
FADE UP ON:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT (DREAM SEQUENCE)

A thin, low band of WHITE, surrounded by darkness. A 
doorframe, as seen from beneath a young girl’s bed. 

From further in the house, we hear MUFFLED VOICES. One deep 
and rough, the other high and frightened. There’s a SCREAM -- 
a dull THUD -- then SILENCE. Until... 

FOOTSTEPS start climbing a creaking staircase. Ominous, 
impossibly heavy. Getting louder. Getting closer. We watch as 
the doorknobs slowly turns, then rattles. Locked...

BANG! 

Suddenly, the door shudders in its frame. BANG! Splinters of 
wood rain down on the floor -- a fine, black snow against the 
slash of light bleeding in from the hallway. 

BANG. BANG. BANG.

Finally the door gives way, slamming against the adjoining 
wall on screaming hinges. We scuttle backwards, cowering 
deeper in our hiding place... holding our breath as two 
FILTHY BOOTS stagger into view... 

Then, as a thick hand reaches down to lift the bedskirt-- 

BOOM. 

There’s the deafening thunderclap of a SHOTGUN BLAST. A MAN 
collapses on the floor in front of us with a heavy THUMP; a 
dark, sticky puddle begins oozing towards us... 

Our ears still ringing, we can barely hear the click of claws 
as an enormous BLACK WOLF emerges from a dark corner of the 
room and approaches the corpse. It sniffs once, before 
lapping at the spreading pool. Then lifts its blood-flecked 
muzzle and trains its glowing amber gaze directly at us.   

The creature’s lip curls upwards in a fang-bearing snarl. 
Only the sound that emerges isn’t a wolf’s growl at all; 
instead, what comes out is the deep, grinding mechanical ROAR 
of FAILING ENGINES -- AS WE SMASH TO:

INT. PLANE - DAY - (DREAM SEQUENCE)

The chaos of a PLANE in terrifying, uncontrolled descent; 
sound of SCREAMS... straining metal... the final moments of 
the Yellowjackets’ doomed flight. 



2.

Find NATALIE, pale, taking shallow, panicked breaths. As the 
plane takes an especially violent drop, she instinctively 
clutches the ARM of her (unseen) seat-mate.  

MAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
All I wanted was a goodnight kiss.

Natalie freezes. Then slowly turns to see her white-knuckled 
hand grasping a muscular, flannel-clad MALE ARM. REVEAL: 

A MAN (40’s, very dead) in the seat beside her -- half his 
head and face gone from a gaping GUNSHOT WOUND. He regards 
her with his one remaining eye, his expression an accusation. 

NATALIE 
(a whisper)

Daddy...?

NATALIE’S DAD
Now there’s blood on your hands, 
Natty.

She jerks her hand back and looks at it in horror -- smeared 
with his blood. Frantically wiping it on her jeans...

NATALIE
This isn’t happening. It’s not 
real. 

NATALIE’S DAD
You’re not going to get very far 
with that attitude, baby girl. 

Natalie whips around. It’s total mayhem all around her -- 
screaming, crying, praying. But no one seems to see the 
gruesome vision beside her; that nightmare is hers alone.

Natalie squeezes her eyes shut. Like a mantra now--

NATALIE
It isn’t real. It isn’t real...

But when she reopens her eyes, her father’s corpse is still 
there. He glances out at the window at the impossibly vast 
wilderness, rushing up to meet them. 

NATALIE’S DAD
We’re almost there...

The plane nearing impact, an entire wing shearing off as they 
dip below the tree-line. He grins. 

NATALIE’S DAD (CONT'D)
And it’s been waiting.
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(MORE)
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As she braces for impact --

INT. PLANE CABIN - PRE-DAWN (1995)

Natalie GASPS awake, curled fetal in the cabin of the plane. 
Stars visible overhead through a gaping hole in the cabin’s 
side and roof. The rest of her teammates sleep fitfully. 

Natalie takes a shaky breath and pulls the thin airplane 
BLANKET tighter, more for comfort than warmth. Frowns.

Holding her hand up in the moonlight, we see it’s smeared 
with blood. Moving the blanket aside, she sees her inner 
thighs below her shorts are streaked with blood as well...

EXT. PLANE - WILDERNESS - CONTINUOUS (1995)

WIDE ON the hulking wreckage of the plane, cradled amongst 
the trees in a shallow gorge of its own creation. From this 
distance -- from out in the darkness -- we can just make out 
Natalie’s silhouette through the cracked glass of a window. 

Everything is quiet. Still. And yet, we can’t help but feel 
like something is here with us. Watching. 

Waiting.

TITLE CARD: YELLOWJACKETS

BACK UP ON:

EXT. PLANE - WILDERNESS - EARLY MORNING (1995)

A SNACKWELL COOKIE being carefully dissected by a dull SWISS 
ARMY KNIFE. REVEAL SHAUNA, dirt-smeared and weary, sitting in 
a clearing near the wreckage. Biting her lip as she carefully 
rations their remaining food... 

CHYRON: DAY 6 (June, 1995)

Nearby, JACKIE organizes the rest of their inventory: some 
CANDY, a few bags of peanuts, a couple of granola bars... and 
an alarmingly small stockpile of soda cans and tiny airplane 
WATER BOTTLES. Enough to last a day. At best. 

SHAUNA
I would literally kill for some 
McDonald’s right now... 

(then)
I mean, I wouldn’t kill just 
anybody. I wouldn’t kill you. 

(MORE)
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SHAUNA (CONT'D)

4.

Or, like, my Mom. But I would 100% 
murder someone who kinda sucks 
anyway. Like, I’d straight up stab 
Randy Walsh to death for an Egg 
McMuffin, no questions asked.  

JACKIE
I don’t think I have what it takes 
to kill. But I’d definitely blow 
Mr. Malachades for a bagel and 
cream cheese. 

SHAUNA
The trig teacher? With the pube 
‘stache?

JACKIE
Like you wouldn’t.

Shauna shrugs, fair point. Then, quietly -- unable to hide 
her growing fear entirely --

SHAUNA
What are we going to do? If they 
don’t... I mean, if nobody...

...If nobody comes to rescue us. On Jackie, her expression 
darkening. But before she can respond -- Natalie approaches.

JACKIE
Jesus, Nat. You look like shit.

NATALIE
We all look like shit. You got any 
tampons? 

Jackie gives her a sympathetic look and heads over to one of 
several SUITCASES spread around the makeshift campsite. 
Digging out and handing over a plastic-wrapped TAMPAX --

JACKIE
I’ve got some Midol in here too... 
somewhere... Okay, is someone going 
through my stuff?

As Jackie digs through her luggage, what the hell...

INT. PLANE CABIN - BACK GALLEY - MORNING

CLOSE on the semi-tented crotch of a man’s athletic shorts. 

SHAUNA (CONT'D)
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MISTY kneels next to COACH SCOTT. He sleeps fitfully, the 
stump of his SEVERED LEG propped up and wrapped in layers of 
seeping gauze and make-shift bandages. 

Misty seems entranced by the view. Her hand begins making a 
slow, tentative ascent up one muscular thigh... then jerks 
back as Ben’s eyes FLUTTER OPEN. A beat as they stare at each 
other. As though suddenly remembering --

MISTY
I brought water. 

She hastily uncaps a precious bottle and holds it to his 
lips, like a doting nurse. Weakly -- 

BEN
Misty, I can-- just, stop.

He takes the bottle away from her. As he drinks --

MISTY
I wasn’t looking. At your, you 
know...

(mouthing the word)
...penis.

Well, if he wasn’t sure she was looking before, he definitely 
is now. He sighs, his face drawn with pain.

BEN
Yeah, I really don’t care. Did you 
find anything?

She nods. Scans to make sure nobody’s watching, then pulls a 
BOTTLE of MIDOL from her pocket and hands it over.   

MISTY
It says take two capsules every six 
hours, up to three times per...

She trails off as he pops a handful of pills like candy, then 
drains the rest of the bottle. Taking a deep breath --

BEN
I feel like I’m going crazy. I can 
still feel it. My fucking ankle 
itches...

(then; realizing)
Shit. I’m sorry, I shouldn’t--

MISTY
It’s okay. I’m here, Ben. And I’m 
going to take care of you.
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He definitely notices the name thing, but chooses to let it 
slide. What choice does he really have? Off Misty -- 

MISTY (CONT'D)
Now let’s see about those 
bandages...

EXT. PLANE - WILDERNESS - MORNING (1995)

The rest of the team -- filthy, sweaty, hungry -- sits in a 
loose SEMI-CIRCLE. PAN across their various methods of making 
“breakfast” last:  

Laura Lee (our blonde PATRON SAINT) delicately nibbling the 
ears off a GUMMY BEAR; Lottie (our statuesque, lonely RICH 
GIRL) licking a cookie. Finally, VAN (our boisterous, RED-
HEADED GOALIE) who shoves her entire meal -- a handful of 
PEANUTS -- in her mouth all at once.

VAN
(off Lottie; chewing)

What? 

Suddenly everyone goes quiet as TRAVIS (16, lanky, sullen, 
teetering on the awkward, hormonal edge of impending hotness; 
a sensitive kid doing his absolute damndest to pretend he 
doesn’t care about anything) stalks up.  

As he helps himself to the last two GRANOLA BARS -- 

VAN (CONT'D)
Dude. 

He ignores her, starting back for his and CODY’S (12, shy, 
wise beyond his years) camp. 

LOTTIE
Hey, Flex. Maybe you didn’t notice, 
but we’re in kind of a situation 
here...

But Jackie gives her a look. Don’t. Once he’s out of earshot-- 

NATALIE
The fuck, Jackie?

JACKIE
I don’t know, I feel bad for him. 
They’ve been through a lot...
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She nods her head towards the tree-line -- and the fresh 
GRAVES where they buried Travis and Cody’s father COACH 
MARTINEZ, as well as the PILOTS. MARÍ (17, Dominican, quiet 
but perceptive) isn’t buying it.

MARÍ
We’ve all been through a lot.

LOTTIE
(muttering)

Who died and put her in charge, 
anyway?

JACKIE
Oh my god. His dad, Lottie. 
Literally, his fucking dad. 

That was louder than she meant it to be. Lowering her voice --

JACKIE (CONT'D)
...And I’m not in charge, I’m just 
trying to keep our shit together 
here. Excuse me for having some 
basic human decency.

(then)
Look, I know we’re all hungry, and 
freaked out, but this isn’t Lord of 
the fucking Flies. Just think of it 
as, I don’t know...a crash diet.  

No pun intended. Lottie starts to laugh. 

LOTTIE
So I’m dead, right? We died on the 
plane and listening to this shit is 
some sort of purgatory...

JACKIE
Once the search party gets here--

NATALIE
If a search party gets here...

JACKIE
Don’t say that. 

She whirls on Natalie, eyes blazing. Like a true believer --

JACKIE (CONT'D)
They’re coming.

An uncomfortable beat. A few girls exchange looks. Finally --
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TAISSA
(gently)

Jackie, it’s been almost a week...
Even if you’re right, it’s not 
going to matter if we starve before 
they find us. And that’s not even 
our biggest problem...

She glances up at the sky. Not a cloud in sight.

TAISSA (CONT'D)
It hasn’t rained once since we got 
here. We can last a while without 
food. Without water, we’re fucked. 

VAN
So... what do we do?

Taissa glances at Shauna. 

TAISSA
Shauna and I saw a lake to the 
north of here on our hike. It’s 
far, but... if we only take what we 
really need, I think it’s doable. 

JACKIE
(are you crazy?)

We can’t just...leave. What if 
someone comes and we’re gone?

TAISSA
We can leave a message telling them 
where we went.

LAURA LEE
What about Coach Scott?

That one’s harder. But Taissa’s clearly given this thought.

TAISSA
I’m pretty sure we can make a 
stretcher. If we take turns 
carrying him--

TRAVIS (O.S.)
I’ll do it.

On Travis, drawn back by the argument. He shrugs.

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
I mean, I’ll need help. But I am 
the strongest.

8.



9.

Jackie glares at him. Traitor. 

JACKIE
This is bullshit. I say no. No way.

NATALIE
I thought you just said you weren’t 
in charge... 

Touché. As Jackie tries to come up with a retort--

TAISSA
Let’s put it to a vote. It’s the 
only fair way to decide. 

(looking around)
All in favor of waiting here? 

Jackie’s hand shoots up. After a beat, Laura Lee raises her 
hand as well, as do a couple of the quieter ALTERNATES. The 
rest hedge, clearly not wanting to provoke Jackie. And yet...

TAISSA (CONT'D)
All in favor of the lake?

Taissa raises her own hand. Slowly -- almost apologetically -- 
the others’ go up as well, despite Jackie’s death stare. Even 
Laura Lee’s (again). Cringing --

LAURA LEE
Sorry, Jackie. But they say He 
helps those who help themselves...

Finally, even SHAUNA raises her hand, avoiding Jackie’s eye. 
Taissa nods; the majority has spoken. Off Jackie’s look of 
utter betrayal...

CUT TO:

EXT. PLANE - WILDERNESS - LATER (1995)

A TUBE of WET ‘N WILD LIPSTICK. Pull back to see Taissa using 
it to print giant red letters on the side of the plane: SOS. 
WENT NORTH TO LAKE.

The others are gathered behind her, ready with backpacks and 
supplies scavenged from the plane. Taking turns, they sign 
their names beneath the message. As Taissa goes last, adding 
herself to the list of survivors...

MAN (PRE-LAP)
We’ve got big plans for you, young 
lady...

9.



10.

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - EARLY EVENING (PRESENT DAY)

FIND (ADULT) TAISSA at a swanky political meet-and-greet. Oak-
paneling and sunset golf course views. The liberal 1%.   

Taissa gives a tight smile to the big shot campaign DONOR 
(50’s, pedantic, elbow-patched cashmere) next to her. 

TAISSA
That makes two of us.

A WAITER approaches. Handing over a flute of champagne --

WAITER
...Sir. And for Ms. Turner, the 
Laphroaig Cairdeas, neat. 

Taissa accepts the glass, gratefully. 

DONOR
Well done. I would have figured you 
for more of a Hennessy girl.  

She gives him another tight smile. Racist prick. 

TAISSA
I’m not choosy. But when I do have 
a choice, I know what I like.

DONOR
To knowing what you like, then. 
Salud.

He raises his glass, giving her a once-over. Taissa plays 
along, taking a swig; seems like she’s gonna need it...

DONOR (CONT'D)
You know, my ex is black. 

TAISSA
Mmmm. 

DONOR
From Burkina Faso. 

The correct pronunciation just makes him sound like an even 
bigger asshole. Looking for an escape--

TAISSA
Right. Well, Mr. Sussman--

DONOR
Randall, please.
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TAISSA
...Randall, I can’t tell you enough 
how much the campaign - how much I - 
appreciate your support. But I 
really should--

DONOR
(holding up a hand)

Okay, okay. I know how these things 
work. Consider my five minute clock 
ticking.

(leaning in)
Tell me, Senator. How much do you 
know about Somerset County building 
code?   

TAISSA
I’m guessing not as much as you do.

She drains her glass as he dives in... 

DONOR
For starters, it’s as draconian as 
it is antiquated. As Ayn Rand once 
said...

...only, something’s wrong. ON TAISSA: as he drones on, his 
voice begins to distort. The room, the faces...suddenly seem 
corrupted somehow. Sinister. Taissa blinks, trying to focus. 

DONOR (CONT'D)
...But the real question is: what 
did they taste like?

Taissa’s stunned. The room tilts a little.

TAISSA
Excuse me?

DONOR
Your friends...

TAISSA
I--

And just as suddenly, everything’s back to normal. Taissa 
rubs her temple, a light sheen appearing on her brow.

DONOR
...In the Department of Community 
Affairs? Believe me, I’d like to 
have a word with that--

(noticing her distress)
Ms. Turner, are you alright?
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TAISSA
Yes, I-- I’m so sorry. Please 
excuse me for a moment...

She walks away. A little unsteady and deeply unsettled...

INT. COUNTRY CLUB - COAT ROOM - LATER (PRESENT DAY)

Taissa waits impatiently at coat check. BETHANNY approaches, 
giving her a double-take.

BETHANNY
Uh... going somewhere?

Handing over her ticket --

TAISSA
Home. 

(off her look)
Don’t. I’ve got a killer headache, 
and if I have to listen to one more 
asshole’s tight five on objectivism 
because he wants to put an un-
permitted addition on his 
McMansion, I will definitely do 
something that jeopardizes both our 
careers.   

Bethanny nods. Understood. 

BETHANNY
You good to drive? I can get Benj 
to take you. Or one of the interns.

TAISSA
I’m fine. I’ve only had one drink. 

BETHANNY
Okay... It’s just-- You sure? You 
don’t look so hot.

Taissa stops her with a deadly look. Seeing there’s no point--

BETHANNY (CONT'D)
Text me when you get home, okay?

As Taissa nods, grabs her coat from the attendant...
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INT. BMW SEDAN - NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

An empty two-lane highway. In the daytime, we’d likely see 
the occasional horse pasture and manicured estate, but at 
this hour it’s nothing but trees, and the darkness beyond. 

Taissa drives, gripping the wheel tightly. Clearly still 
feeling... OFF. She winces as another car turns onto the road 
behind her, its brights raking across her mirrors. Suddenly 
illuminating A STRANGE SYMBOL traced into the condensation on 
her rear windshield. Like a crude MONAS HIEROGLYPHICA. 

What the fuck? 

The other car turns again; the symbol disappears as the road 
falls dark behind her. Did she imagine it? She glances in the 
rearview, unnerved. When -- her vision starts to blur...

WE SEE THE BLACK WOLF sitting in the middle of the road ahead 
a split second before she does. 

TAISSA
Shit.

She SWERVES, adrenaline kicking in...tires crunching on 
gravel...starting to fishtail... then easing up on the 
breaks, and guiding the car back into her lane.

It all happens in a matter of seconds. ON TAISSA, as she lets 
out a shaky breath. Then checks her mirror. Only there’s 
absolutely nothing behind her but empty road...  

Suddenly, her face is awash in BLINDING WHITE LIGHT. As she 
instinctively lunges for the passenger seat... 

WIDER: as a MINIVAN T-BONES TAISSA’S SEDAN. There’s a 
grotesque CRUNCH of metal and CRASH of glass... air bags 
deploying as Taissa’s passenger side crumples like a tin can -
- an apocalypse of skidding, shrieking kinetic violence... 

...that leaves a dull SILENCE in its wake. Pan across the 
MINIVAN -- a smear of BLOOD on a cracked backseat window... 
two SMALL FORMS motionless behind it... steam billowing from 
the accordioned hood -- until we ANGLE ON TAISSA: 

Unconscious, in her own snarl of mangled aluminum and steel. 
As BLOOD runs down Taissa’s forehead...

13.



14.

EXT. WILDERNESS - DAY (1995)

TAISSA leads the group along a lush, green ridge. Ahead, the 
wilderness fans out in an endless expanse of forest and 
valley; a vast ridge of still-snow-capped peaks beyond that. 
If not for the circumstances, it would be breathtaking.

Find Shauna a few strides behind Taissa; Laura Lee and Marí, 
unsuccessfully trying to coax a smile out of CODY (12, 
Travis’s brother), who hikes in grim silence, mechanically 
chewing GUM; Lottie, picking the occasional wildflower.

JACKIE hangs further back, sulking as she picks a path 
through the uneven terrain. Travis, Natalie and Van bring up 
the rear -- Misty hovering nearby  -- as they carry Coach 
Scott in a makeshift LITTER made of branches and tarp. 

On TAISSA, as she slows to let Shauna catch up.

TAISSA
Hey. Thanks for backing me up back 
there. 

SHAUNA
I wasn’t backing you up. I just 
said what I thought. 

Taissa nods, okay. 

TAISSA
Either way. This is the right call.

MISTY (O.S.)
Guys, wait up!

They turn to see that the group with Coach Scott has fallen 
behind. As everyone stops to let them catch back up -- 

SHAUNA
You don’t know that.

TAISSA
What?

SHAUNA
That we’re doing the right thing. I 
mean, we think so. But really? We 
have no fucking clue what we’re 
doing, do we? Like, at all.   

Taissa considers, as the group resumes their progress. When --

LOTTIE
What’s that smell?
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On Shauna and Taissa as it hits them as well. They exchange a 
look. There’s a faint BUZZING of FLIES. Getting louder as the 
group slowly approaches a stretch of sagebrush... 

MARÍ
Oh, shit. I think I’m gonna puke...

REVEAL: a ROTTING, MUTILATED CARCASS, splayed at the base of 
a boulder, in a patch of DEAD GRASS. Viscera spills from its 
ripped-open torso. Eyes, clouded and milky, stare blankly 
from a head that’s been nearly severed from the spine.  

TRAVIS
Whoa. Sick.

The creature -- whatever it was -- has been almost COMPLETELY 
SKINNED. Leaving nothing but RAW, RED FLESH on a skeleton 
that looks...almost human.

SHAUNA
Oh my god. Is that...?

BEN SCOTT
It’s a bear. 

Coach Scott approaches, using a forked tree-branch, padded 
with a WARMUP SUIT, as a CRUTCH.  

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
A young one, by the look of it. 
Wolves would be my guess. But it 
was probably already weak, or 
injured. Predators generally don’t 
go looking for a challenge. 

He says it casually. But we sense his unease. Not to mention-- 

SHAUNA
...Why didn’t they eat it?

Ben hesitates. Then, ignoring the question --

BEN SCOTT
As long as we stick together, most 
everything out here will want to 
steer clear of us. Okay?

TAISSA
(picking up his cue)

C’mon. We should keep moving. It’s 
only getting hotter. 

Everyone re-shoulders their gear, more than ready to put this 
behind them. Or, almost everyone... 
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ON NATALIE. As she lingers, staring at the mutilated bear -- 
frozen in the rictus of death, WE MATCH TO:

THE NIGHTMARE VISION OF HER DEAD FATHER. GRINNING.  

Just a flash. Then, off Natalie, as she finally turns away... 

INT. TRAILER HOME - DAY (PRESENT DAY) 

FIND (ADULT) NATALIE sitting on a plastic-covered sofa in a 
cramped living room. Afghans, overflowing ashtrays, piles of 
boxes from QVC. In the corner, daytime TV plays JUDGE JUDY.

WOMAN (O.S.)
You want a drink? I’m making iced 
tea.

Natalie taps her foot, restless. 

NATALIE
I’m fine. Thank you.

A WOMAN enters, carrying a tray with two plastic CUPS filled 
with murky brown liquid. This is VERA (60’s, skinny, looks 
older). Natalie’s MOTHER. Placing the tray on a coffee table. 

VERA
I made you one anyway. 

(then)
You’ll wanna give that a stir. Damn 
humidity makes it all clumpy. 

Vera sits heavily in a barcalounger. Lighting a Newport as 
Natalie picks up a glass and takes a sip. 

NATALIE
Jesus, Ma. This is all vodka.

VERA
That’s mine.

Natalie hands the glass over. Vera swirls it with her finger 
before taking a gulp. An awkward beat.

NATALIE
So. How are you?

Vera barks out a laugh. Then --
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VERA
Oh, you’re serious? I haven’t seen 
or heard from you in years, but 
sure, if that’s how you want to 
play it... 

(gesturing around)
I’m grand. Life’s a fucking gift. 

Glancing at the QVC boxes stacked on the floor --

NATALIE
You’ve been getting the checks?

VERA
Sure, I get ‘em. And I’ll tell you 
what, Missy with the clothes and 
the thousand dollar handbag - you 
can judge what I do with ‘em just 
as soon as you tell me where it’s 
all coming from. How’s that sound?

Natalie stays silent. 

VERA (CONT'D)
That’s what I thought. Now why 
don’t you just get on with whatever 
it is you came here for. My 
programs are on.

NATALIE
(deadpan)

Maybe I just wanted to spend time 
with my loving mother.

Vera laughs again, which turns into a cough. She wedges her 
cigarette in an ashtray and raises the mask of an OXYGEN TANK 
to her face. Inhales, then goes back to the Newport. 

VERA
Still a smart ass, I see. Just like 
your father. God rest his soul...

Natalie gives her mother a sharp look. But Vera just sips her 
drink, scoffing as a FIGHT breaks out on the TV screen... 

VERA (CONT'D)
Now, would you look at this? Judy’s 
not gonna stand for it, I can tell 
you that much...

CUT TO:
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INT. TRAILER HOME - BEDROOM - LATER (PRESENT DAY)

NATALIE leans in the doorway of her OLD BEDROOM. Behind her, 
we hear RUNNING WATER coming from a closed bathroom door.

ON THE ROOM: tiny but surprisingly well-preserved. POSTERS 
still on the wall, ratty tartan bedspread, thumb-tacked 
photos, scattered records. Practically a shrine. Maybe 
there’s some latent maternal affection here, after all... 

Natalie crosses to a DRESSER,  and starts rifling through 
drawers. Not frantic, but moving with purpose. She pauses, 
picking up a framed PHOTOGRAPH: of herself and VAN, post-game 
-- arms slung around each other, sweaty and laughing...

Then sets it back down, moving on to the closet. Vera was 
right; this isn’t just a trip down memory lane. Natalie’s 
looking for something.

But whatever it is, she isn’t having any luck. Finally, she 
gets down on her knees, looks under the bed. As she brushes 
aside the dingy BEDSKIRT and peers into the darkness, REVEAL:

THE PALE, WIDE-EYED FACE OF A TERRIFIED CHILD.

Like a ghostly vision; just a glimpse and it’s gone. Natalie 
rocks back on her heels, inhales sharply. Closing her eyes, 
as we FLASH TO:

INT. HOUSE - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

A dark-haired GIRL (11) standing outside a CHILD’S BEDROOM in 
a run-down HOUSE. INSIDE THE ROOM, we see BLOOD and BRAINS 
splattered on the wallpaper... A MAN’S BODY face down on the 
floor... a SHOTGUN lying abandoned beside it... 

The Girl turns and slowly starts down the HALLWAY, clearly in 
shock. We hear A WOMAN’S VOICE, on the verge of HYSTERIA.

VERA (O.S.)
I- I need you to send someone.
There’s been an accident...

The voice gets louder as the Girl approaches the doorway of 
another BEDROOM. She peers inside at a YOUNGER VERA (30’s, 
pretty but hard, black eye) -- Crying, ON THE PHONE:

VERA (CONT'D)
I swear I only meant to scare him. 
P-pl-please, my children are here, 
and there’s blood, my god there’s 
so much blood... 
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Vera listens for a moment, then hangs up. Once she does, her 
face undergoes a total transformation. Coolly, she wipes a 
tear from her cheek. Looking at the Girl, totally calm now -- 

VERA (CONT'D)
Well, Missy. Looks like you and I 
are gonna have to get our stories 
straight. 

BACK TO:

NATALIE, IN THE PRESENT.

She takes a deep breath, shaken by the memory. Then turns 
back to the bed. This time, there’s nothing there but dust 
bunnies and a couple of old boxes. JACKPOT.

Victorious, Natalie reaches in deep and pulls out a dusty 
black SHOEBOX. She pulls the box into her lap and opens it. 
(Though we don’t see the contents just yet.) A bittersweet 
smile forming as she pulls out a polaroid PHOTO... 

PRE-LAP, a TRIUMPHANT WHOOP OF DELIGHT, as we--

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. WILDERNESS - LAKE - DAY (1995)

Natalie, cracking a grin as VAN raises her fists and gives 
another victorious shout. UP AHEAD, sun glitters on the 
surface of a deep, glacial LAKE. Splashing in at a SPRINT -- 

VAN
WOOOOOO!

She comes up, sputtering. Turning back towards shore --

VAN (CONT'D)
Well come on, bitches, what are you 
waiting for? The water’s fine!

There’s a mad dash as everyone drops their backpacks and gear 
-- tearing off shoes, stripping down to bras and shorts. They 
gasp, LAUGHING, as they run into the water. 

LOTTIE
Holy fuck, it’s freezing! 

NATALIE
(DUNKING Van; playful)

Asshole.
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ON TRAVIS, pulling off his sneakers. Clearly admiring the 
view of semi-naked girls. He glances at Cody. 

TRAVIS
You coming?

Cody just shakes his head, his jaw still working that gum.

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
C’mon, you could use it. You’re 
starting to smell like my taint. 

(off Cody’s silence)
Don’t make me throw you in...

With a sigh, Cody kicks off his own sneakers. Then pulls a 
silver GUM WRAPPER from his pocket and carefully, reverently, 
takes out the wad of gum and wraps it back up in the foil.   

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
Oh my god, just throw that shit out 
already. 

CODY
But Dad gave it to me. So my ears 
wouldn’t pop.

TRAVIS
I know. It’s fucking morbid, you 
little freak. 

Travis feints for it. Cody cringes away. As Travis rolls his 
eyes and heads for the water, have it your way, weirdo...

EXT. WILDERNESS - CONTINUOUS (1995)

EXTREME WIDE of the group from an oblique, unknown POV: 
splashing and swimming with unrestrained joy. Our POV is 
bleary, as if watching them through a pane of dirty glass... 

EXT. LAKE - CONTINUOUS (1995)

Natalie looks on, appraisingly, as Travis climbs up out of 
the water onto a large boulder. She blushes, slightly, as he 
spots her watching him. He grins. 

NATALIE
No. Don’t you fucking dare...

She shrieks as Travis launches himself into a CANNONBALL, 
drenching her and Laura Lee as he plunges back in. Off their 
sputtering laughter --   
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FIND SHAUNA, floating in the water. Her face peaceful as she 
stares up at a cloudless blue sky. She closes her eyes, 
allowing herself to sink under the surface...  

When she comes back up she spots JACKIE, still on the shore. 

SHAUNA 
Jackie! Get in already. It feels 
amazing.

Jackie sighs. Then rolls her eyes and smiles. Unable to stay 
pissed in the face of everyone else’s fun. She kicks off her 
shoes and starts to wade into the water. When --

JACKIE
Oh my god. You guys. 

(louder)
Guys. Look!

She points behind them, to an insulate cove on the opposite 
shore. Everyone turns, following her gesture, to see -- 

An old, weathered TRAPPER’S CABIN, half-hidden up a steep 
rise amongst the trees... 

EXT. CABIN - DAY (1995)

The girls storm up the cabin’s porch, bursting with 
excitement. Crowding around Jackie as she POUNDS on the door. 

JACKIE
Hello?! Anyone home? We need help!

No answer. Jackie tries the door. Unlocked. She shares a look 
with Taissa, then opens it. Stepping over the threshold into-- 

INT. CABIN - CONTINUOUS (1995)

A dark, single-room space, built in an L-shape. Rough-hewn 
walls, beamed ceilings, musty TROPHY HEADS of startled-
looking DEER. Lots of cobwebs and dust. Creepy as hell. 

JACKIE
...Hello...?

On one side, a DINGY KITCHEONETTE -- sagging cabinets, wood-
burning stove, table and chairs. Around a corner, we can see 
the foot of an unmade BED, covered with a moth-eaten quilt.  

There’s a single place setting -- PLATE, FORK, HUNTING KNIFE -
- on the table, still crusted with the REMAINS OF A MEAL.
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LAURA LEE
(hopefully)

Maybe they just went on a hike.

JACKIE
Yeah. In 1985...

(wrinkling her nose)
Ugh. It reeks in here.

The disappointment is palpable. Looking to Shauna and Jackie-- 

TAISSA
You guys check the pantry, see if 
there’s any food. Everyone else, 
look around for stuff we can use. 
First aid, flashlights, tools. 
Anything.  

They nod, spreading out. A few head back outside to explore 
the rest of the property.   

ON SHAUNA AND JACKIE --

As they rummage. The first cabinet turns up empty. The second 
is filled with EMPTY WHISKY BOTTLES. Then -- a glimmer of 
hope as they discover a low, back shelf PACKED WITH RUSTED 
CANS: CHILI, SPAM, PEAS, CORN. Jackie immediately pulls one 
out and peels back the lid.

SHAUNA
Jackie.

JACKIE
What? I’m fucking hungry. 

ANGLE ON THE CONTENTS: Slimy hunks of meat covered with a 
green film. Fuck. Jackie hesitantly sniffs it. Makes a face. 
When, from the other side of the cabin --

VAN (O.S.)
Yahtzee!!

Everyone turns to see Van kneeling in front of a large CHEST 
at the foot of the bed. Peering inside --

VAN (CONT'D)
Don’t worry, guys. We may be 
stranded in the middle of fucking 
nowhere, but... 

She reaches inside the chest, dramatically brandishing a 
stack of VINTAGE MAGAZINES. Hustler, Beaver Hunt, JUGGS... 
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VAN (CONT'D)
At least we’ve got plenty of porn.

NATALIE
Oh, man. Gnarly...

Natalie grabs one of the magazines, starts to flip through.

NATALIE (CONT'D)
There really are articles. I always 
thought that was a joke...

LOTTIE
(re: a double penetration)

Okay, that’s disgusting. I refuse 
to believe guys actually like this 
stuff... 

Snatching the magazine out of her hand--

TRAVIS
Yeah, no, we hate it. I can’t even 
tell who her favorite novelist is. 

Lottie rolls her eyes. Gross. 

LOTTIE
Whatever, Flex. 

Travis sneers at her. Definitely not a fan of that nickname. 
He heads back outside, flipping Lottie off as he goes...

EXT. HUNTING CABIN - DAY (1995)

...Passing BEN SCOTT -- SWEATY, EXHAUSTED -- as he finally 
makes his way up to the cabin. It’s slow going on that 
crutch. Misty is, naturally, by his side.  

MISTY
Maybe you should take a break.

BEN SCOTT
(low; without thinking)

Maybe you should fuck off.

Misty’s expression darkens as, impulsively -- so quick we 
might almost miss it -- she kicks his crutch. 

Ben lurches forward, nearly eating it before Misty grabs his 
waist and steadies him. He instinctively clings to her, 
desperate to regain his balance. Then gives her a long look. 
On Misty, eyes wide, giving away nothing --   
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MISTY
I told you to slow down. You really 
need to be more careful.  

Through a clenched jaw -- 

BEN SCOTT
You’re right. 

A beat. Misty smiles. And with that concession made, she 
reassumes her position. Helping him up the front steps...

INT. HUNTING CABIN - CONTINUOUS (1995)

...to the entrance of the cabin. Leaning in the doorway -- 

BEN SCOTT
How’s it looking in here?

VAN
Hot, horny, and ready to party?

He frowns. What?

SHAUNA
Looks like it’s been abandoned for 
a while. We found some canned food 
and a lantern, but...   

Jackie throws Taissa a pointed look. 

JACKIE
Long story short? We just walked 
like, a million miles to crash some 
serial killer’s creepy perv shack. 
So basically, we’re still screwed, 
only now we’re even hungrier. 

(shaking her head)
I knew this was a mistake...

TAISSA
Our only mistake was listening to 
you for as long as we did... 

LOTTIE
Here we go.

On Taissa and Jackie, ready to go at it. When --

LAURA LEE
Um, guys? Guys.
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(MORE)

25.

REVEAL: Laura Lee, coming around from the ‘bedroom’ area. 
Holding a Winchester BOLT ACTION RIFLE. She smiles helpfully. 

LAURA LEE (CONT'D)
Maybe this could be useful?

As the group reacts, holy shit...

BEN SCOTT (PRE-LAP)
Okay, Champs...

EXT. HUNTING CABIN - DAY (1995)

Coach Scott addresses the team from the top of the cabin 
stairs, the RIFLE by his side. Clearly in a lot of pain, but 
doing his best to keep it together. 

BEN SCOTT
I’m gonna talk to you like adults. 
Is that okay with you?

A few wistful smiles at the Coach Martinez reference. On 
Cody, who suddenly seems to be intently examining his feet. 

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
The truth is, we don’t really know 
how long we’re gonna be here.

He glances at Jackie.

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
We could wake up tomorrow to find 
we’ve been rescued...

Then glancing at Taissa --

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
But I also think we have to start 
considering what a longer stay out 
here might look like. 

He picks up the RIFLE, places it on his lap.

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
The good news is, my Dad used to 
take me deer hunting every year as 
a kid. The bad news is...  

He gestures at the stump where his left tibia used to be.

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
I currently only have one fucking 
leg. Which means if we wanna eat...

(MORE)
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BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)

26.

(re: the rifle)
One of you is gonna have to learn 
how to use this thing. 

TRAVIS
I got this, Mr. Scott. 

Travis takes a step forward, as if to take the rifle. 

BEN SCOTT
Slow down, Duke Nukem. You ever 
shot a firearm before? A real one? 

TRAVIS
No. But--

BEN SCOTT
Have any of you?

Silence. A few head shakes. ON NATALIE, intently picking at a 
scab on her knee. 

LAURA LEE
I have, Coach Scott.

BEN SCOTT
(surprised)

Really?

LAURA LEE
Yes. I did not like it. 

She doesn’t elaborate further. 

BEN SCOTT
Okaaay... Well then, seeing as how 
the rest of you are starting from 
scratch, I think our best bet is to 
do some basic assessments, then 
take it from there. Who knows, 
maybe one of you will turn out to 
be a natural. 

TRAVIS
Yeah. Maybe one of us will...

Natalie gives him a twisted smile. We’ll see. Catching it--

BEN SCOTT
This isn’t a competition, guys. 

JACKIE
But there is going to be a winner, 
right?

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
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The girls exchange looks. Ben sighs. As we suddenly remember 
that they’re all hyper-competitive athletes...

TAISSA
Let’s go, then.

EXT. HUNTING CABIN - DAY (1995)

CLOSE ON A PENNY, as it’s carefully placed on top of the 
rifle BARREL. RACK FOCUS on Jackie, cheek to stock, biting 
her lip in concentration as --  

The PENNY wobbles -- then SLIDES OFF, before she can even try 
to pull the trigger. Passing off the gun in disgust -- 

JACKIE
This is literally impossible.

Ben Scott looks on as Taissa raises the rifle for her turn.

BEN SCOTT
Remember, slow breath in, then go 
on the exhale. Nice and easy. A 
smooth trigger pull is the best way 
to know you’re gonna hit what 
you’re aiming for. 

He nods to Misty, who puts the penny in place. Taissa 
inhales. CLICK. It tumbles to the grass as she DRY FIRES.

TAISSA
Okay, Jackie’s right. 

Grabbing the gun from Taissa --

TRAVIS
My turn.

TRAVIS lifts the rifle, all bravado. The coin is set... and 
CLICK... It quivers slightly, but doesn’t fall. Nobody is 
more surprised than Travis. Quickly recovering --

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
Booyah! And that, ladies, is how 
it’s done. 

Smirking, he holds out the rifle to Natalie. An almost 
imperceptible hesitation before she grabs it. Then --

Natalie raises the rifle, wedging the stock tight against her 
shoulder. Sighting the barrel...   
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TRAVIS (CONT'D)
Like the man said. Nice and easy...

Misty sets the Penny in place. Natalie takes a deep breath, 
cool and steady. When -- 

FLASH TO: Her father, blood dripping down his cheek from the 
gaping mess above it -- Natalie shudders. The penny DROPS. 

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
Ooh. That’s a shame.

Natalie silently hands the rifle to Van. Clearly pissed.

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
(low, to Natalie)

Don’t worry. Maybe later we can do 
something you’re actually good at. 
Like, I dunno. Folding laundry. Or 
sucking dick.

On Natalie, gritting her teeth, arm out, already on her way 
back towards Misty --

NATALIE
I’m going again. 

JACKIE
Can she do that?

BEN SCOTT
I’ll allow it.

Misty hands the gun to Natalie, who re-shoulders it, 
determined as fuck. Before she even pulls the trigger, we 
know that coin isn’t going anywhere. CLICK. So smooth it 
could be a freeze frame. 

VAN
Ohhh snap.

With a flick of her wrist, Natalie pops the penny in the air, 
catches it in her fist. Off her fuck you look to Travis...   

CUT TO:

INT. WISKAYOK POLICE STATION - LATER (PRESENT DAY)

Natalie sits in the waiting area, the SHOEBOX from the 
trailer in her lap. Behind the main desk, A DISPATCHER 
(GLORIA, 50’s) occasionally looks up from her crossword to 
give Natalie a curious glance. 
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MAN (O.S.)
This must be an acid flashback...

REVEAL DET. KEVYN LEWIS, AKA (as we’ll soon confirm) “GOTH” 
from EP. 101, approaching: 40’s, clean cut, handsome. The 
angular features suit him as an adult; this guy aged well.  

KEVYN
...Because I do not believe my 
eyes. Natalie? 

NATALIE
Officer Lewis. 

Gloria looks on as Kevyn goes in for hug -- just as Natalie 
goes for a handshake. Then, as they awkwardly trade tactics -- 

NATALIE (CONT'D)
Well, shit. I’m out of ideas.

KEVYN
Maybe we do both, see what feels 
right. That way twenty years from 
now when I actually see you again, 
we’ll already have it on lock.

NATALIE
Wow. Right out of the gate, huh?

He smiles, turning for the SECURITY DOOR leading to the rest 
of the precinct.

KEVYN
Nah, I’m just being an asshole.

(gesturing)
You got a few minutes? C’mon. I’ll 
treat you to the shittiest cup of 
coffee in town...

Natalie follows his lead. Passing the reception desk --

KEVYN (CONT'D)
(to Gloria)

For the record, I’ve definitely 
never done acid.

NATALIE
Riiight. Remind me, what was your 
nickname in high school again?

KEVYN
(sighs; faux-abashed)

Jack the Tripper.
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He puts a finger to his lips and winks. Our secret, Gloria. 
Gloria giggles, totally charmed. Buzzing them both through 
the SECURITY DOOR and into --  

INT. POLICE STATION - BULLPEN - CONTINUOUS (PRESENT DAY)

The bullpen. Cubicles, cork boards. Shelves stuffed with 
binders and case files. Heading for the coffee machine --

KEVYN
You ever been in a station before?

NATALIE
Not on purpose. 

Kevyn pours two styrofoam cups of coffee. Offering one up --

KEVYN
Cream? Sugar?

NATALIE
Black like my soul... 

KEVYN
Glad to see some things never 
change.

He hands it over. As they head for his desk --

KEVYN (CONT'D)
So alright, I’ll bite. What’s with 
the box?

NATALIE
Open it. It’s yours. 

She hands over the SHOEBOX. He puts it down on the desk and 
takes off the lid. A slow grin crossing his face as he rifles 
through a bunch of 90’s goth paraphernalia: 

CD’s and MIXED TAPES, black EYELINER and NAIL POLISH, a HASH 
PIPE, the ANARCHISTS COOKBOOK. Plus a bunch of POLAROIDS of 
the two of them together as teens.  

KEVYN
No fucking way... 

Pulling a studded LEATHER CHOKER from the box --

KEVYN (CONT'D)
You know, I was literally just 
looking for this.
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NATALIE
Better late than never?

He smiles, picking up a snapshot of the two of them as 
teenagers, both flipping off the camera. Then replaces it, 
putting the lid back on the box. A beat.

KEVYN
It really is good to see you, Nat. 
But...

NATALIE
...What am I doing here?

KEVYN
Not that I don’t appreciate being 
reunited with my Nine Inch Nails 
bootlegs. But... last time I saw 
you, you were getting out of my 
car, saying you’d call me tomorrow. 
That was twenty-two years ago. 

(then)
You were my best friend.

Natalie shifts, uncomfortable. 

NATALIE
About that. Shit, I’m not very good 
at this... The way I left, it 
was... I was... 

She struggles to find the right words. When, suddenly --

KEVYN
Dinner. 

(off her look)
This is one of those twelve step 
things, right? Making amends?

Natalie gives him a surprised look. He shrugs.

KEVYN (CONT'D)
My former partner was a drunk. 
Honestly, he was an even bigger 
asshole sober, but - I know how it 
works. You’re here to ask how you 
can make it up to me. Well, that’s 
what I want. One dinner.   

Natalie smiles, then nods. We might start to suspect this is 
exactly what she was after all along.

KEVYN (CONT'D)
Is that a yes?
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NATALIE
Yeah. That sounds nice.

Off Natalie as she realizes it’s true -- it really does sound 
nice... 

EXT. HUNTING CABIN - WILDERNESS - DAY (1995)

ON NATALIE, Travis and Lottie, standing in a line. Our 
marksmanship FINALISTS. About fifty yards down “range” we see 
empty BOTTLES, arranged on a downed TREE. Makeshift TARGETS. 

BEN SCOTT
Alright. Now that we’ve narrowed 
the field, here’s how this is gonna 
go down. One round for all the 
marbles; five targets, five shots 
each. Best score wins.  

LOTTIE
I thought this wasn’t a 
competition.

BEN SCOTT
Oh, we’re way past that.

(then)
Who’s up first?

A beat as Natalie and Travis eye each other, after you... 

LOTTIE
Oh my god, I’ll go. 

As the rest of the team looks on, Lottie takes the rifle and 
lines up her first shot. Looking a little pale. BOOM -- a 
miss. Her second and third attempts miss as well. 

TRAVIS
The bottles. You’re aiming for the 
bottles... 

Lottie ignores him, trying to focus.

NATALIE
Do you like being this way?

TRAVIS
If you shit the bed again, are you 
gonna ask for another do-over?

(then, to Ben)
No do-overs, right?
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Lottie’s last shot finally finds its mark. But the bar’s been 
set low. As Lottie hands the gun over to Travis... 

EXT. HUNTIN CABIN - MOMENTS LATER (1995)

ANGLE ON THE BOTTLES as three of them EXPLODE in rapid 
succession... 

ON TRAVIS as he fires again, a little too quickly this time. 
Getting cocky. SPLINTERS fly as his fourth shot goes low. 

NATALIE
Ooh. So close, Flex... 

Enraged, Travis whirls on Natalie -- who suddenly finds 
herself accidentally on the business end of the loaded rifle.

TRAVIS
Don’t. Fucking. Call me that.

BEN SCOTT
TRAVIS! 

NATALIE
(holding up hands, WTF)

Jesus, okay. Chill. 

Travis gets a hold of himself. Still fuming, he reassumes the 
position. Takes a deep breath -- aims -- and CRASH. Another 
bottle explodes, putting his tally at four out of five.

BEN
(a little shaken)

Alright. That’s good shooting, 
Martinez. 

Travis passes the rifle off to Natalie. 

TRAVIS
Don’t choke. Again.

She throws him a humorless smile as she gets into position. A 
BEAT. Then -- 

CLOSE ON NATALIE as -- her world goes quiet. Her expression 
serene as she FIRES...clears...then FIRES AGAIN, and AGAIN. 
Spent cartridges arcing between each smooth, continuous 
motion. Bottles bursting, one after the other... 

Natalie is in the zone. 

A stunned beat after the fifth and final bottle SHATTERS. 
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BEN SCOTT
...Fuck.

And the crowd goes wild. Van rushes Natalie as -- the rest of 
the Yellowjackets swarm her with hugs and cheers. Travis 
storms off, looking like he might actually implode. But we 
stay on Natalie, soaking in her victory. Until --

NATALIE
Lottie. Are you okay?

ANGLE ON LOTTIE, who now looks downright ASHEN. She nods, 
vaguely, swaying on her feet. Then -- as the others look on 
in horror -- Lottie’s eyes roll back in her head as she 
collapses to the ground in a DEAD FAINT.

INT. CABIN - MOMENTS LATER (1995)

JACKIE, stripping the filthy QUILT from the bed as Shauna and 
Taissa gently help Lottie sit down. Dazed, still pale --

LOTTIE
You guys, I’m okay. Really. I just 
think... between the sun, and not 
eating-- 

SHAUNA
I know. Maybe just rest for a 
little bit, okay?

Shauna sits down next to her on the bed, putting her arm 
around Lottie’s shoulder. As she does, Lottie lets out an 
involuntary GASP of pain.

SHAUNA (CONT'D)
(concerned)

What is it?

LOTTIE
It’s nothing, just a scratch. It’s 
fine. 

Shauna gently lifts the back of Lottie’s shirt, REVEALING -- 
a thin LACERATION running up her shoulder. Maybe it started 
as a scratch, but now it’s an angry, swollen red. Oozing PUS. 

JACKIE
That does not look like nothing. 

Taissa throws her a look. 
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TAISSA
C’mon. Help me get some water so we 
can clean it. 

Jackie sighs, but doesn’t argue. As they make their way 
towards THE DOOR -- keeping their voices low --

TAISSA (CONT'D)
It looks infected. 

JACKIE
Yeah. That’s why we’re going to 
clean it...

TAISSA
(shaking her head)

If it’s already infected, that 
isn’t really going to help. She 
needs antibiotics.  

Jackie glances back at Lottie, as that sinks in.

JACKIE
So what do we do?

But they both know the answer. There’s nothing they can do. 
Off Taissa --  

PRE-LAP: the rhythmic BEEP...BEEP...BEEP of -- 

INT. HOSPITAL - EARLY MORNING (PRESENT DAY)

-- AN ICU ELECTROCARDIOGRAPH MONITOR. ON TAISSA, groggy, 
fading in and out of consciousness. Surrounded by medical 
equipment, blinking at the fluorescent lights overhead. 

We catch snippets of a DOCTOR on her rounds, lecturing a 
small group of RESIDENTS...

DOCTOR
We’ve got a female, mid-40’s, car 
accident. In surgery we identified 
multiple rib fractures, 
pneumothorax, and the accompanying 
internal bleed - further 
complicated, of course, by the 
administration of Narcan by first 
responders on the scene... 

On Taissa as she tries to process. Narcan? For an overdose? 
She struggles to sit up. Grimaces. Weakly --  
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TAISSA 
What happened? Is everyone okay? 

(then)
Fuck. It fucking hurts...

The Doctor gives her a cold look, checks her CHART. 
Condescending as hell --

DOCTOR
You’ve already been given as much 
morphine as I’m comfortable with, 
considering the circumstances.  

Taissa winces, still disoriented. Trying to get her bearings.

DOCTOR (CONT'D)
Get some rest. The authorities are 
waiting to take your statement. 

Taissa looks past the Doctor -- spots BETHANNY outside in the 
hallway. Talking to two COPS. Turning back to the Doctor --

TAISSA
I think there’s been some sort of 
mistake. I only had one--

She stops cold, the words catching in her throat as she 
realizes that VAN is standing in the corner of the room. 
Watching her with sad, haunted eyes. Every bit the freckled, 
bright-eyed TEENAGER she was in 1995...   

Taissa squeezes her eyes shut. When she reopens them, Van is 
gone. Off Taissa, something is very wrong here...

CUT TO:

EXT. LAKE - WILDERNESS - SUNSET (1995)

CODY standing at the edge of the lake, silently skipping 
stones into the water. Still doggedly chewing his gum. 

He glances over his shoulder as Travis approaches. Beat.

CODY
Is she going to be okay?

We get a glimpse of something -- doubt? fear? -- on Travis’s 
face. But then it’s gone, replaced by the petulant bravado of 
teenaged boy who is really not dealing with his shit...

TRAVIS
I dunno. She’ll be fine. 
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Cody looks at him, then turns back to the lake. Skips another 
stone, watching it ripple across the smooth surface.   

CODY
I’m sorry you didn’t win. 

Travis doesn’t say anything. Another beat. 

CODY (CONT'D)
Dad always says that--

TRAVIS
Dad’s a dick, Cody. You know it, I 
know it, the whole team knows it. 
So I don’t really care what he 
says. He’s a fucking asshole. 

(then; ramping up)
Actually, no. He was an asshole. 
Past tense.  

Cody goes quiet and still, save for the anxious, rhythmic 
clenching and unclenching of his jaw. Travis watches him for 
a moment. All his unformed rage and sublimated grief suddenly 
boiling over...

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
That’s it. Spit it out.

Travis stalks up to Cody, who sees him and blanches. 

CODY
What?

Travis grabs Cody in a headlock. He’s a good six inches 
taller and fifty pounds heavier. Cody, struggling in vain--

CODY (CONT'D)
Travis, stop! Please--

TRAVIS
Spit. It. OUT.

Travis holds tight, his free hand in front of Cody’s face. 
Finally, crying, Cody weakly spits the small WAD OF GUM into 
his brother’s palm.

Immediately, Travis releases him. Then turns and FLINGS THE 
GUM AT THE WATER as hard as he can. Watching as it skims the 
surface like a stone. For a moment, Travis’s eyes shine with 
tears -- his Adam’s apple working with grim determination to 
swallow it all back down. Finally--
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TRAVIS (CONT'D)
I’m sorry, but he’s dead. Okay? 
Dad’s fucking dead. He’s gone and 
he’s not coming back, and I really 
think you need to deal with that. 

He gives Cody one last look before turning to walk away. Only 
to find -- NATALIE, standing at a distance. Clearly having 
seen the whole thing. Blushing a deep, guilty crimson -- 

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
What.

Natalie just looks at him for a moment. She glances at Cody, 
trying to hide his own tears. Neutrally --

NATALIE
Coach wants to talk to us. 

INT. HUNTING CABIN - TABLE - DUSK (1995)

ON TRAVIS, standing next to Natalie. Coach Scott sits at the 
table. Travis stares at him with a look of disbelief.

TRAVIS
So that makes me, what? Her fucking 
sidekick?

BEN SCOTT
No. It makes you a team.

(he sighs)
Look, I can’t in good conscience 
send either one of you out there 
alone. I wouldn’t send you out 
there at all if I didn’t think I 
had to. But...

He gives them both a serious look. Lowering his voice --

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
Honestly, the plane’s transponder 
should have lead a search and 
rescue party to us days ago. And if 
that storm took us too far off the 
flight path... well, we could be in 
real trouble here.   

Natalie blinks. It’s been a rough few days. But the idea that 
they could be genuinely stranded clearly hadn’t really 
occurred to her. To any of them.
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BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
I’m not saying this to scare you. 
Just so you understand how 
important this is. 

Natalie nods. When -- Ben Scott’s gaze is unconsciously drawn 
to Natalie’s leg. As he instinctively looks away...   

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
(gently)

Uh, Nat. You’re...ah...

She glances down, flushing a deep crimson as she spots the 
TRICKLE OF BLOOD.

TRAVIS
(repulsed)

Oh my god. 

If her first instinct was embarrassment, his reaction just 
changed her mind in a hurry. Giving Travis a withering look --

NATALIE
What? Baby scared of a little 
blood?

TRAVIS
(to Ben Scott)

Okay, this is a perfect example of 
why men hunt, and women, I don’t 
know, gather or whatever. What if 
we’re out there and she attracts a 
bear or some shit?

BEN SCOTT
(deadpan)

Well for starters, I’d give her the 
gun. She’s the better shot. 

Natalie snorts. 

BEN SCOTT (CONT'D)
Now if I were you, I’d get some 
rest. You’ll head out first thing 
in the morning.

Off Natalie and Travis, neither one of them particularly 
happy about the arrangement...
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INT. RESTAURANT/BAR - EVENING (PRESENT DAY)

NATALIE sits across from Kevyn in a cozy back booth. A candle 
flickers on the tabletop. Globe lights, framed photos on the 
walls. A real neighborhood joint. A waitress approaches.

WAITRESS
Can I start you two off with 
something to drink?

NATALIE
Makers. Neat.

Kevyn gives her a quick, curious look. Natalie catches it.

KEVYN
The same. Thanks.

Once she’s gone --

NATALIE
Booze was never really my problem. 
So unless that drink comes with a 
speedball chaser, you can relax.

He nods. Not really his business. Natalie glances around the 
charming, if schizophrenic, decor...

NATALIE (CONT'D)
Man, this place is exactly how I 
remember it. It’s kind of a trip.

KEVYN
Just about the only thing in town 
that hasn’t changed...

NATALIE
Speaking of, officer. How exactly 
did that happen?

KEVYN
You want the short version or the 
long version?

NATALIE
Give me the haiku.

The waitress delivers their drinks. He picks his up, sips it. 
Considers. Counting syllables on his fingers --

KEVYN
Dropped out of art school... met a 
girl and fucked it up... It’s a 
job, I guess?
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NATALIE
The funny thing is, it actually 
sort of makes sense. You always 
were kind of a fascist.

KEVYN
(laughs)

What about you? 

NATALIE
Oh, you know. A little of this, a 
little of that. Traveling circus, a 
few tech start ups, some light 
bounty hunting. Started a cult, but 
you know how that goes, everybody’s 
got a goddamn opinion...

She drains her glass. Then, at least slightly more serious --

NATALIE (CONT'D)
I’ve moved around a lot, I guess. 
Spent some time out West. LA, then 
further up the coast. What’s the 
saying? Everywhere you go, you’re 
still fucking there...?  

(then)
Better than this shit hole, at 
least... 

She pauses; if he’s looking for more, she’s clearly not ready 
to give it. 

KEVYN
I’m sure it hasn’t been easy. After 
what you went through...

She gives him a warning look. 

KEVYN (CONT'D)
I mean, it’s not like I actually 
know what you went through, since 
you refused to talk to me about it. 
But--  

NATALIE
Kevyn... Don’t. Please.

He gives her a resigned look. Then -- 

KEVYN
I was really sorry about your 
friend. Vanessa. 
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NATALIE
Van. 

(then, a sad smile)
She fucking hated Vanessa. 

KEVYN
I was actually one of the first 
officers on the scene. After 
she...you know...

NATALIE
(deadpan)

Threw herself in front of the 
Northeast Corridor Express?

He meets her gaze. 

KEVYN
(gently)

She must have been in a lot of pain 
to do something like that. 

Natalie gives a short, humorless laugh. 

KEVYN (CONT'D)
I see it all the time, Nat. 
Everyday. The scars people carry 
around with them. I get it.

NATALIE
(shaking her head)

No. Scars mean that something’s 
healed. What happened to us? What 
we live with? It’s a fucking 
cancer. 

She catches herself, as though she’s said too much. She 
stands, giving him a tight smile. 

NATALIE (CONT'D)
I’m sorry. Would you excuse me for 
a moment?  

INT. RESTAURANT - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Natalie, turns on the faucet, lets the water run. Taking a 
deep, steadying breath as she gazes INTO THE MIRROR. Willing 
her emotions -- her anger -- back to wherever it is that 
she’s been keeping them...

MATCH TO:
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EXT. CABIN - WILDERNESS - PRE-DAWN (1995)

Natalie, silhouetted by the first strains of light; backpack 
in hand, rifle slung over her back with a makeshift strap. 
ANGLE ON TRAVIS, sleeping on the ground near the dying embers 
of a campfire. He opens his eyes to see Natalie standing over 
him. As she nods her head. C’mon. Let’s go...

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

On Natalie, as she makes her way back to their table. He 
gives her a questioning look as she slides into her seat.

KEVYN
Natalie, I’m sorry if--

NATALIE
It’s fine. 

Then, raising an eyebrow -- 

NATALIE (CONT'D)
Remember that time we broke into 
the school ‘cause you thought you 
could make a bong out of the stuff 
in the chem lab?

He gives her a knowing look. Got it... some things are off 
limits. Smiling --

KEVYN
Uh, yeah. I could have, too, if 
that security guard hadn’t caught 
us...

The waitress comes back over, pad and pen at the ready.

WAITRESS
You two ready to order?

As Natalie smiles at Kevyn, then nods, CUT TO-- 

EXT. BAR - NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

Natalie and Kevyn sharing a JOINT in an alley behind the bar. 
Like old times. Both enjoying the buzz of alcohol and the 
electric undercurrent of indiscretion. 

He takes a drag, then holds it out. Their hands lingering, 
just for a moment, as she takes it back. 
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KEVYN
So, are you in town for a little 
while? Or... 

NATALIE
I’m not sure yet. I have some 
things I’m trying to... figure out.

She takes a drag. Passes it. He looks at her. A beat.

KEVYN
Is it weird that nothing ever 
happened between us? Back when we 
were kids?  

Natalie looks at him. 

NATALIE
I don’t know. I guess I never 
really thought about it.

KEVYN
Ouch. 

(off her look)
Natalie. I was like, totally, 
utterly in love with you.

She looks at him, surprised.

KEVYN (CONT'D)
C’mon, you had to know...

NATALIE
(shakes her head)

Why didn’t you ever do anything 
about it? 

KEVYN
I don’t know. I think I was just 
scared of fucking it all up. Losing 
the friendship.   

A beat. She turns and plucks the joint from his lips. 
Stepping close.

NATALIE
Then I guess it’s a good thing 
we’re not really friends anymore... 

As he goes in for the KISS --
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INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT (PRESENT DAY)

The door BANGS open as Natalie and Kevyn stumble inside, 
kissing -- all searching hands and hungry mouths. Like 
teenagers in the dark. Basically: It. Is. On.  

The door SLAMS behind them as Natalie kicks it shut. 
Enthusiastically undressing each other as they tumble towards 
the bed. Kevyn slowly kisses a path down Natalie’s neck... 
chest...belly...before she yanks him back to his feet and 
pulls him down onto the bed on top of her.   

They both gasp as he enters her. 

KEVYN
I can’t believe this is happening. 

So earnest it’s endearing. And yet... a troubled look crosses 
Natalie’s face. Just for a moment. Then it passes, as, with 
jujitsu proficiency, Natalie rolls him over so she’s on top.  

NATALIE
Any requests? I wanna make sure 
it’s a good as you imagined...

But he just shakes his head, letting out a low groan. Looking 
up at her -- reaching up, touching her face.

KEVYN
You’re just as beautiful as I 
remember. 

A melancholy smile plays on her lips. Then Natalie closes her 
eyes, letting the moment take her. 

ANGLE ON HER BACK, arching, in the hazy incandescent light 
filtering through the curtains from the parking lot outside. 
Just allowing us to make out -- a SCAR on Natalie’s left 
shoulder...  

It’s clumsy and rough, as though carved into her skin under 
duress. A circle, intersected by a curve, and a cross. Off 
the now-familiar SYMBOL...

EXT. WILDERNESS - DAWN (1995)

Dawn breaks violet through the sentinel trees as Natalie and 
Travis set off on their very first hunt...  
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INT. MOTEL ROOM - MORNING (PRESENT DAY)

Morning sun filters through the curtains in the cheap motel 
room. ON NATALIE, tangled up in the sheets, asleep. 

Kevyn rolls over and lightly kisses her shoulder before 
disappearing, naked, into the bathroom. As the we hear the 
sound of a SHOWER -- Natalie opens her eyes. 

Not sleeping after all...

She sits up and, looking over her shoulder at the bathroom 
door, quietly moves to KEVYN’S PANTS, discarded on the floor. 
Fishing out his CELL PHONE...

Working quickly -- with practiced dexterity -- she removes 
the SIM CARD from his phone. Then pulls a SMALL BLACK GADGET 
from her BAG and slips the SIM CARD into a slot on the side. 
A CLONING DEVICE.  

FOUR YELLOW LIGHTS start to glow, one by one. Natalie glances 
at the door again as, behind it, the SHOWER TURNS OFF. 
Finally --   

All four lights blink green. COPY COMPLETE. Natalie removes 
the original SIM card and pops it back into his cell, burying 
the cloner deep in her bag. Then returns the phone to his 
pocket and climbs back into bed, just as -- Kevyn walks in, a 
towel wrapped around his waist.

KEVYN
Did I wake you?

She shakes her head, stretches. As he pulls on his pants --

KEVYN (CONT'D)
I’ve gotta get to work, but - can I 
call you later?

NATALIE
I’d like that.

She watches him dress. Noticing her gaze --

KEVYN
What?

NATALIE
(shaking her head)

Nothing. You just... kind of remind 
me of someone I used to know. 
That’s all.
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KEVYN
That a good thing?

Natalie smiles, but doesn’t answer. As we’re left wondering 
if everything about last night was pure manipulation... 

EXT. WILDERNESS - MORNING (1995)

Natalie struggles to keep up with Travis, hiking like he’s on 
a mission.

NATALIE
Travis. Slow down...

He ignores her. 

NATALIE (CONT'D)
Coach said we should be looking for 
tracks. And scratches on the trees, 
like antler marks or whatever... 

But it’s like he can’t even hear her. Head down, taking long, 
loping strides. As Natalie rolls her eyes, no choice but to 
follow him or go it alone... 

INT. MOTEL ROOM - MORNING (PRESENT DAY)

Natalie -- alone now -- removes the cloned SIM CARD and 
slides it into a brand new phone. She powers it on, opens the 
MESSAGING APP. Scrolling through the most recent TEXTS -- 
between Kevyn and his partner:

-- I’m running late. Cover for me? 
-- I take it “catching up” went well?
-- Don’t wanna jinx it. But yeah, you could say that.
-- Mazel. Now get your ass in here. Bring real coffee.

Then, coming in a few minutes later: 

-- Oh, the tox came in on that jumper. She was outer 
orbit high. Shocker. Can you amend the report?

An attachment pops up in the text thread: “TOXICOLOGY REPORT - 
VANESSA EIKEN.” Natalie TAPS to open the file, scanning the 
contents -- then clicks to forward it, though we don’t know 
to whom. 

As Natalie types in a cell number and hits SEND...
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EXT. WILDERNESS - DAY (1995)

ON NATALIE, frustrated, sweating. Travis is several yards 
ahead. Then -- Natalie spots a piece of METAL glinting 
overhead. A piece of PLANE DEBRIS, caught high in the 
branches of a towering tree.  

She frowns. Coming into a clearing --

NATALIE
Are you fucking serious?

She looks at the WRECKAGE OF THE PLANE’S CABIN in disbelief. 

NATALIE (CONT'D)
You brought us back here?

TRAVIS
Looks that way.

NATALIE
Why?

Travis approaches a hulk of the plane. Finding -- a scrap of 
metal paneling, with a wide, flat end. Prying it loose --   

TRAVIS
Doesn’t concern you.

Natalie glares at him. At the end of her rope... 

NATALIE
Jesus fucking Christ. I know you’re 
messed up right now, but that 
doesn’t give you a free pass to be 
this big a dick all the time. We’re 
supposed to be a team.

He snorts a laugh, condescending and cruel. 

TRAVIS
Yeah, right. A team. 

(then)
Do you even know why people call me 
Flex?

She stops, shakes her head. He turns and walks away, unable 
to maintain eye contact. His face reddening with anger. 

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
In seventh grade I had to get 
surgery on my back. I had like, 
spinal fusion or something, I don’t 
know. It sucked. 

(MORE)
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Then when I got back to school, 
Randy Walsh saw the scar in the 
locker room and told everyone I had 
one of my ribs removed. So I’d be 
flexible enough to, you know...

(mumbling)
 ...Suck my own dick. 

Natalie almost lets out a laugh. In fairness, it’s... kind of 
funny. Cruel and shitty, but ridiculous. But then something 
stops her cold. As she realizes what Travis is up to --  

-- as he plunges the metal scrap in the dirt, a makeshift 
SHOVEL -- the exact spot where they buried his Dad -- 

NATALIE
(horrified)

Oh my god. What are you doing?

She drops the rifle, closing the distance between them. 
Grabbing for the “shovel” --

NATALIE (CONT'D)
Are you fucking psycho?

He wrenches it back, shoving her in the process. She lands on 
her ass. He goes back to digging. Gritting her teeth, 
launching herself at his legs in a full tackle --

NATALIE (CONT'D)
Travis, stop!

They both go down, grappling in the resulting scuffle. 
Despite her disadvantage in size, Natalie ends up on top, 
pinning him. If only for a moment, before he shoves her off. 
Finally, panting -- 

TRAVIS
There’s a ring, okay? I didn’t 
think about it when we, you know. 
Buried him. But it was my great-
grandfather’s. It’s an ugly piece 
of shit, but it’s probably worth a 
lot of money.

Natalie watches as he stands and heads back to the grave.

NATALIE
It’s gonna be bad...

But Travis just ignores her. And this time she doesn’t stop 
him. As he picks up the “shovel” and digs in...

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
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EXT. WILDERNESS - CRASH SITE - DAY (1995)

ON TRAVIS, now several feet down, exhausted and filthy. When -
- SQUELCH. There’s an unmistakable sound as his shovel hits 
something soft and wet. 

NATALIE
(almost a whisper)

Shit...

She looks nervously at Travis, who drops to his knees. Using 
his hands to reveal a chest...neck...face. 

TRAVIS
Oh god, oh god, oh fuck...

Travis drops the shovel and jumps out of the hole. Doubles 
over, RETCHING.

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
I-- I can’t.

(heaving again)
Fuck. Fuck. I can’t do it. 

Collapsing to his knees --

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
I can’t do it.

NATALIE
So don’t. Jesus, it’s just a ring. 
Let it go. 

TRAVIS
I can’t! 

Travis turns to her, his face naked with a mix of hurt and 
grief and humiliation. Choking back tears --

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
You don’t fucking get it. I have to 
bring back something. I have to.

NATALIE
(realizing)

For Cody...

He nods, miserable. On NATALIE, as she takes him in, the 
grimness of the task ahead. Then reluctantly, she looks down 
at Coach’s partially exposed face:

Bloated and discolored, a ghoulish purple-black... lips 
curled up in a permanent sneer, eyes wide and staring into 
the void. 
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It takes a moment to realize they’re not ‘open’ at all; the 
lid and partial socket have already been eaten away by the 
MAGGOTS, squirming in his nostrils and mouth...  

Natalie presses her lips tight. Holding it together. Once 
she’s sure she isn’t going to puke -- 

NATALIE (CONT'D)
Which hand?

Travis furiously swipes away angry tears.

TRAVIS
R-R-Right.

Natalie kneels with grim determination. Gently unearthing a 
HAND bearing a GOLD INSIGNIA RING. Only -- when she tries to 
take the ring off, she finds it stuck tight. She TUGS, but 
the finger’s too bloated...

Finally, seeing no other choice, Natalie pulls a HUNTING 
KNIFE from her pocket. As she flicks it open, steeling 
herself... Lowering the blade with a grimace... 

EXT. WILDERNESS - CRASH SITE - LATER (1995) 

Natalie and Travis sit a few yards from the freshly filled-in 
GRAVE. Travis silently turns the RING over in his hand. 
Natalie opens her BACKPACK, finding an secret inner ZIPPER 
COMPARTMENT. 

She pulls out an old, bent JOINT and a LIGHTER. Fires it up 
and takes a deep drag before passing it to Travis. He 
inhales, coughs. A long beat. Finally --  

NATALIE
So. Can you suck your own dick? 

He gives her a look. Finally -- 

TRAVIS
I wish. 

They both crack a smile. Another quiet beat. 

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
He was such a shit dad. He didn’t 
even fucking like me.

(then)
Why do I feel like this?

Natalie looks at him. Sees the tear run down his cheek.
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NATALIE
Doesn’t matter how shitty they are. 
You still miss them when they’re 
gone.

Travis nods. Realizing, perhaps, that she’s speaking from 
experience. As Natalie takes another drag -- 

EXT. MALL PARKING LOT - DAY (PRESENT DAY) 

A Porsche WHIPS through the parking lot of one of New 
Jersey’s many ABANDONED MALLS. Pulling in, at the far end of 
the lot, next to a familiar BEIGE MINIVAN. 

INSIDE THE PORSCHE --

A beat as NATALIE glances at the surroundings in her mirrors -
- basically deserted. Satisfied, she climbs out of her car, 
and jumps into the passenger seat of the van -- 

INT. MINIVAN - CONTINUOUS (PRESENT DAY)

REVEAL SHAUNA in the driver’s seat. 

NATALIE
Hey.

SHAUNA
(impatient)

Hey.

A beat as Natalie looks at Shauna. It’s been a while. 

NATALIE
You look good.

SHAUNA
(sarcastic as hell)

Thanks, I just started using a new 
shampoo. Jesus, Nat, you disappear 
for years, you just sent me our 
friend’s autopsy report, and now 
you wanna chit chat? 

NATALIE
Small talk really is a lost art...

SHAUNA
Where did you get it? 

NATALIE
I have my sources. 
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SHAUNA
What, are you fucking a cop or 
something?

Natalie doesn’t dignify that with a response. Shauna gives 
her a soul-penetrating stare.

SHAUNA (CONT'D)
Oh my god, are you? Natalie--

NATALIE
Did you read it?

(off Shauna’s nod)
Van called me while I was in rehab. 
The week before she died. She said 
she thought that someone was 
following her. That they’d been in 
her house... 

Shauna sighs. But there’s something in her expression -- 

NATALIE (CONT'D)
(realizing)

She called you, too. Didn’t she?

Shauna doesn’t say yes. But she doesn’t say no, either.

NATALIE (CONT'D)
...But I guess I’m the only one who 
believed her. Shauna, she had 
enough Fentanyl in her system to 
kill a fucking horse.

SHAUNA
Yeah, and? She was having a hard 
time, Nat. A really hard time. Like 
we all do, but- well, worse, 
obviously. What I’m saying is, it 
fits. You’re an addict, you should 
understand that... 

Natalie nods, grimly.

NATALIE
Yeah. I am. But Van wasn’t, and I 
think you know it. Open your 
fucking eyes, Shauna. Who has 
access to drugs like that? 

(then)
It’s starting again. Maybe... Maybe 
it never stopped. 
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ON SHAUNA. Suddenly looking -- trapped. The van is parked but 
she’s gripping the steering wheel like they’re about to 
careen off the road. Finally, shaking her head -- 

SHAUNA
I have to go. We’re meeting 
Cassie’s college counselor, and I 
have to pick up Jeff on the way. 
His car’s in the shop. 

NATALIE
What if I can prove it?

SHAUNA
No. I have kids, and a husband, and 
a life. And there isn’t any room in 
it for you, or your insane 
conspiracy theories. So please, 
just get out of my car. 

Natalie starts to protest. 

SHAUNA (CONT'D)
Get out of my fucking car.

Natalie just nods. She opens the door and climbs out. Then, 
turning back --

NATALIE
Just because you’ve told yourself a 
lie so long you believe it, that 
doesn’t make it true.

SHAUNA
That’s beautiful. You should have a 
podcast.

NATALIE
Fuck you.

Shauna gives her a fuck you smile right back. As Natalie 
SLAMS the minivan door --

INT. CABIN - WILDERNESS - LATE AFTERNOON (1995)

Shauna enters the cabin with a bottle of water refilled from 
the lake. She quietly approaches Lottie, sleeping on the bed.

There’s a light sheen of sweat on Lottie’s face. Her eyelids 
flutter as she lets out a low MOAN. In the throes of a bad 
dream, getting worse. Cautiously, Shauna reaches out and 
touches her shoulder. 
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SHAUNA
...Lottie?

Lottie opens her eyes with a start. Stares at Shauna blankly, 
still caught in the no man’s land between waking and sleep. 

SHAUNA (CONT'D)
You were having a bad dream.

LOTTIE
(nodding; shudders)

Yeah.

SHAUNA
What was it?

LOTTIE
I... I don’t remember. But you were 
in it, I think. We all were... 

(then)
I don’t feel good, Shauna.

Shauna looks at Lottie’s flushed cheeks. As she reaches out 
and gently lays the back of her hand against Lottie’s 
forehead --

SHAUNA
You’re burning up... 

INT. MINIVAN - DAY (PRESENT DAY) 

Shauna drives. Her husband JEFF (40’s, thinning hair, a 
little paunch, but otherwise very much the same Jeff Sadecki) 
sits in the passenger seat. 

She gives him an irritated look as he starts scanning through 
various SATELLITE RADIO stations. 

JEFF
What? Were you listening to that?

Shauna just sighs. 

SHAUNA
What’d they say about the car? Is 
it the transmission again?

JEFF
Yeah. They don’t think they can 
have it til Monday, so I’ll need 
the van for this weekend.  

(off her look)
(MORE)
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The convention in A.C. Shauna, I 
told you about this...

SHAUNA
Oh, right. The convention. 

(then)
What’s this one supposedly for?

JEFF
What’s that supposed to mean?

When, Shauna’s CELL vibrates. She glances at the screen. 
UNKNOWN NUMBER. She answers it, grateful for the diversion. 

SHAUNA
Hello?

BETHANNY (O.S.)
Shauna? Shauna Sadecki?

Shauna rolls her eyes, telemarketer... 

SHAUNA
I’m sorry, now’s really not a good 
time...

BETHANNY (O.S.)
Shauna, wait. My name’s Bethanny 
Najarian, I work with Taissa 
Turner.

(then)
Are you still there?

SHAUNA
(non-committal)

Mm hmm. 

BETHANNY (O.S.)
There was an accident. She’s been 
in surgery, but she’s up now and 
asking for you. She also said you 
might not be able to...talk openly.

SHAUNA
That’s true. But I’m sorry, we’re 
just not interested in solar panels 
at the moment... 

JEFF
Shauna, just hang up.

BETHANNY (O.S.)
It’s Riverview Memorial, Suite 392. 

JEFF (CONT'D)
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SHAUNA
(sing-song-y)

Okay. Thank you.

CLICK. She ends the call. Jeff shakes his head.

JEFF
Unbelievable. It’s like you can’t 
escape from these people anymore...

Off Shauna, unreadable...

INT. CABIN - WILDERNESS - LATE AFTERNOON (1995)

Shauna helps Lottie take a sip of water. Lottie shivers in 
spite of the heat. Looking at Shauna fearfully -- 

LOTTIE
Shauna, am I going to die?

Shauna shakes her head vigorously. With as much authority as 
she can muster --

SHAUNA
No. You’re going to be fine, Lot. 

(then)
We’re all going to be totally fine.

Off Shauna, clearly aware that believing and wanting to 
believe aren’t really the same thing...

INT. HOSPITAL - LATER (PRESENT DAY) 

ON TAISSA in bed. Bethanny paces nearby. Wheels turning --

BETHANNY
Okay. This doesn’t have to kill us. 
I mean, at this point, what even 
counts as a scandal anymore? 

(then)
Maybe there’s a sympathy angle to 
play here -- opioid crisis hits 
home, something like that-- 

TAISSA
Seriously? You’re worried about 
spin? Bethanny, they’re talking 
vehicular manslaughter. I could go 
to jail. People are dead.

Then, more quietly -- as the reality finally hits home --
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TAISSA (CONT'D)
(a whisper)

...People are dead.

Bethanny gives her a long look. Utterly devoid of sympathy.

BETHANNY
Yeah, Ty. People are fucking dead. 

(then; cold)
I’ll call our friend in Philly. See 
if he can help clean up this mess.

Bethanny shakes her head, grabbing her jacket and purse. 
Taissa starts to say something, but -- 

SHAUNA
Ty...?

They both look up to see Shauna standing in the doorway. 

TAISSA
Did anyone see you? 

SHAUNA
I- I don’t think so. But it’s a
hospital. You had to know that was
a possibility...

(taking her in)
Jesus, Ty. What happened?

Taissa pauses, glances at Bethanny. She refuses to meet 
Taissa’s eye -- instead giving Shauna a hard look.

BETHANNY
I was just leaving.

Once she’s gone -- 

SHAUNA
She seemed nicer on the phone.

TAISSA
She’s having a bad day. 

(then)
She doesn’t believe me. None of 
them do. The cops, the doctors... 
That’s why I had to talk to you. 

Taissa glances around, the picture of paranoia. Her voice 
drops lower, almost to a whisper.
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TAISSA (CONT'D)
They ran bloodwork. I tested 
positive for painkillers, heavy 
duty shit. Meanwhile, I’ve never 
smoked so much as a fucking joint 
in my life. I know it sounds crazy, 
but something’s really wrong here, 
Shauna. Somebody drugged me. I 
think... I think someone was trying 
to kill me. 

On Shauna, her blood running cold.

SHAUNA
Have you talked to Natalie?

TAISSA
(shaking her head; 
confused)

No, you’re the only one. Why? 

SHAUNA
Shit. Shit. I think-- Ty, I’m 
sorry. I have to go. 

As Shauna heads for the door, deeply shaken... 

PRE-LAP: FIONA APPLE’S “CRIMINAL” as we -- 

EXT. HOUSE - CUL DE SAC - DAY (PRESENT DAY)

Find NATALIE jogging down a quiet street, hood up. The music 
TINNY in her earbuds. There’s an easy grace to her stride -- 
the echoes of a true athlete.  

She checks the time on her phone, then eyes a modest RANCH 
HOUSE up ahead. Scanning its DRIVEWAY. Empty. 

Casually, she cuts a right, heading through the side yard 
towards the BACK DOOR. She pulls out the earbuds and glances 
around to make sure no one’s watching -- then slips a SMALL 
KIT from her pocket and begins to pick the lock.   

After a moment, the deadbolt gives with a distinctive slide-
click. As Natalie turns the knob and lets herself inside...

EXT. WILDERNESS - LATE AFTERNOON (1995)

Lengthening shadows give the woods a storybook quality as 
Natalie and Travis make their way back towards camp. 
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They walk side by side in a comfortable silence. Travis 
carries the rifle, now slung over his back. Sound of GURGLING 
WATER as they approach a CREEK. 

NATALIE
I don’t think we came this way.

Travis frowns, checks the direction of the setting sun. 
They’re still heading north, like they should be...

TRAVIS
Whoa. Cool...

He points to a small FALLS, where the water appears to be 
emanating from some underground source. The rushing water a 
DEEP, RUSTY CRIMSON from iron deposits in the stone. 

ON NATALIE, as she takes it in. Her growing sense of unease 
in this savage and beautiful place. When --   

NATALIE
Shhh. 

Natalie stops dead in her tracks -- putting a warning hand on 
Travis’s arm. There, up ahead through the trees:

REVEAL -- A MASSIVE BLACK WOLF standing over a ten-point 
BUCK. Muzzle buried in its soft middle -- ripping and 
tearing. Feeding. 

A moment of stunned recognition flashes across Natalie’s 
face. It doesn’t just look similar to the wolf in her dream; 
it’s identical. Slowly, Travis pulls the rifle from his back. 
Then wordlessly, he HANDS IT TO NATALIE. As --

Suddenly, the wolf looks up. Catching their scent. It GROWLS 
and takes a threatening step towards them. Then, as it 
SNARLS, bearing BLOODY TEETH -- 

BANG. Natalie fires the rifle in the air. The wolf stops -- 
then bolts into the brush.

TRAVIS
What’d you do that for?

But Natalie just nods towards the downed BUCK. Tentatively, 
they approach the wolves’ fresh kill. Entrails trailing from 
deep tears in its belly. Maybe fresher than we thought... 

TRAVIS (CONT'D)
Fuck...
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ANGLE ON THE BUCK as it lets out a low, agonized GROAN. It 
struggles weakly, raising its head. Panting. One glassy black 
eye trained on them in terrified anguish.   

Natalie takes a deep breath, knowing what she has to do. As 
she trains the rifle on the center of its forehead, steeling 
herself, FLASH TO --

NATALIE’S FATHER, silhouetted by the doorway, in the bedroom 
from the dream. Reaching towards us, his lips moving, his 
features distorted with drunken fury. When --  

BOOM.

The upper part of his skull explodes in front of us as its 
hit with a SHOTGUN BLAST. He stays on his feet for a 
miraculous moment before collapsing to the floor. REVEALING:

The dark-haired girl -- what we now understand is a YOUNG 
NATALIE -- standing behind him, holding the smoking gun. As 
she numbly drops the SHOTGUN to the floor...   

BACK TO NATALIE, in the wilderness, as she PULLS THE TRIGGER. 
Off her face, red with a fine spray of the buck’s blood...

INT. HOUSE - HALLWAY (PRESENT DAY)

Find Natalie moving stealthily down a hallway in the mystery 
house. When, suddenly --

VOICE (O.S.)
Hello? Hello?

Natalie freezes. 

VOICE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Hells bells! My dogs are barking!

What the fuck? Cautiously, Natalie pushes open the door at 
the end of the hallway...

INT. HOUSE - BEDROOM (PRESENT DAY)

...To see a BLACK PALM COCKATOO perched in a cage in the 
corner of the bedroom. Natalie walks over to it. Peering 
through the bars.   

COCKATOO
Hello! I love you, Mommy!

The bird ruffles its feathers with its beak. As Natalie 
shakes her head --
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NATALIE
Jesus Christ, Misty. You fucking 
weirdo...

CUT TO:

INT. HOUSE - BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS (PRESENT DAY)

Natalie opening a medicine cabinet above the sink. JACKPOT. 

There, amongst the usual toiletries -- ointments and creams, 
razor and floss -- REVEAL a neat row of SMALL GLASS BOTTLES 
labeled: FENTANYL CITRATE, INJ. USP. One of them 
conspicuously close to EMPTY...

Natalie takes out her phone and snaps a pic, shooting it off 
as a TEXT, when -- there’s a DEEP, MUTED RUMBLE from 
elsewhere in the house. The GARAGE DOOR. Off Natalie, shit...

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS (PRESENT DAY)

MISTY QUIGLEY bustles into the house in her NURSE’S SCRUBS, 
looking harried. We follow her down the hallway and into --

THE BEDROOM, where she swipes her forgotten NURSE ID LANYARD 
off the top of a dresser.  

COCKATOO
Hello, Mommy! Hello, Mommy!

She glances at the squawking bird, clearly not in the mood.

MISTY
Mommy is going to be late for her 
shift today. 

Heading back for door. When --

COCKATOO
I love you, Misty!

(then)
You fucking weirdo!

Misty stops cold. Well, that’s not right. She cocks her head, 
scanning the room. Her hackles suddenly way up. Slowly, she 
walks back to the dresser. As she opens the top drawer...
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INT. HOUSE - CLOSET - CONTINUOUS (PRESENT DAY)

ON NATALIE, standing perfectly still amongst racks of 
cardigans, khakis and kitten scrubs. Inside Misty’s BEDROOM 
CLOSET. Trying not to move. Trying not to breathe. 

As Natalie watches from the darkness -- Misty’s shadow moving 
past, seen through the crack beneath the closet door...

EXT. CABIN - WILDERNESS - DUSK (1995)

BLACK SMOKE rises above the glow of a CAMPFIRE. The rest of 
the TEAM looks up, relieved then astonished, as -- 

NATALIE emerges from the tree line, her face STREAKED WITH 
BLOOD. Travis a step behind. An improvised CARRY POLE between 
them with the butchered HAUNCH of the buck tied to it. 
Triumphantly, they drop their prize.  

OFF Natalie, the victorious HUNTRESS returned...

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT./INT. CABIN - WILDERNESS - NIGHT (1995)

Hours later, the fire now just glowing embers. Illuminating 
the remains of the night’s FEAST. Then, MOVING toward the 
cabin in the eerie stillness, where --

INSIDE, WE FIND: 

Girls, bellies full, curled up with sweatshirts and blankets. 
Sleeping in clusters, like a fucked up slumber party. For a 
moment, we listen to them breathing. When -- CREAK... 

ON SHAUNA, asleep on the floor near the bed. Shauna stirs 
awake, opening her eyes, as -- CREAK. There’s a scraping 
groan of wood. Coming from OVERHEAD.

Shauna sits up, groggy. Glances at the bed, only to find -- 
IT’S EMPTY. 

SHAUNA
...Lottie? 

She scans the room, but Lottie’s nowhere to be seen. CREAK... 
Shauna looks up at the wooden beams. Now spotting -- an ATTIC 
HATCH DOOR hanging OPEN in the corner of the ceiling. A set 
of hanging WOODEN STAIRS ascending to the darkness above. As 
she stands, walking towards them --
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JACKIE
(whispering)

Shauna. What are you doing? 

A few of the other girls are stirring now as well. CREAK... 

SHAUNA
I think there’s something up there. 

As she and Jackie exchange an anxious look... 

INT. ATTIC - HUNTING CABIN - NIGHT (1995)

ON SHAUNA, her face lit by an old CAMPING LANTERN, as she 
peeks her head into a cramped, shadowy space.

SHAUNA
Hello...? Lottie...?

Shauna peers into the darkness; the lantern’s weak light 
illuminating only a few feet ahead of her. She inches 
forward. Then lets out a blood-curdling SCREAM... 

REVEAL -- THE DEAD BODY, propped up in a chair at the 
furthest reaches of the space: papery, yellow mummified skin, 
making the contours of the skull plain beneath. Mouth twisted 
in a silent scream. 

JACKIE (O.S.)
Oh my god. Shauna! What is it?

Shauna takes a deep breath. Collecting herself.

SHAUNA
I think I found the guy who owns 
this cabin... 

Unhappy murmurs below. Then footsteps as Jackie peers up 
through the trap door.

JACKIE
Is he gross? 

SHAUNA
No, he’s actually super hot. 

She shifts the lantern. SEE NOW, below the body -- the 
SYMBOL: scratched into the floor. And the walls.  

CREAK... The floorboards shift behind them. Shauna whirls, 
heart catching, to SEE --
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LOTTIE, sitting at the opposite end of attic. Cross-legged 
and erect. Her cheeks BURNING with fever. Eyes rolled back in 
her head, exposing only the whites.   

SHAUNA (CONT'D)
Lottie?

Slowly, Lottie turns her head toward the sound of Shauna’s 
voice. Her own voice low, guttural. 

LOTTIE
He thought he could hide. But 
there’s no hiding here.  

SHAUNA
Lottie, stop. You’re sick, you need 
to get back in bed...

Lottie’s mouth quirks up in an approximation of a smile. Or 
maybe it’s a grimace.

LOTTIE
We’re not alone, you know. 

(then)
It doesn’t want to hurt us...

An alarming, unspoken but at the end of that sentence. Off 
Lottie, and this frightening, feverish intuition... 

CUT TO:

INT. SHAUNA’S MINIVAN - DAY (PRESENT DAY) 

Shauna, drumming her fingers on the wheel as she drives down 
a familiar street. Tensing her jaw as she spots NATALIE’S 
PORSCHE out the passenger window, parked at the curb. 

Then, a few blocks later -- MISTY’S HOUSE. Shauna pulls over. 
Clocks the empty DRIVEWAY. Good...

Shauna takes her CELL PHONE from its little plastic air vent 
holder. ON THE SCREEN: the snapshot of Misty’s secret 
FENTANYL STASH. Shauna dials the sender’s number. Straight to 
voicemail. 

SHAUNA
(eyeing the house)

Goddamnit, Natalie...

Shaking her head, Shauna grabs her PURSE from the passenger 
seat. Unsnaps it, REVEALING -- a PISTOL. 
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She takes off the safety and chambers a round, before 
replacing the gun amongst the chapsticks and crumpled 
receipts.   

CUT TO:

EXT. MISTY’S HOUSE - DAY (PRESENT DAY)

Shauna stands at the front door, chewing her lip. She glances 
down at the MAT beneath her feet -- the word “Welcome!” 
(Spelled out in CAT TAILS). Taps gently on the door. 

SHAUNA
Nat?

(then, another tap)
Natalie...?

The door swings open. MISTY gives Shauna a quizzical look.

MISTY
Well isn’t this an unexpected 
surprise...Shauna? Shauna Shipman? 

On Shauna, caught completely and utterly off guard. 

SHAUNA
Misty. Hi!

A beat as Misty waits for an explanation. 

SHAUNA (CONT'D)
I was... well, gosh, I was just in 
the neighborhood, and... I, uh-- 

But she’s cut off when -- Misty throws her arms around Shauna 
in an enthusiastic HUG. 

MISTY
I can’t believe it’s really you. 
It’s been ages. Please, come in. 
Come in!

SHAUNA
Oh. I really shouldn’t impose... 

Shauna hesitates. Then, with no decent excuse to refuse the 
offer -- after all, she’s the one who just showed up on 
Misty’s doorstep -- Shauna nods. As she follows Misty 
inside... Misty closing the door behind them...

MISTY
I’m just so glad you’re here. 
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WE PUSH PAST THE TWO WOMEN, moving further into Misty’s 
house. Turning the corner to the living room to REVEAL -- 

Total chaos. Overturned furniture, shards of broken glass 
from a SMASHED MIRROR. Like someone -- two someones -- 
recently had a knock down, drag out BRAWL.

Off Misty, as she gives Shauna that wide, welcoming grin...

END EPISODE.

67.


