

JAY




I’ll help you on one condition. 

DARREN




What’s that? 

JAY




Give me your gun. 

Darren laughs sarcastically. 

JAY




I trust you, you trust me. 

DARREN

(sniggering)




Trust you? You bloody shot me. 

JAY

(smiling slyly) 




No insurance means no treatment. 

For the first time, Darren’s smile disappears –- he broods quietly -– he falls into deep thought. Eventually –- 

DARREN




I got a better deal. You help me




dress my wounds and I’ll give you




half the money from the till.  

Jay hesitates. 

JAY




Deal! 

DISSOLVE TO: 

2.05 

INT. THE SERVICE STATION –- FRIDAY NIGHT
In the middle of the shop section of the service station are rows of shelves. Jay is standing at one of the middle rows –- hygiene products stack the shelves –- he keeps his attention and his gun on Darren with his left arm as he knocks items off the shelf into a plastic bag with his wounded right arm. As well as the gun, he also has a plastic bag, half full of monetary notes, swinging from his left hand. Darren is still lying on the floor in his original position.

DARREN

(commanding)




Dettol. 

Jay brushes the rows of Dettol bottles on the top shelf. Four or five fall from the shelf –- two fall into the plastic bag –- the others fall to the ground and shatter, spilling the yellow liquid across the white linoleum floor. 

DARREN

(similar tone)




Bandages. 

Jay repeats his selection process with the rows of bandages. The plastic bag catches three or four rolls. 

DARREN

(similar tone)




Paper towels.

Jay repeats his selection process with the rows of paper towels. The plastic bag catches one large roll. 

DARREN

(similar tone)




A bottle of water. 

Jay walks to the fridges that line the side wall of the shop. He opens one of the doors and feels around. His fingers slide around a bottle and he pulls it out of the fridge. He puts it up in front of his eyes –- a coke bottle –- he throws it to the ground -– it fizzes. He reaches into the fridge again and pulls out a bottle of water. He drops it into the plastic bag. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

0.45 

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

Analogue clock situated high on the wall reads twenty five past two. Camera pans down to the two men. Darren’s wounds are bandaged. Jay’s are not. The plastic bag is now full of the used supplies -– bloodied paper towels –- half empty bottles of Dettol. There is hardly any blood on Darren- there is no blood on the linoleum floor underneath him. Jay turns and heads for the automatic doors. Darren cocks his gun. 
JAY 




What the fuck are you doing? You just




gave me half of the money. 

DARREN 

(smiling)




Yeah, and you’ve got it.

JAY 




You fucking asshole! 

Jay cocks his gun and walks quickly over to Darren. He pushes the barrel of the gun up to Darren’s head. 

JAY




What about now? You think it’s all




funny now, you fuck? 

Darren smiles. He doesn’t raise his gun. 

DARREN 



You really wanna do this? 

JAY 

(smiling madly) 




Yeah. You know what... I really wanna




do this. 

DARREN

(smiling) 




You say that kid of yours is due in 




a month, ay? 

JAY

(angrily)




Shut up! 

DARREN

(still smiling) 




You have any names picked out for your 




kid yet? 

Jay’s eyes start to well. 

JAY

(spit flies)




Shut the fuck up. 

Tense music builds. 

DARREN 




What’s your name, son? 

(beat) 

You could give him your name. That way,
he’ll never forget it. You know, while

you’re dying in prison. 

Jay pushes the gun hard against Darren’s head. The music climaxes and stops suddenly. Jay is interrupted –- He turns to look out the automatic doors.

0.35 

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

INTERCUT WITH: 

EXT. OUTSIDE THE PETROL STATION -– FRIDAY NIGHT 
From Jay’s POV: A car is driving – rolling – into the service station. It has a flat tyre –- the driver is pushing and guiding it over to the air compressor. The air compressor is on the far left hand side of the petrol station and is relatively out of sight.

CUT TO: 

0.15 

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

Darren and Jay lie in silence. 

JAY

(Whispering)




Talk and you’ll have another hole




to bandage. 

Darren ignores the comment. Both men are wary of the UNKNOWN TRAVELLER, but ensure that most of their attention stays on each other. 

CUT TO: 

0.05

EXT. OUTSIDE THE PETROL STATION -– FRIDAY NIGHT 
The unknown traveller slowly changes his tyre –- flat tyre comes off –- spare tyre goes on. 

CUT TO: 

0.15 

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

JAY

(panicked whispering) 




Turn off the lights!

Darren hesitates. 

DARREN

(whispering firmly)




A bit suss? You’re better off




letting him change his tyre and




be on his way.


The two men fall silent. 

CUT TO: 

0.10

EXT. OUTSIDE THE PETROL STATION -– FRIDAY NIGHT 
The unknown traveller is finished changing and pumping up his tyre. He takes a look at the service station, gets in his car, and drives away slowly. 

CUT TO: 

0.10

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

Jay sighs in relief –- they remain silent –- at least for a while. 
DARREN




Might wanna turn those lights 




off now. 

CROSSFADE:

0.05
INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT
The service station is dark –- the only light comes from the glow of the refrigerators –- it is enough light for us to see Jay and Darren -– they lie in their respective positions –- guns are pointed. 
The quiet and still is broken by Jay’s mobile phone ringing -- we see its radiance as he pulls it slowly from his jacket -– he answers it just as slowly. 

JAY




Hey. 

(into mobile phone)




Yes, I’ll be home...




I told you, I’m just driving. I




promise.




Because. I just had to clear my 




head. 




Danny please.. Don’t do this. There




isn’t anything going on.




Please, I love you so much. 

Jay starts to cry -– he’s no longer looking at Darren –- his gun goes limp in his shaking hands –- Darren watches. 

JAY




I love you so much. 

(beat)




I love you. I love you. 

Jay begins to whimper –- he loses control. 

JAY

(wailing)




I messed up Danny. Fuck! I messed




up. 

He is now crying openly.  

JAY




I can’t tell you. I’m sorry. I’m




sorry. 

Darren lowers his gun by his side. 

JAY

(blubbering)




I’m so sorry. 

(sniffing loudly) 




No, I can’t. I can’t come home. I 

need to fix it first.  

(reacts sharply)




No you can’t! 

(firmly)




No, listen to me, Danny. Do not 




call the police! 




Because, just trust me. Promise




me you won’t call the police.

(sternly)




Promise me, Danny! 

(yelling –- angry –- spit flies))




Danny! Promise me. 

Darren sits up straight. 

DARREN

(eagerly)




Tell her you’ll be home. Tell




her that if you are not home by 




three then she can call the police.

Jay sits up straight –- retightens his grip on his gun –- sniffs away a build up of mucus. Darren does nothing.

JAY

(suspiciously)




How? 

Darren

(reassuringly)




Just tell her. 

Jay nods and focuses his attention back on the phone call –- his gun stays cocked. 

JAY

(attempting to reassure)




Danny, I’ll come home. I’ll be




home by three. Okay? 




Yes. 

(beat)




Then you can call the police.

Jay exhales in relief. He almost smiles. Instead, he looks at the clock –- twenty five to three.

JAY




Okay. I’ll see you soon. I 




love you, Danny. We’re gonna 




do this. It will happen for us




I promise you. I’ll make sure 




of it.    

Jay disconnects the call. He puts his mobile phone back in his jacket. His gun is still focused on Darren. 

DISSOLVE TO:

2.15

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

Jay has stopped crying –- the two are silent –- both guns are cocked –- Jay’s moves in synch with his trembling hand. 

JAY

(coughing)




How am I gonna get home by three? 

DARREN

(smiling warmly)




You wanna get out of this, kid?

JAY

(suspiciously)




Yeah? 

DARREN




I want the other half. 

JAY

(incredulously)




The other half of what? 

DARREN




You give me the other half of the 
money left in that till up there 

and I’ll make sure that you don’t 

get a mention in my witness report. 
JAY




And what will you say when the police

find a wad of cash stuffed down your 

pants? 

DARREN




You don’t give me the money now. 




There’ll be a time and a place for




that. 

(Smiling slyly)




You can bring along that fiancé of 




yours.  

Jay shrugs off the comment. He’s sceptical. 

JAY




No. 

DARREN

No? 

JAY

(firmly)




No! 

DARREN

(deflated)




Mate, I don’t think you’re left with

any other options.  

JAY




You want me to trust you? A man that’s




had a gun pointed at me for the last




half hour. 

DARREN




Who else you gonna trust, kid? 

JAY




What happens if I take the money and

decide that half is too high? What if
I just decide to keep the whole lot. 

DARREN




Then my story changes and you spend the




next five to ten Father’s days in a 

visitor’s room. 

JAY

(smiling)




Then you’ll be an accomplice. 

DARREN

(smiling broadly)




It’s a risk. 

(beat)




But I reckon you’ve got further to 




fall. After all, I’m just a service




station cashier, remember. 

Jay says nothing -– he falls deep into thought. 

DARREN

(cunningly)




Remember our little late night 




traveller with the flat tyre? Only 




a matter of time before another one




comes round. You wanna be lying here




in a pool of your own blood when it 

happens, or in your nice warm bed 

with your nice warm girl? 

Jay is still silent –- he looks up at the clock –- twenty to three.

JAY




You got twenty minutes.

1.45 

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

The two men stand cautiously -– their guns are still pointed at each other. 

DARREN




This isn’t gonna work with these. 

(nods at the gun)

JAY




You can put yours down if you want. 

DARREN

(laughing)




No, I got a better idea. You give 




me your bullets and I’ll give you




mine. Then we don’t need to worry




‘bout being shot. 

Jay hesitates –- he has no choice.

JAY

(cautiously)




Okay. 


Simultaneously, Darren unclips the magazine from his handgun while Jay empties the bullets from his rifle. They step forward to each other and make the transaction. Darren places his gun and Jay’s bullets into his coat. Jay looks at the magazine from Darren’s gun. 

JAY

(shocked)




This is empty! 

Darren smiles –- it turns to a laugh.

JAY

(frustrated)




Are you shitting me? You didn’t




have any bullets this whole time. 

DARREN

(smiling)




Well, I had one. 

(laughing)

JAY

(angrily)




Let’s just get this done. 

Darren stops laughing –- becomes serious –- instructs Jay.

DARREN




You’ll need another roll of paper 

towels and bottle of water. You need

to clean up all of your blood with it 

so the cops and hospitals don’t know 

who to look for. I’ll get the tapes 

from the security monitor. You’ll need

to take them and destroy them as soon

as you can. Away from here. I’ll get

the money. 

Jay walks away, towards the shelves where the medical supplies are kept. 

Darren walks behind the counter. We watch him – from the waist up – from in front of the counter. We see the open till -– the security monitor –- various other items – papers, boxes of lollies, etc. 

Darren turns to the security monitor. With a click, a black tape is ejected. Darren places it into an empty clear plastic bag. He looks up. 

CUT TO: 

From Darren’s POV: Jay is standing at an open fridge. He has a roll of paper towels in his right hand. He is drinking eagerly from a large two litre bottle of coke. 

CUT TO: 

Darren looks back down. He opens one of the sides of his jacket -— he pulls a gun from the inside pocket –- the gun he used to shoot Jay -– and places it on the counter. Then he pulls out another gun – a heavy looking silver handgun with a black grip –- and places it on the counter, next to the other gun. He opens the opposite side of his jacket and pulls an unused black magazine of bullets out of the inside pocket and places it on the counter next to the two guns. He looks over the counter.    

CUT TO: 

Jay is crouched down on the floor over his blood stain –- he uses the water and the paper towel to wipe it clean. He stops to take a drink from the half empty bottle of coke. 

CUT TO: 

Darren picks up one of the guns –- the one he used to shoot Jay –- picks up the magazine -– slowly pushes the magazine into the gun’s chamber until it softly clicks into place –- puts the gun back into the inside pocket of his jacket. He starts to pile all of the money from the till into a plastic bag.
Jay has finished cleaning the blood. He stands. He starts to walk through the staff’s entry. There is a loud bang. A bullet tears through Jay’s chest. We do not see the shooter. Jay stumbles backwards –- regains his footing –- surges forward. His arms wave erratically in front of his body. He is shot again. Again, the shooter is out of sight. Jay is in the middle of the staff’s entrance. One more bullet penetrates his chest. He falls. He lands on his stomach. His head is tilted to the side. It faces into the area behind the counter. 

FADE TO: 

BLACK 

CUE SONG: 

“One Last Time”, The Kooks   

FLASHBACK TO: 

2.05 

INT. JAY AND DANIELE’S FLAT- (SEPTEMBER 2007) –- Night
FADE IN:  

Jay and Daniele’s bedroom. It is small and rundown like the rest of the flat. A bed fills most of the room. The crisp morning sun streams into the room through a small, plainly curtained window.  

They lie on the bed in their underwear. They are wrapped in each other. They are laughing and flirting. Daniele rolls on top of Jay and kisses him softly. 

DANIELE 

(smiling)

I love you. 

Jay smiles back. Just as broadly. Just as lovingly. 

JAY




I love you, too. 

Jay kisses Daniele on the head and rolls her over. He rolls over to the side of the bed – to a side table – and pulls a camera from the top drawer. He sits up and puts the camera to his eye, focusing it on Daniele. 

From the camera’s POV: Daniele spreads herself out on the bed. 

The camera clicks. 

FREEZE FRAME: A photo of Daniele. She is young. She is beautiful. She is lying in bed in nothing but underwear. She smiles broadly. She has no cares. No worries. 

The music continues. 

LAP DISSOLVE: 

0.35

INT: THE SERVICE STATION -- FRIDAY NIGHT

POV: from a position halfway down Jay’s torso –- looking up past his bloodied chest –- to his face. The half filled plastic bag of money is no longer in sight. 

PAN: slowly towards Jay’s face. 

He finally comes to. He is no longer wearing his balaclava –- it is nowhere to be seen. He blinks several times, to focus on what’s in front of him. 
CLOSEUP: Jay’s face. His eyes widen -- several tears seep from their lids –- slide down his face -– puddle on the floor. His eyes close –- he is dead. 

PAN ANTI-CLOCKWISE: slowly from Jay’s face –- towards the inside of the counter. 

From Jay’s POV: on the floor, about ten centimetres in front of Jay’s outstretched arm and open hand is the heavy looking silver handgun with the black handle. 
PUSH IN: White linoleum floor –- speckles of blood –- smudge of blood –- finger tips –- hand –- limp arm -- body. 

Crumpled into the corner at the far end of the area behind the counter is a young man of about eighteen years old. He is wearing a uniform with the petrol station’s logo embroidered onto the left breast of the shirt. He is dead and covered in his own, dried blood. He has been there a while.  

Below the petrol station’s logo and above five open bullet wounds is a blood stained name badge. It reads: DARREN, CASHIER ATTENDANT. In the boy’s hand is an entirely black handgun. A familiar black handgun. 

END SONG: 

PAN UPWARDS: Slowly -- up the wall from where the real Darren’s head leans -- the till - wide open and empty -- the white analogue clock – the seconds tick – the minute hands tick over – it is three o’clock. 

Jay’s mobile phone starts to ring. 

FADE TO BLACK: 

Mobile phone continues to ring. 

1.05

THE END


