
INT/EXT. CAR OUTSIDE A SMALL WAREHOUSE STUDIO - DAY

Lucy sits in the backseat of an Uber. She stares at a pair
of open WAREHOUSE DOORS. A catering staff sets up.

She looks at an evite for the SAINT HUCK WRAP PARTY on her
phone. It starts at nine. It's currently six.

She flipped the numbers. She gets out of the car and waves
to the driver. She stands and stares at the no-party.

LUCY
Aw fooey.

She looks down at herself. What a knock-out. Rather. What a
slightly over-dressed for not being at a party knock-out.

She wanders off.

EXT. WEST HOLLYWOOD PARK - BENCH - DAY

Lucy finishes a pastry. She shoves the tissue paper back in
the white bag, crumples it up, and tosses it at the trash.

Her eyes drop to her purse. A four pack of MINI CHAMPAGNE
bottles wrapped with a bow looks back at her.

There's a card addressed to Agnes. After a shrug, she takes
one of the bottles and opens it. MINI-POP. Yay!

Her attention turns back to the park. A group of glistening
muscle boys plays soccer. It's shirt vs skins.

They're all insanely fit and lean. Muscles curve into other
muscles. Sweat moves in slow-motion trails.

Their ball gets loose and rolls toward Lucy's bench. A
BLONDE BOMBSHELL chases after it through a vaseline mist.

Lucy watches him approach. Her eyes land on his lower abs.
They form an arrow of sorts.

He gets to the ball before it gets any closer to her bench.
She tips the mini-champagne to her lips and drains it.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - FAR CORNER - NIGHT

Lucy stands in the far corner of a mildly full room. The
lights are dim and blue. There's a "theme" of some kind.



It's the "everyone gets a drink and handshakes" portion of
the party. So. No real fun in sight. Lotta stiff postures.

She holds a mostly full, four-olive-martini. Looks like
someone's pacing herself.

Her eyes wander to the closest bar. SAMMI, fashion-punked to
the nines, leans into SCOTT, who wears a suit like a waiter.

Sammi motions in Lucy's direction in such a way that Lucy
almost responds somehow. Wave. Mouthed "hey."

It only takes her a second to realize Sammi isn't pointing
at her. And that she doesn't know Sammi from Adam.

She looks behind her. JULIETTE stands at a free floating
table, rooting hell through her over-sized bag.

Her eyes flicker up. They meet Lucy's. Lucy smiles. Juliette
mutters, then waves Lucy over.

Before she goes to say hi she looks back at Scott and Sammi
for some reason. Sammi chugs a drink with a lime in it.

Scott looks nervous. His eyes stutter over to the -

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - FREE FLOATING TABLE - NIGHT

- where Lucy joins Juliette.

LUCY
Hi.

JULIETTE
Yo. You're here.

Lucy throws her shoulders back.

LUCY
I worked on the movie too.

JULIETTE
Just an observation. Don't get all
feisty on me.

Lucy's indignation deflates.

LUCY
But I like getting feisty sometimes.

Juliette looks at her with a stoic expression that gradually
turns into a wide grin. She hugs Lucy.
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JULIETTE
I miss you sometimes, you know?

LUCY
Yay.

Juliette roots through her bag some more.

JULIETTE
Your ex is a real punk ass. I think
that little prick stole all my cash.

LUCY
Yeah. He did that to me sometimes.

Juliette shoves the bag away.

JULIETTE
He fucking loves swiping twenties.

LUCY
You know it's an open bar, right?

Scott wiggles between two people and approaches. Before he
gets close Juliette holds up her hand.

JULIETTE
Little homie, don't even approach. Go
around back and sit your ass down.
I'll join you presently.

Scott stammers. Juliette waves him away. He goes.

JULIETTE
Look, I gotta jet for the time being.
You sticking around?

LUCY
I mean. Duh. Open bar.

JULIETTE
Cool cool.

She quick-hugs her and slings her bag over her shoulder.

JULIETTE
Quick heads up, cuz you're so cute
and all. Cass is gonna try to get you
to sign his cast tonight.

LUCY
Um.
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JULIETTE
Lates.

She dashes off. Lucy watches as she disappears into the
crowd. Her eyes land on the bar. She tenses.

Cassavetes swaggers up to the bar. Agnes joins a few steps
later. He waits for the waiter to take someone's order -

- before leaning over the bar and swiping a bottle. Lucy
notices the cast on his arm.

LUCY
Oh. Like a cast cast.

Agnes tries to block the bartenders view of Cass. Her body
turns in Lucy's direction. Lucy perks up and waves.

Agnes offers her kind of half salute and drags Cass away.
Lucy bites an olive off the skewer.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - END OF THE BAR - NIGHT

Lucy sits at the corner of the bar. The same drink sits in
front of her. It's almost done. Only one olive left.

She scans the room for a familiar face. Or something to do.
She finds neither. Her eyes drop to her drink.

RODERICK, a bright white smile for a face and a body gyms
would use in their after pictures, leans a few stools away.

He follows Lucy's glass as she takes a sip, and follows it
right back down to the bar. Still a sip left.

The bartender approaches him. Roderick waves him away before
he can ask if he wants anything. His eyes never leave Lucy.

It takes her a while of staring at her drink and scanning
the room to notice his gaze. She glances at him.

RODERICK
Production design, right? For a
couple of days?

LUCY
Yeah. Correct. Rod, right? You played
Winston.

He slides over a stool and extends his hand.
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RODERICK
Roderick. Please.

LUCY
Roderick. Hi. Lucy.

She extends her hand. He holds on to it.

RODERICK
Tell me, Lucy. You smoke weed?

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BACK - NIGHT

Lucy exhales a huge cloud of reefer smoke. Roderick leans on
the wall beside her. He's a full head taller than her.

And she's got on some killer heels. The joint goes out. He
has a lighter ready to go before she even notices.

LUCY
I should warn you. I'm terrible at
being high. Just awful.

RODERICK
No worries. It's pretty shitty weed.

She passes the joint to him. He plops it between his lips.

RODERICK
Yo. You and Cass are split city,
right? I think I heard that.

LUCY
Um. We broke up, yeah.

RODERICK
Cool. Because I'm fixing to flirt
with you something fierce. If that's
cool with you.

She takes the joint out of his mouth and takes a hit before
she answers. She holds the smoke in.

LUCY
Yeah, OK.

She exhales.
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EXT. BRICK WALL - NIGHT

Lucy and Roderick sit on a short brick wall across the
street from the warehouse. Lucy swings her legs.

They hold a huge order of sliders from the food truck parked
in front of the party. The line is bat-shit long.

Roderick somehow manages to eat without ruffling his very
expensive gray suit. His feet touch the ground.

RODERICK
What happened with you and Cass? You
were pretty hugged up on set.

LUCY
I dunno. Just didn't work out.

RODERICK
Was it because he's so smarmy? He's a
cool dude and all. Good actor. But
man. Hella smarm on that dude.

LUCY
Nah. He's OK.

RODERICK
I had this ex one time. Man. She went
right off the deep end. She put all
this pressure on me to move in
together and when I told her I wasn't
in to it. Whoo boy. She burned all
the clothes I left at her place. She
logged into my online shit and posted
some crazy gnarly stuff. Before we
even broke up. And the weed? Forget
about it. Hated that I got high.
Hated it.

LUCY
Yeah. Break ups are tricky.

RODERICK
She had this weird thing about
getting avocados on everything. I dig
an avocado every now and then, but
not on sandwiches or burgers. She
would always try to start a fight
about it. Like. "You don't like
avocado on your shit, maybe this
relationship isn't where we need it
to be." So confusing.
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Lucy bursts out laughing. He looks at her like she's nuts.

RODERICK
It wasn't funny. Like actual fights.

LUCY
I'm sorry. Yeah. No. I'm not laughing
about the fight. That part sucks.
It's just. Avocados?

He stares at her with a kind but blank expression.

RODERICK
Yeah. She was wicked in to them.

Lucy dials down her smile. He doesn't get why she thinks
it's funny. But man those cheek bones.

LUCY
Right. Um. I'm sorry. I just. That's
tough. That's really tough.

RODERICK
Dude. You're totally high.

She responds by shoving a slider in her mouth. FOOTSTEPS
approach at a rapid pace.

ELLIE (O.C.)
Oh my god. Lucy?

Lucy looks up. Ellie - no longer pregnant - stands in front
of her with a sleeve of sliders in hand.

LUCY
Ellie? Whoah. You're totally not
pregnant.

ELLIE
I am not.

Lucy and Roderick stand. Ellie sort of maneuvers around them
so she's hidden from the other side of the street.

She eats a slider in one bite.

LUCY
Roderick, this is Ellie. My... real
estate agent, I guess?

Ellie nods through her chewing and shakes Roderick's hand.
They wait for her to swallow.
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Roderick steps sideways. Ellie nudges him back where he was,
so no one can see her from across the street.

ELLIE
Sorry. It's just that me and my
husband have a pretty specific plan
for how I'm going to lose the baby
weight, and these delicious bastards
are not a part of it. No way, no how.

She licks her fingers.

ELLIE
Oh my god, how the hell are you?

LUCY
Good, good. I'm good. What are you
even doing here? Do you know someone
that worked on the movie?

ELLIE
My sister's place catered it. And one
of her servers was in it. It's kind
of a whole inbred thing.

BLOOP. She gets a text & hands Lucy her sliders to check it.

ELLIE
One sec.

LUCY
How's the baby?

Ellie turns her phone around. The text was a picture of her
daughter from the babysitter.

ELLIE
So incredible. See?

Lucy grabs the phone. Her baby is pretty fucking cute.
Roderick notices how little she is.

RODERICK
You just had that baby?

ELLIE
Uh huh.

Lucy hands the phone back to Ellie. Roderick looks her up
and down and lets out a polite whistle.
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RODERICK
Damn. You must have hit the gym
pretty hard. You look terrific.

Ellie locks eyes with Lucy. They have a conversation with
their eyes along the lines of -

"This dude?" "Yeah. I know. But look at him."

- that Roderick doesn't notice.

BLOOP. Ellie gets another text. She turns to walk away with
her eyes on the screen.

ELLIE
Oh, hey. Come find me later and we'll
catch up.

LUCY
Okey dokey.

Ellie walks out of view. A second later she pops back over,
grabs the last slider, and trots off with it.

Lucy watches her disappear around the food truck.

RODERICK
Gettin' chilly. Let's head inside.

He slips his jacket over her shoulders. She pulls it tighter 
around herself with only a mild blush.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - EDGE OF THE DANCE FLOOR - NIGHT

Lucy and Roderick sip fresh drinks at the edge of a dance
floor that hasn't picked up any steam yet.

RODERICK
Are you good? Do you need anything?

LUCY
Nuh uh.

She slips her arm in his and leans him closer to her.

LUCY
But crud. I have to pee.

A rush of LOUD passes. Roderick leans closer to hear.

RODERICK
Huh?
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LUCY
Pee. I have to pee.

She didn't notice that his ear was right next to her mouth.

RODERICK
OK, cool. I'll watch your coat.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - HALLWAYS - NIGHT

Lucy floats down a plain hallway that connects to other
plain hallways. She has no idea where the bathroom is.

Agnes appears in front of her. Before Lucy can even wave she
disappears through a swinging door.

Lucy picks up the pace and follows after.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BATHROOM HALL - NIGHT

Lucy turns into a corner with three doors. One to each
gender of bathroom, the third to outside.

Lucy walks into the -

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - LADIES ROOM - NIGHT

- and looks around. There's a purse by the sinks but no feet
under the stalls. She calls Agnes.

BRING. A phone in the purse rings. Lucy hangs up. She looks
at the phone in the purse and the missed call from herself.

She thinks. She glances at herself in the mirror. She
touches herself up without really looking.

She thinks some more. She takes the three mini-champagne
bottles and the card and slips them in Agnes's purse.

As she turns for the stall she thinks better of it and grabs
one of the mini-bottles for herself.

INT. LADIES ROOM - STALL

Lucy bobs her head back and forth to the tune she whistles.
She's done peeing but enjoying her sit-down.

The door CLUNKS open. Doc Marten boots CLOMP on the tile.
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CASSAVETES (O.C.)
Lucy?

Lucy freezes. After a few more BOOT CLOMPS she lifts her
feet above the crack under the door.

CASSAVETES (O.C.)
I know you're in here. We're still
sharing locations on our phones.

Lucy holds her breath until she realizes he's right. She
mutters "darn it" and lowers her feet.

LUCY
Go away. I'm making sissy.

Cass approaches her stall door.

CASSAVETES (O.C.)
I've been looking for you.

LUCY
You shouldn't even be in here. This
is the ladies.

CASSAVETES (O.C.)
I need you to do something for me.
OK. Promise?

LUCY
No way.

CASSAVETES (O.C.)
I need you to sign my cast. I haven't
let anyone else sign it yet.

LUCY
Will you just let me wee in peace?
God. You sound depraved.

CASSAVETES (O.C.)
No. Just listen. OK? I always wanted
to break something when I was a kid,
you know, so people would sign my
cast. When I finally do it the only
person I care about signing it won't
even say wuddup at a party.

LUCY
Wuddup. Happy? Great. Bye.
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CASSAVETES (O.C.)
I've got something to give you. OK?
It will make you want to sign it. I
swear.

A muffled patting of hands on fabric sounds.

CASSAVETES (O.C.)
Fucking god dammit, where is it?

Cass searches himself for something. Loudly.

CASSAVETES (O.C.)
OK. Shit. You know what? I left it in
my jacket. Stay right there. I'll go
grab it and come back.

CLOMP CLOMP. CLATTER. The bathroom is empty. Lucy stares at
the door for a few seconds of irritated shock.

She opens the mini-champagne and guzzles it.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BATHROOM HALL - SECONDS LATER

The door swings from Cass's exit. Everything is quiet except
for the faint WOOSH WOOSH. Then -

LUCY (O.C.)
Yells( )

Fuuuuuuuuuuck.

The door stops.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - SIDE ALLEY - NIGHT

Lucy leans against a wall by a dumpster. A cigarette dangles
from her lips. She swipes through her phone.

Cass's contact? Delete. Cass's profile on every piece of
social media? Block. Cass's text history - gone.

She swipes open Uber and checks out how long it will take
her to get home. Longer than usual. Surge prices.

BRUCEY (O.C.)
Hey. Hi. You think you could spare a
cigarette real quick?

Lucy looks up. Brucey looks around to make sure no one can
see in to the alley without him seeing them first.
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LUCY
Yeah. Sure. Of course.

BRUCEY
Great.

She hands him a cigarette and goes to light it. He waves her
lighter away and takes out his own.

BRUCEY
Got it, thanks. Bruce.

LUCY
Lucy.

He leans against the same wall. His head darts back and
forth in between drags.

BRUCEY
My wife would murder me if she caught
me smoking.

Lucy clenches her jaw and takes a deep breath.

LUCY
Mmm Hmm.

BRUCEY
She's real fussy about it.

LUCY
exasperated( )

Well then maybe you shouldn't smoke.
Or get her to start. Or get a
divorce. But, Buster, anything is
better than hiding it from her.

She turns to look at him when she's done speaking.

BRUCEY
Yeah. Cool. I'm just gonna. Over
here.

He walks off. She exhales. Her phone BLOOPS.

LUCY
at her phone( )

What!?

It's a text from Roderick that reads "Hey, you need me to
mount a rescue mission?" There are dumb emoji's.
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INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - CORNER TABLE - NIGHT

Roderick lights the candles on the table. The light flickers
on Lucy's face. She holds a double-whiskey.

RODERICK
Damn. Did you go for a smoke?

LUCY
Yuuuuuuup.

RODERICK
Awesome. I never smoke at parties
because it bugs people so much. But
now we can sneak off together.

He sinks into the seat close to her and puts his arm around
the back of her chair. He stares at her.

LUCY
You're totally staring at me. You
know that, right?

RODERICK
You're so fucking pretty. You're a
bunch of other things too, like hot &
foxy & whatever. But it's the pretty
that gets me. It's like what I
thought pretty was when I was a kid.

Lucy melts a little.

LUCY
Um. Wow.

She moves her face toward his. He pulls back a little.

RODERICK
Hey. Yo. Look. We're totally gonna
make out tonight. Like. So hard. But
that's a later on thing. We haven't
even danced yet. You want to dance?

LUCY
Oh my god, yes I want to dance. Do
you know how long it's been since I
had anyone to dance with?

RODERICK
Cool.

He gets up and holds out his hand. When he pulls her up she
attacks his mouth with her mouth.
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It's a quick kiss but a pretty legit one.

LUCY
The "later on" line was cute, but
your face is much cuter.

RODERICK
Line?

She pulls him to the dance floor.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - DANCE FLOOR

Blue and green lights flash random patterns on a crowd thick
with bodies dancing to festive indie-pop.

Lucy loves it. She dances like someone that knows party
dancing is supposed to be fun. Roderick dances like a dork.

She touches him at every given opportunity. His arm. His
hand. His shoulder.

Sammi dances between them. She holds a clear drink with a
lemon in it above her head for a well timed "Wooo."

Lucy seconds her "Wooo" and adds another one. Now Sammi is
part of their dance group.

A DRUNK DUDE dances over to them. It's a fun foursome at
first, but he gets grindee on Lucy.

She dances away from him. He grinds after her. She makes a
"back off" motion. He mock pouts. And grinds on.

Roderick shoves him into the crowd. The Drunk Dude's chest
puffs up. So does Roderick's. He's much, much bigger.

The Drunk Dude sheepishly dances his way off the floor.
Sammi flips him the bird. Hooray! Dancing is fun again!

BABIES by PULP comes on. Lucy loses her mind. There's a
slight chance she might be a Pulp fan.

They dance on.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - END OF THE BAR - LATER

A very sweaty Lucy lines up a row of three shots (each) in
front of Roderick and Sammi.
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SAMMI
Pass.

LUCY
Rod...erick?

RODERICK
Shit. They're gonna need a shovel to
get you off the floor.

LUCY
As long as you're the shovel.

She takes a shot.

LUCY
Make no mistake, my fine musclee
friend. This slender frame.

She takes another shot.

LUCY
Masks what can only be called an
"enormous capacity for drink."

She takes a third shot.

SAMMI
Jesus you're gonna be a mess. And I
love it!

Lucy arranges all the empty, overturned shot glasses. She
takes two fulls ones and hands one to Roderick.

LUCY
Here's to finding a quiet spot to go
at it like we're freshman in college.

Shot!

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - QUIET SPOT - NIGHT

Lucy straddle's Roderick. He has his hand respectfully on
her waist. She holds his face in both her hands.

LUCY
You're just so. Hot.

RODERICK
Now you're drunk and stoned.
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LUCY
Uh uh.

She slips a hand around the back of his neck and pulls his
face forward. Before their lips touch -

- he see's Agnes over his shoulder.

RODERICK
Hey, there's Agnes. You been looking
for her, right?

She whips her head around.

LUCY
Oh shit. Yeah. I want to say hi.

She whips her head back, plants a "stay where you are" kiss
on him, and hops away. He stays where he is.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - EDGE OF THE STAGE - SECONDS LATER

Lucy pounces on Agnes from behind. It catches her entirely
off guard. Lucy pulls her into a proper hug.

LUCY
Agnes Agnes Agnes!

AGNES
Shit. Lucy.

LUCY
I've been looking for you everywhere.

AGNES
Yeah. Sorry. It's been a night.

Lucy holds her at arms length.

LUCY
I just want to tell you how
fucking... proud I was to work on
Saint Huck with you.

Agnes is moved for a second. But only a second. Her eyes
dart around the room.

AGNES
That's. Thank you, Lucy. That means a
lot. Can we catch up in a bit? I kind
of have to -
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The lights flicker and go out. A single spotlight appears on
a microphone on the stage. Lucy squints at it.

Agnes walks to the mic amidst a wall of applause. Lucy looks
back at Roderick. He blows her a kiss.

She darts over to him and drags him off.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Lucy sits on a high counter in an industrial sized kitchen.
The lights are only on in one part of the room.

She scoops her finger through a bowl of raw cookie dough.
Roderick eats some off a spoon.

RODERICK
This was a fucking good idea.

LUCY
Right? All of my booze related food
ideas are good ideas.

RODERICK
You don't feel bad missing her
speech?

LUCY
I'll watch it on YouTube.

She offers him the bowl. He declines.

RODERICK
I'm already going to have to crush it
extra hard at the gym tomorrow. God.
It's a pain in the ass being so fit
sometimes, you know?

A wicked smile appears on her lips.

LUCY
Come here.

She gestures with one finger. He steps between her legs.

LUCY
You're crushing this date. Just so
you know.

RODERICK
All my dates are crushed.
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She runs her hands up the muscles on his arms and leans her
face up. He leans his down. Their foreheads almost touch.

LUCY
Let's go dance some more.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - EDGE OF THE DANCE FLOOR - LATER

The music is off. The dance party is done. People polish of
their last drinks and looks for their coats.

LUCY
Rats. I was really hoping we could
dance to a slow song.

RODERICK
You want a water or anything?

LUCY
Yes please. Oh. And make sure they
put some whiskey in it. Mom.

He heads for the bar. She leans on one of the free floating
tables and takes a moment to compose herself.

She touches up her makeup in a compact. She runs her hand
through her hair. Her smile is huge. She shakes with giddy.

WHUMP. Cass drops a red velvet box on the table.

CASSAVETES
It's your fathers watch. I got it
back from Train.

LUCY
What? Oh.

CASSAVETES
There is literally nothing I won't do
if I know it's important to you.

LUCY
Go away, Cass.

CASSAVETES
I know you feel the same way. Why
else would you drive out to bum-fuck
Cali to pick me up?
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LUCY
You don't do stuff like that for
yourself. You do it because it's the
right thing to do.

He takes a step toward her. She holds up her hand.

LUCY
No. Nope. Nuh uh.

CASSAVETES
Please. I'm dying without you.

LUCY
I only wanted the watch to sell it.

He's heart broken by this piece of news. Her eyes flicker to
his. He's living rough.

LUCY
Look, not tonight, OK? Call me
tomorrow and you can talk and I'll
listen & maybe you'll. I don't know,
Cass. I don't know what you want.

CASSAVETES
You.

Roderick chooses this exact moment to approach.

RODERICK
Oh. Sup, Cass?

Cass notices the two glasses in his hands.

CASSAVETES
This guy? This fucking guy?

LUCY
Cass.

RODERICK
Bro. You look haggard.

CASSAVETES
Yeah, cool. Thanks. Bro. Can you give
me and Lucy a mo?

He looks to Lucy. She shakes her head.

RODERICK
Nah. Go home and sleep it off.
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CASSAVETES
I got shit I need to say. Privately.

Roderick waits for Lucy to speak.

LUCY
No, Cass.

CASSAVETES
No?

LUCY
No.

RODERICK
Come on, man. Have some manners.

Cass grits his teeth. He staggers back on his heel and
shoves his palms into Roderick's chest.

Roderick barely moves. He doesn't even spill the drinks. The
momentum lands Cass on his ass.

Juliette and Agnes dodge through the crowd to pick him up.
Juliette turns him around and walks him off, muttering.

Agnes turns to Lucy with apologetic eyes.

AGNES
I told you it's been a night.

JULIETTE (O.C.)
Come on, girl.

She kisses Lucy on the cheek and squeezes her into a quick
hug. Lucy holds onto it for a few seconds.

AGNES
I love you, you're amazing.

EXT. WEST HOLLYWOOD STREET - NIGHT

Lucy and Roderick make out against his overly-expensive car.
They've been at it a while. The street is quiet.

LUCY
Sober enough to drive yet?

RODERICK
Nope.
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LUCY
Shame.

She goes in to make out again.

RODERICK
Wait, hold up. Got an idea.

He walks around to the drivers side door, opens it, turns
the car on, and rolls down the window.

He leans over for some fiddling she can't see. BEAUTIFUL WAY
by Beck plays out of the car at a respectable volume.

He walks back to her and holds out his hand.

RODERICK
Wanna dance?

She twirls into his arms. Her head lands on his chest. His
hand lands in the small of her back. It's a nice fit.

They dance for a while. A headlight or two casts their
twirling shadows long on the pavement.

He clears his throat.

RODERICK
Hey. So. If you're thinking of coming
home with me -

LUCY
- a thousand times duh.

RODERICK
- you should know that I kind of have
a sort of thing going with Agnes. I
mean. It's not official or anything.
But. You know.

She stops dancing, inhales a sharp breath, and balances her
head on his chest. Her arms droop down her sides.

She stands there like that until he gets uncomfortable. Her
head tilts back and she laughs.

LUCY
I don't care.

She snakes her arms around his neck and pulls him into one
hell of a passionate kiss.

CUT TO BLACK:
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