
INT. JACKSON HOUSEHOLD - EVENING

It’s 1979. BRENDA Jackson stands in the kitchen, stirring a 
pot of collard greens. Twenty-five years old and dressed in a 
minidress and platform sandals, she is a gorgeous 
revolutionary looking Black woman. 

Four-year old MIA, sits at the kitchen table drawing on a 
piece of paper. Her hair in beaded cornrows she wears dolphin 
shorts, a Jackson Five concert t-shirt & fluffy slippers. 
Mia’s dad, TILL Jackson, 35, the epitome of a strong Black 
man, enters the kitchen carrying a small hand held briefcase. 
He’s rushing and seems jittery.

TILL
Hey, how my girls doing?

He kisses Mia on the forehead.

MIA 
Daddy!

She turns and gives him a hug. He heads over to the stove to 
give Brenda a kiss.

BRENDA
Till, you’re late. I was worried. 
What happened?

TILL
Oh, nothing. Got caught at the 
office. This project is more than I 
expected.

BRENDA
Uh, okay...well take Mia and go 
wash your hands. Dinner is ready.

TILL 
Yes, ma'am!

Till gives Brenda’s butt a quick squeeze. She giggles 
uncontrollably. Mia jumps out of the chair. He scoops her up 
in his arms.

TILL (CONT’D)
Who’s Daddy’s Lil’ Foxy Lady?

MIA 
I am!

He tickles her as they head out the kitchen.
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EXT. TILL’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

As they reach Till’s office, he puts Mia down.

TILL
Give Daddy a second, baby.

MIA 
Okay.

Mia waits patiently at the open doorway and watches as Till 
enters the office, pulls a red notebook from his briefcase. 

He turns to what appears to be a wall of books, pushes in a 
volume and the entire wall slides away revealing a hidden 
safe. Till quickly places the red notebook in the safe. Mia 
is visibly surprised by the moving wall.

BRENDA (O.S.) 
Dinner’s ready!

TILL 
Coming, baby!

Till pushes a button and the wall of books slides back in 
place. He turns and heads towards Mia whose mouth is agape. 
Till bends down to her eye level.

TILL (CONT’D)
Shh... that’s our little secret 
okay, Foxy Lady?

MIA (WHISPERS)
Okay Daddy.

TILL
Now let’s go wash them hands ‘fore 
yo mama comes looking for us.

They walk out the office and up the stairs.

INT. JACKSON DINING ROOM - LATER

Brenda stands and begins to clear the dessert plates from the 
table. Till rests back in his chair looking very satisfied. 
Mia's eyes are droopy.

BRENDA 
(whispers)

Somebody’s sleepy... 
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BRENDA (CONT’D)
Why don’t you take her up to bed 
and I’ll finish cleaning up.

TILL
Naw, that’s okay baby. Why don’t 
you let me take care of these 
dishes. You just go 'head and get 
yourself together. 

Brenda giggles at the implication and picks up Mia.

BRENDA 
You so bad!

Till growls at Brenda as she scurries out the room. After 
carrying the plates into the kitchen, he shuts off the light. 

Till walks into the living room, discreetly pushes back the 
curtains and peers out suspiciously into the darkness. He 
double checks the window and door locks, turns out the light 
and heads upstairs.

INT. JACKSON MASTER BEDROOM - LATER

The alarm clock reads 12:04am. Till and Brenda are asleep in 
a postcoital position. A tinkling sound of breaking glass 
wakes Till; he reaches over to the night stand and grabs a 
large revolver. Brenda finally wakes groggy.

BRENDA  (CONT’D)
What’s going on?

He motions to Brenda to be quiet and wait as he slips out of 
the room with the gun. Brenda sits up in bed completely awake 
and looking around nervously. Moments later we hear a loud 
scuffle and a single gunshot.

BRENDA  (CONT’D)
Oh my God!

Brenda springs from the bed. She throws on her floor length 
silk leopard housecoat over her nude body and runs out the 
bedroom.

INT. MIA’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Mia is sitting up in her bed clinging to her yellow blanket 
on the verge of tears when Brenda rushes in and muffles her 
sobs.
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BRENDA  (CONT’D)
(whispers)

Shh, it’s gonna be okay. Don’t cry, 
Mommy’s sweet pea ain’t gonna’ cry.

Brenda scoops Mia and her blanket up out the bed and heads 
over to the closest. She nestles Mia in the back corner of 
the closet. They whisper.

MIA 
Mommy, I’m scared.

BRENDA
Don’t be scared, baby. Mommy needs 
you to be a big girl right now, 
okay?

MIA 
Okay, Mommy.

BRENDA
Good. Now stay here. Don’t make any 
noise. And no matter what, don't 
come out until I call. Got it?

Mia nods emphatically as Brenda kisses her on the forehead 
and slowly closes the door. Mia remains alert and sitting up 
in the darkness.

BRENDA (O.S.)  (CONT’D)
(screams hysterically)
Till!!

There’s the sound of vases breaking and several gunshots.

Mia rushes out the closet crying and screaming, runs to the 
top of the stairs and peers through the banister at the back 
of MASKED INTRUDER #1 standing over Brenda’s slumped body.

MIA 
Mommy! Mommy!

MASKED INTRUDER #1 looks up at Mia and then out the window at 
the sound of approaching police sirens. Masked Intruder #1 
starts up the stairs towards Mia as MASKED INTRUDER #2 rushes 
out of Till’s office holding the red notebook.

MASKED INTRUDER #2 
Yo man, the pigs is coming. We 
gotta go.

Masked Intruder #1 pauses and looks back. Mia cries harder.
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MASKED INTRUDER #1 
What about the kid?

The sound of the sirens increase. The next door neighbor’s 
house lights turn on.

MASKED INTRUDER #2 
Forget about her, we gots to go!!!

Masked Intruder #2 breaks for the front door, jumping over 
lifeless Brenda’s body. Masked Intruder #1 comes down the 
stairs and pauses to snatch a photo of Mia off the wall, then 
runs out past Brenda and Till’s bodies. The piercing sound of 
Mia’s cries linger.

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. CLUB REMIX - NIGHT

PRESENT DAY. Mia, now 31 years-old and known as JAGUAR 
JACKSON, moves through the trendy NYC nightclub towards the 
velvet roped VIP section like a video vixen on the make. 

With a colorful drink in hand and clutch in tow, she 
intermittently pulls her right earring towards her mouth. To 
an outsider it’s a sexy ‘come-hither’ move, but really her 
hidden mic isn’t working properly. Like a ventriloquist, she 
whispers without moving her lips.

JAGUAR 
(tersely)

Poonie! Poonie! Poonie, can you 
hear me?!?

There’s the sound of static.

JAGUAR  (CONT’D)
(mumbles)

Dammit Poonie...

INT. GETAWAY VAN - SAME

Jaguar’s assistant/ office techie/ Guy Friday, POONIE, 29, 
Latino, sits in the back of a beat-up VW van. All the seats 
are removed and there’s a make-shift surveillance equipment 
board set up. 

Instead of all monitors being focused on the club, one is on 
Ebay where Poonie feverishly tries to win a last second bid 
on a Sony PSP Player.

The sound of crackling and Jaguar’s voice fades in and out as 
he celebrates his win. Realizing Jaguar is calling his name, 
Poonie hurriedly picks up the headphones and puts it on.
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POONIE 
What? What? I’m here.

INT. CLUB REMIX - SAM

Jaguar rolls her eyes at Poonie’s response.

JAGUAR
Tell me again what I pay you for?

POONIE (O.S.)
Um, ‘cause I be bringing sexy back?

JAGUAR 
Justin did that like ten years 
ago... Try bringing work back 
Timber-fake.

Poonie chuckles.

POONIE 
That’s cold, Mia!

JAGUAR
Poonie, do you want to be dead and 
unemployed?

POONIE 
My bad, Jaguar.

JAGUAR
That’s what I thought. I’m coming 
up on VIP. Meet me around back in 
ten minutes?

POONIE 
I’m there!

JAGUAR
Good. I’m going radio silent... And 
Poonie? Stay of eBay!

Jaguar abruptly clicks off the mic and adjusts her boobs as 
she prepares to “negotiate” her way into the VIP section. As 
she steps forward, an intoxicated, CORN BALL steps to her.

CORN BALL
What’s up Ma, you wanna dance?

Jag brushes him off.
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JAGUAR
Uh, okay sure. Stay right here. 
I'll be back in two seconds.

Corn Ball remains waiting expectantly as Jaguar disappears 
into the dance floor. Eventually, she reemerges in a crowd of 
scantily clad women all vying for the attention of 2 BURLY 
BOUNCERS at the VIP entrance. 

Jaguar elbows her way to the front and tries to walk past 
BOUNCER 1 nonchalantly. He stops her, indicates the missing 
access band and redirects her out.

JAGUAR (CONT’D)
(coyly)

Actually, I was already inside. But 
you know, just between us? The neon 
green band isn’t a good look for my 
caramel complexion.

BOUNCER 1 
(sarcastically)

Well hopefully, being on the main 
floor will be a better look.

The crowd of waiting girls snicker. Jaguar sucks her teeth 
and appears to walk away but as soon as the crowd turns away 
she hits a hard right and sneaks behind the bouncers and into 
VIP.

INT. ELEVATED VIP LOUNGE - MOMENTS LATER

Jaguar casually moves through the crowd and positions herself 
to take pictures of CED BETTA, a Diddy-esque rap mogul, who’s 
aggressively kissing and groping a white Sienna Miller-esque 
woman with her mini-camera. 

Behind her, Bouncers 1 and 2 are escorting a fresh group of 
girls into the VIP. BODYGUARD 1 notices Jaguar taking photos. 
He taps BODYGUARD 2 and points at Jaguar. The bodyguards walk 
towards Jaguar.

BODYGUARD 1
Hey! Hey you! No cameras allowed up 
in here!

Realizing she’s been made, Jaguar artfully evades Bodyguard 1 
by pushing an unsuspecting drunk LATINA woman into his path, 
runs down the stairs and heads out to the dance floor. Drunk 
Latina shouts expletives in Spanglish.

LATINA 
Hey! Watch it punta!
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INT. CLUB REMIX - MOMENTS LATER

Occasionally looking over her shoulder, Jaguar rushes towards 
the back door of the club. Just when it seems she’s in the 
clear, the Corn Ball from earlier grabs hold of her upper 
arm.

CORN BALL
Whoa, whoa, slow down Ma. Where you 
running to befo' I get my chance?

Jaguar stops and looks at the hand gripping her arm for an 
extended moment. Then, in a swift self-defense move, she 
proceeds to turn and twists Corn Ball’s arm behind his back.

JAGUAR
Maybe next time you’ll remember 
your mama's advice.

Corn Ball writhes in pain.

CORN BALL 
(winces)

What advice?

JAGUAR
Never put your hands on a lady!

Jaguar shoves him away into the crowd and proceeds to head 
out the door.

EXT. CLUB REMIX - MOMENTS LATER

Jaguar bursts out the door to an empty alley. Aggravated she 
starts towards the main street when Bodyguard 1 and Bodyguard 
2 burst out the door and give chase. Realizing she’s 
outmanned with nowhere to hide, Jaguar prepares to fight. To 
distract them, she holds up the mini spy camera.

JAGUAR  (CONT’D)
Picture?

Jaguar snaps the camera, the flash momentarily blinds both 
men. Before they can regain sight she drop kicks Bodyguard 2 
in the neck and the brawl begins. While it’s a good fight, 
Jaguar is clearly kicking ass. Seconds after she delivers the 
knock-out blow, Poonie pulls up in the van and opens the 
door.

POONIE 
You good?

Jaguar sighs and shakes her head as she jumps in. The van 
pulls off.
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