
INT. SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

The remains of a party litter the youthfully decorated room.
Empty beers, full ashtrays. Two chairs lie on their sides.

Christmas lights run in an uneven line along the molding.
One strand is out. A pizza sits overturned on the floor.

A small bed area lies vacant in one corner. A twin mattress
on a cheap platform frame. A short bedside stand.

Someone tried to make it look homey. It might have been
OLIVIA, passed the fuck out on the couch.

She's out-out. Body a pretzel tangle, flimsy blanket torqued
in an uncomfortable way. Her face points at the ceiling.

Two sets of feet PAD to the front door. The door opens.
LOUIS steps outside. SAMMI leans in the doorway.

Only her half of the whispered conversation is audible.

SAMMI
hushed( )

Don't even worry about it. All good,
loverboy...yeah, I'm sure...OK. Kiss
me like there's a war and we might
never see each other again.

She pulls him in for a real whopper of a goodbye kiss. CLOMP
CLOMP. He's off. She watches him go before -

- CLICK. The door closes. She turns her attention to Olivia,
in whom there's no change. Just...so passed out.

Sammi rubs her chin and considers. DING! A devilish
expression crosses her face.

She disappears in the bedroom. Olivia's form stays exactly
as it is. Maybe her fingers twitch. Maybe her mouth exhales.

Sammi reappears with a pair of CYMBALS in had. She marches
directly to Olivia.

CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG CLANG.

SAMMI
Wake up you fucking tart!

CLANG CLANG CLANG.

Olivia's eyes shoot open. She tries to sit up but the
tangled blanket trips her up. She rolls off the couch.



INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Olivia sits on the floor in front of the couch. Her hand
emerges from an over-sized sweater to sip a coffee.

A laptop sits on the low coffee table in front of her. Her
shoulders hunch toward it. She types into a word document.

Sammi appears in the door to the bathroom. She is gussied
UP. That dress! That makeup! That style!

She looks down at Olivia.

SAMMI
You're not dressed.

Olivia's focus stays on the screen.

OLIVIA
Mmmmm.

SAMMI
Doesn't bother me if it doesn't
bother you.

OLIVIA
Why would it bother anyone? Parties
not for a few hours.

Sammi flops on the couch.

SAMMI
You want to pre-game? I got some
fancy beer. The bottles have corks in
them. And this baller gin that kind
of tastes like cucumber.

Olivia gestures at her word document.

OLIVIA
Sammi. Busy.

Sammi watches her type. She wants to ask what she's writing
but she knows Olivia is dying to tell her.

She doesn't want to give her the satisfaction. Her back
arches and her head lands on the arm of the couch.

SAMMI
Don't forget you're getting wrecked
off your ass tonight. It's my
birthday present, remember?
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Olivia ignores her. She nudges her shoulder with her foot.

SAMMI
Shots. Spliffs. Shit-faced.

NUDGE. NUDGE.

SAMMI
Olivia? Remember when you said that
would be my birthday present? Do ya,
do ya, do ya?

OLIVIA
Ugh. God. Yes. Get some coke. Bring
on the heroin. Christ, I'll huff
paint if it will get you to leave me
the fuck alone for five minutes.

She shoots Sammi an icy look. Sammi tries to look all
innocent and shit. Olivia goes back to typing.

NUDGE. NUDGE. Olivia jumps up.

OLIVIA
Fine, I'll get ready. Will that make
you happy?

SAMMI
best James Cromwell( )

It'll do, pig.

Olivia MOPES to the bathroom. SLAM. A picture gets crooked
on the wall. Sammi looks pleased with herself.

SAMMI
I got a cute boy coming for you. He's
kind of a huge dork too.

OLIVIA (O.C.)
Don't care.

FWISHHH. The shower sounds through the paper thin door.
Sammi looks around. Her eyes land on the laptop.

She scoots over to it and reads what's on the screen without
touching the keyboard.

It's extremely graphic SLASH FICTION for the show Helena P.
Lovecraft. Like. Straight up triple X graphic.

Sammi eyes the bathroom door.
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INT. END FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - BATHROOM - DAY

Olivia sits up from the floor. Too quick. Her hand covers
her mouth. She bolts for the bathroom.

Alas, she doesn't make it to the toilet. BOKKKKKK. A foamy
spray of beer puke pours in to the sink.

Her head stays down when it stops. She might not be done.
CLANG. Sammi gives the cymbals a quick bang.

Olivia shoots her a pained look through the door.

SAMMI
Feeling rough, huh? Would you say you
feel more like boiled nonsense or
absolute dog shit?

OLIVIA
What. What's happening?

SAMMI
Welcome to your first real hangover.

INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - KITCHEN - EVENING

Two shot glasses TAP the counter and shoot right up to Sammi
& Olivia's mouths.

SAMMI
Whoo. Who takes shots of gin? Me and
my fucking roommate, that's who.

She puts her arm around Olivia and pulls her close. Olivia
smiles through a sour expression.

She's dolled up in a way that suits her. Total knockout.

SAMMI
Couple of knockouts like us? Burn
this whole town to the ground.

OLIVIA
Gin is gross, huh?

SAMMI
Yeah, pretty much.

She picks up the bottle to inspect it.

SAMMI
Cost like forty bucks too.
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Olivia rolls the after taste around on her tongue.

OLIVIA
One more for your birthday?

SAMMI
Fuck yeah.

Sammi sets them up. TAP. TAP. Shot. Shot. DING DONG.

SAMMI
Boy friend!!

Sammi runs out of the room with the gin.

INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Olivia sits alone on the couch. The room is in great shape.
Mood lighting. Snacks and appetizers. Cute decorations.

A FOXY BASS LINE thrums through the bedroom door along with
some LAUGHS and SEXY TIME SOUNDS.

Olivia points the remote at the TV. It's open on a music
streaming app. She chooses a POP SONG and cranks it up.

It works. The only sound that's not drowned out from the
bedroom is the foxy bass. Olivia looks around.

She sips a beer. She pops a pig-in-a-blanket in her mouth.
She fixes her hair, even though it doesn't need fixing.

DING DONG. Thank god. Something to do other than try not to
listen to your roommate have sex. Boss.

She slides her feet to the door and lands at a skid. She
opens it as the doorbell DING DONGS again.

SCOTT stands there. He holds a bottle of wine and a gift bag
with a wrapped present in it.

INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Scott stands by a butcher block table. Olivia digs through a
drawer. Silverware CLINKS and CLATTERS.

OLIVIA
Sorry, I can't find the corkscrew.
Can I get you something else?
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SCOTT
Yeah. Sure. Anything is good.

She takes a pint glass and puts ice in it.

OLIVIA
So you're the guy that got her fired,
huh? Twice, wasn't it?

SCOTT
Oh. Um. I guess. She didn't seem to
mind. Ha. Ha.

Olivia fills the pint glass almost to the top with tequila
and splashes a little bit of tonic water in to it.

She offers the glass to Scott.

SCOTT
It's a little early for me to dive
right in. You have a beer, maybe?

OLIVIA
Sure.

She opens the fridge and grabs a beer.

SCOTT
So. Where's the birthday girl? Late
to her own party? Super Sammi of her.

She looks through the same drawer for a bottle opener.

OLIVIA
She's in her room fucking her
boyfriends brains out. Or getting her
brains fucked out by her boyfriend.
It really depends what kind of mood
she's in when she tells you about it.

The information slaps Scott across the face. Olivia can't
find a bottle opener.

She lines the cap up on the edge of the counter and BANGS
her hand on it. The cap flies across the room.

She opens a cabinet and looks for a glass. There are only
mugs. She chooses a VERY SPECIFIC ONE.

SCOTT
Oh. Um. It's - ah - it's cool. I can
just drink out of the bottle.
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OLIVIA
Don't be silly. It's a party. We got
to keep it classy, right?

She pours half the beer into a mug with AGNES'S AS HELENA
LOVECRAFT on it. Grim expression. Blood splatters.

She hands it to Scott. He turns it around in his hand until
he see's the face.

SCOTT
Oh nice. Helena. Is this from "Get Me
To The World On Time"?

OLIVIA
Um. Yeah.

SCOTT
Where'd you get it?

OLIVIA
I had it custom made on Etsy.

SCOTT
That episode is bonkers. I always end
up watching it twice in a row.

OLIVIA
Fucking cheers to that.

They toast the show. Olivia takes a HUGE SWALLOW of tequila.

INT. END FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Olivia curls into a ball on one side of the couch. Sammi
sits on the arm on the other side.

SAMMI
Well, Captain Party. You have
anything to say for yourself?

Olivia looks at Sammi. It takes a huge effort.

OLIVIA
I am never, ever drinking again?

SAMMI
Close. But no cigar. You maybe want
to throw an apology my way?

She CLANGS the cymbals. Olivia squeezes her eyes shut.
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INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

OLIVIA
Why would anyone ever sober up ever?

Olivia stands on the coffee table in the middle of an
awkward sized party.

You know the kind. Too many people for intimate chat. Too
few to break off into separate party-pockets.

Olivia swigs a drink and trips backwards off the table. She
bangs into a snack table and knocks it over.

All the PARTY GUESTS raise their glasses and cheer. Except
Sammi. She wears a bemused look.

SAMMI
Amateur.

Olivia grabs the remote and turns the volume up on a DANCE
HIT. As loud as it will go.

She grabs Louis and dances on him.

INT. END FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

OLIVIA
Oh god. Did I booty dance on Louis? I
am so, so -

SAMMI
You might want to hold that thought.

INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Olivia sways in front of the bed. Her eyes glance down with
gleeful - and, yeah, shit-faced - delight.

She opened all of Sammi's presents. All but one - Scott's.
She's about to tear in to it when the doorknob turns.

Her eyes scan the room and land on the window. She bolts for
it as the door cracks open a spell.

EXT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI'S BEDROOM WINDOW - NIGHT

Olivia hops over a short bush right under the window. Her
foot hits a branch and she tumbles.
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It's a doozy of a tumble. She lands on her elbow and her
legs twist over her head and flip her over sideways.

She ends up flat on her back. A thin trickle of blood drips
from her nose. Her face fills with a goofy smile.

She holds up SCOTT'S PRESENT in a victorious way.

INT. END FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Olivia looks down at her shirt. A few thumb print sized
blood stains move in an uneven line down her chest.

OLIVIA
Did I...what did I do...

SAMMI
More. A whole lot more.

INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Sammi and Louis stand by the front door. Across an ample
crowd Olivia stands on a stool by the kitchen door.

LOUIS
We have to shut it down.

SAMMI
Are you joking? These are the stories
you tell for a lifetime.

Olivia balances her laptop in one palm and uses the remote
to turn down the volume with the other.

She clears her throat. Uh oh.

SAMMI
reads with a slur( )

"Helena tossed open her trench coat.
Her supple round breasts bounced
forward. Hogan's groin throbbed. He
twisted her supple breasts in his
hand. She moaned."

Whoops. The laptop slips off her hand and falls, monitor
first, on the floor.

She THROWS THE REMOTE at the wall as hard as she can.
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INT. END FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Olivia's eyes move from a remote sized hole in the plaster
to her laptop on the coffee table. She scrambles for it.

Sure enough there's one, thin, even crack in the corner.

SAMMI
It's not that bad.

Olivia groans.

OLIVIA
Are you kidding me? It's all I'll
ever be able to see.

She folds the laptop closed and rests her head on it.

OLIVIA
There can't be more. Can there?

INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Olivia forces Louis against the wall and tries to kiss him.
He is having absolutely none of it.

She keeps trying. He uses a little force to keep her at a
distance. Her Helena mug sloshes forward and soaks him.

She GIGGLES.

OLIVIA
Hey, sailor. Buy me a drink?

He gets the hell out of there.

INT. END FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Olivia lifts her head off the laptop. She looks at Sammi.

OLIVIA
No.

SAMMI
Oh yeah.

Olivia buries her face in her hands.

OLIVIA
I want to die.
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SAMMI
Wait until you hear why you actually
owe me an apology.

INT. FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Olivia pukes in the tub. She's crying. Her nose bleeds
again. She runs the water and pukes again.

She doesn't notice that the plug is in the drain. The puke
water swirls in gross little patterns.

Sammi slips in. When the door opens and closes the sound of
a fading party spills in to the room.

The music is low. Only a few people chat.

OLIVIA
Get out of here, you dick. You
asshole. Go on, get out of here.

SAMMI
I really have to pee.

She sits on the toilet. Olivia wipes puke and spit from her
mouth and tries to stand. Nope. Not happening.

SAMMI
Easy. You don't want to crack your
head on the tub. We'll never get our
deposit back.

OLIVIA
I hate you. You know that? I hate
your guts. I'm all fucked up and it's
totally because of you. You prance
around, la dee da, with your film
school and your boyfriend and all I -
all I ever wanted -

She lets out a few crazy sounding sobs.

OLIVIA
You ruined tennis for me. You ruined
it. You're so full of shit and you
don't care about anyone but yourself.
And you -

BOKKKKK. She pukes more than seems likely. Sammi finishes
peeing but stays on the toilet.

Olivia leans out of the tub. Her head hangs down.
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OLIVIA
You ruined everything because you're
a selfish little spoiled brat.
Everyone knows it. Everyone says. I
hate you. I hate you...so...much.

Her head swivels around and droops on to her chest. Her eyes
open and close a few times. They end up closed.

Sammi flushes and pulls up her pants. She wets a washcloth
and cleans off Olivia's face.

She pulls her into a fully horizontal position and puts one
towel under her head and another over her body.

She moves the hair out of her face and stares at her.
There's something like sadness in her, but she's not hurt.

It passes through her like a shudder. She twirls around and
thrusts the door open.

SAMMI
For the rest of the night you're all
peeing in the sink!

She closes the door.

INT. END FLASHBACK - SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - LIVING ROOM - DAY

OLIVIA
Oh Sammi. Oh god.

SAMMI
Yeah. Totally fucked up, right?

Olivia gets emotional. She moves on to the couch - closer to
Sammi, but not too close.

OLIVIA
I am so, so sorry. You have to
believe me. I'm having a really tough
time and I guess you're an easy
target and I was so drunk. I mean, is
that what being drunk is all about? I
know it's no excuse but it...I would
never...it's just...

Tears spill down her cheeks. Her hands fold in her lap and
she stares down at them.

SAMMI
It's true. Being drunk is awesome.
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Olivia looks right up at her.

OLIVIA
What?

SAMMI
You had some shit stuck in your brain
and you cut mad loose so it all
tumbled out at once. You'll get
jumped by shit you did in your brain
for a while, but it goes away. Until
the next time you get loaded and more
shit tumbles out, of course.

OLIVIA
Why - the hell - would there ever be
a next time?

Sammi chucks Olivia's coat at her.

SAMMI
Wait until I introduce you to a
little thing called "hair of the
dog." Fuck it. Let's go get some
pancakes.

She hops off the arm of the couch.

EXT. SAMMI & OLIVIA'S - FRONT DOOR - DAY

The two pals walk down the narrow path that leads to the
stairs to the street.

OLIVIA
Why the hell did I open all your
presents? I mean. Some of the shit I
pulled kind of makes sense. Maybe?
But that? Totally baffling.

She shudders. Sammi puts her arm around her.

SAMMI
It's all in the game, baby.

They disappear down the steps. A bird flies from one flat
roof to another. It lands on Sammi & Olivia's.

Scott's still wrapped present sits in the corner of the
roof, partially covered by a pile of leaves.

CUT TO BLACK:
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