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

SAMMI
Dude, you have to come with me. Louis
is going nuts with midterms and I
don't want to just "Be Scott's plus
one." Get dressed. Get pretty. Get
off your ass and help a sister out.

She stands by the front door, glam-punked out. Olivia lies
on her side in sweats. She watches Helena P. Lovecraft.

OLIVIA
Nah. Don't wanna.

Sammi watches her stare at the screen.

SAMMI
How many times can you possibly watch
this show? Honestly, Liv. What the
hell are you doing?

OLIVIA
cranky( )

I'm learning. God.

SAMMI
Learning what? How to solve occult
crimes once a week with a "very
special guest star?"

OLIVIA
I'm watching what all the actors do
with their hands. Just. Sammi. You
don't get it. Go to your party so I
can have some peace and quiet.

SAMMI
You're insane. You know Agnes is
going to be there, right?

She gestures at the paused screen. The image is of Agnes-As-
Helena, frozen in mid punch.

OLIVIA
Don't care. She's not Helena.

She pulls the draw-strings of her hoodie tight, so only a
little bit of face peeks out at the TV.

CLICK. The show starts again. Agnes-As-Helena's fist
collides with a brick wall.



EXT. BUST STOP - DAY

Sammi and SCOTT stand at a desolate bus stop. Scott wears a
suit like a waiter. He tries not to stare at Sammi.

SCOTT
Your car shit a brick again?

SAMMI
Yeah. Poor old girl. She got stuck at
the dollar store parking lot so I had
to have her towed.

SCOTT
I could get us an Uber, no problem.

SAMMI
No way, dude. Don't you know how many
lunatics ride the bus in LA? It's
free entertainment.

She swings around a sign pole.

SAMMI
You sure you want to bring me to this
shindig? I don't want to throw salt
in your career game or anything.

SCOTT
Nah, you're good. The film game's not
for me, I don't think. It's dull and
it turns out I'm not such a fan of
seeing how the sausage is made. So if
we get the boot, who gives a shit?

SAMMI
So cavalier. I love it.

SCOTT
There's no way we'll get kicked out
before we can get fucked up on
someone else's dime.

BLOOP. Sammi gets a text from Louis that gets her involved
in a giddy conversation. Scott just kind of stands there.

The bus appears at the end of the block.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BAR - NIGHT

Sammi and Scott sit - alone - at the corner of a long,
double sided bar that runs through the center of the room.

2.



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

Sammi fills a glass with water from a jug. She leans over
the bar and grabs a lime.

SCOTT
How's Liv?

SAMMI
Her hand's way off the wheel, Lil
Homie. I'd be worried if she wasn't
being such a dick about it.

SCOTT
Did you guys ever work out a schedule
for the bedroom?

SAMMI
I told you about that?

Scott does something awkward with his hands.

SCOTT
You said something about it at your
birthday party.

She eyes him up and down.

SAMMI
If you say so, chief. Anyway, no. She
ain't pay rent. No rent, no bedroom.

BLOOP. New text from Louis. Scott leans over the bar and
stares at the BARTENDER'S back wayyy on the other side.

SCOTT
Come on, dude. Been sitting here like
twenty minutes.

Sammi is lost in her phone.

SCOTT
Hey, you want to pop outside and
smoke some weed? I have some weed.

SAMMI
Pfft. Weed's for children. Now if
someone was looking to party down for
real, they'd go after some coke.

She puts her phone away and scopes the scene.
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SAMMI
It's a dumb Hollywood party, right?
That's what cocaine's for. Or maybe
it's Molly these days. It's so hard
to keep track.

SCOTT
Yeah. Like I could get my hands on
that kind of stuff. I get weed with a
weed card.

SAMMI
You could always try my drug dealer,
who just happens to be sitting at a
table on the other side of the room.

She gestures at JULIETTE, who looks through a huge bag at a
free floating table on the other side of the room.

SCOTT
That's a drug dealer?

SAMMI
She gets her hand on some party
favors from time to time.

SCOTT
You think she has any coke?

SAMMI
Dude, there's only one way to find
out, right?

SCOTT
Huh. Should I get some coke?

Her eyes drop to her phone again.

SAMMI
Get that coke!

Scott watches LUCY approach Juliette.

SCOTT
Shit. She's talking to someone.

SAMMI
It ain't The Wire. I'll text her and
you just go over there and say
wuddup. All gravy.

He looks at her staring at her phone, then looks over at
Juliette, shooting the shit with Lucy.
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He hops off his stool. Sammi glances up for a second and
watches him wriggle through the crowd.

Her eyes scan the room. They land on EVA, a bubbly smile
sitting on the side of the bar opposite the dance floor.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BAR - BOOTH SIDE - LATER

Eva orders two shots.

EVA
Girl, I'm fucking stoked at the size
of your balls. Who would even think
to show her face at a wrap party for
a flick she got fired from? Only the
dopest broad ever, Sammi.

SAMMI
Hey, this party is for people that
worked on the movie. I worked on the
movie, right?

Eva slides a shot in front of her and lifts her own.

EVA
You damn well did.

She waits for Sammi to take the shot. She doesn't.

SAMMI
I'm good.

Eva BANGS the shot on the bar and grabs the other one.

EVA
No worries. I got you covered.

BANG. Shot.

EVA
Yo, how do you feel about making
callsheets and dealing with actors
momma-drama? I'm on this insane indie
western and they're looking for a
second AD. It's only a hundred and
fifty a day, but it should be a mega
blast. Female director. Female DP. I
could put in a good word.

Sammi throws her arms around Eva.

5.



SAMMI
Holy fucking shit I would love you
for a thousand years and more.

Eva pats her pack and pushes her away a little.

EVA
Chill, girl. You were one of the only
people on Saint Huck that had any
idea what she was doing. I'll totally
hook you up.

She glances across the bar. BRUCEY waits to order a drink.
MAX weaves her way through the crowd behind him.

EVA
Holy shit. See that fine ass, proud
looking woman over there?

She gestures at Max.

SAMMI
Yup yup.

EVA
We totally had a one night stand. She
made the sickest eggs for breakfast
in the morning. Check it, I gotta go
find my people. Come find me later?

SAMMI
Um. Only hell yeah.

EVA
Solid.

They quick-hug and Eva walks off. Scott SLUMPS on to a stool
next to her. Her giddy eyes stay on Eva.

Scott HARUMPHS. Sammi finally turns.

SAMMI
Hey, slick. Where your coke at?

SCOTT
I have to meet her out back in a few.
She didn't even look at me.

SAMMI
Everyone's got their own day going
on, Lil Home-slice.
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SCOTT
I don't even know how much cocaine
costs. I only have a hundred bucks in
cash. If I need more than that I'll
have to find an ATM.

SAMMI
You don't need a hundred bucks worth
of cocaine. No one needs that.

SCOTT
If she even has any.

He leans on the bar. She nudges him.

SAMMI
C'mon, man. Cheer up. Let me buy you
a drink.

SCOTT
It's an open bar.

SAMMI
Yeah. I know. I was being ironical.

SCOTT
Oh.

SAMMI
Yeah.

SCOTT
What's up with Eva?

Sammi looks at him with genuine excitement.

SAMMI
Oh my god. She totally just hooked me
up with a job.

Scott turns his head in the direction Eva walked off.

SCOTT
I had a huge crush on her on set.

SAMMI
Everyone did.

SCOTT
Yeah, but I feel like we really
clicked. I almost asked her out & I'm
pretty sure she would have said yes.
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SAMMI
Bro. She's gay as a window. You know
that, don't you?

He sits up.

SCOTT
What? No. Is she? Wow.

Sammi shakes her head at him.

SAMMI
Gosh. Golly. Gee wilickers. A lesbian
on a film set? You gotta get out
more, brother. I swear.

SCOTT
snaps( )

Don't patronize me.

SAMMI
You're right. Sorry. I thought
everyone knew, that's all. She's
pretty big on flaunting it. I didn't
mean to be a dick.

Their eyes meet for a second before they both turn their
heads to stare into space across the bar.

The BARTENDER steps in front of them.

BARTENDER
Sorry, guys. I'm gonna need to see
some ID.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - FRONT LOT - NIGHT

Sammi moves through a tight crowd packed around a FOOD TRUCK
to get to the sidewalk.

Her phone is pressed to her ear.

SAMMI
...I don't even know when it starts
or where it's shooting, but how tits
is that? I got a job I got a job I
got a job! On a movie, a movie, a
movie. Maybe if it's during the
summer I can get you on as a PA. It's
wicked easy. All you have to do is
look busy and not get on anyone's
nerves. And move heavy shit.
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BLOOP BLOOP. She holds the phone away from her ear to look
at the screen. Scott's calling her.

She ignores the call.

SAMMI
Anyway, babe, I know you you know I
know you weren't going to pick up
because you're studying, but I wanted
to leave you a message. I'm so
excited! Ex Oh, Ex Oh.

She hangs up. BLOOP. Scott texts her. She GROANS.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BACK LOT - NIGHT

Scott sits on a concrete slab near the wall. He checks his
phone to see if Sammi wrote back. She didn't.

He looks around for Juliette. No dice. He looks around for
no one in particular.

A group of HIP D-BAGS composed of JOHNSON, MERLE, TOOTS, and
a CLUB LADY pour out of a car on a cloud of laughter.

Merle gets frisky with the Club Lady. She responds in kind.
Her tank top gets torqued, revealing mad side-boob.

Scott looks away. His eyes land on Eva and her group of
ACTUAL COOL KID PALS. She looks right at him and nods.

That's all. He lifts his phone and texts Sammi in a huff.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - FOOD TRUCK - NIGHT

Scott and Sammi stand in the stupid long line.

SCOTT
I'm not even hungry.

SAMMI
These burgers are nuts. It's like
four different meals in every bite.
And it's my treat.

SCOTT
Could you stop offering to pay for
everything? I have money, you know.

Sammi looks at him then the crowd around him. She grabs him
by the shoulders and leads him somewhere more private.
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SAMMI
Hey, man. What the hell? You have to
change your tampon or something?
We're at a fancy as hell wrap party
with some kind of, sort of famous
people, an open bar, and a bunch of
PYT's. I even hooked you up with a
drug dealer so you could party. But
all you're doing is grumping around
like you're waiting to get a
colonoscopy or something. I don't
want to needle you or get all up in
your thong, but I want us to have
some fun. Which is the whole point,
right? So spill. What the hell?

He shuffles his feet. He puts his hands in his pocket. He
shrugs. She gestures both hands at him, like "well?"

He lifts his head.

SCOTT
I dunno. I'm lonely. And I guess I'm
hungry too.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - PHOTOBOOTH - DAY

Scott lifts the second of three sliders out of a cardboard
sleeve. Sammi paces by the photobooth.

SCOTT
You sure you don't want another one?
They really are fucking perfect.

SAMMI
I want to hit up this photobooth. Big
time. I love photobooths.

SCOTT
They're cool, I guess.

He takes a bite out of the third slider. She grabs his arm
with both hands and squeezes.

SAMMI
You don't understand. I love them. I
love them more than Romeo loved
Juliette. Or Carson loved Helena P.
Lovecraft.
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SCOTT
Carson didn't love Helena. He hated
her. He just didn't know the
difference.

SAMMI
Oh my god nerd.

SCOTT
You brought it up, not me.

SAMMI
I don't care about no Helena P.
Lovecraft. I'm trying to cheer you
up. Is it working? Are you cheering
up, Captain Cranky Pants? Eh? Eh? Did
you get a nice clean tampon in?

She nudges him. He tries not to grin. It doesn't work.

SCOTT
Stupid.

SAMMI
You'll be at maximum cheer once we
get in this photobooth. They're
magical portals of joy, these things.

He holds the half eaten slider. She nudges him.

SCOTT
Aren't they just cheap ways for bars
and shit to make money?

Sammi offers him a faux-shocked look. He smiles. She glances
at a pair of bare feet under the curtain.

She KNOCKS on the side of the booth.

SAMMI
You writing War & Peace in there or
what? God.

The curtain SHIMMIES open. ELLIE stares out at them.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - PHOTOBOOTH - IN THE BOOTH - NIGHT

Sammi and Scott do the requisite four poses -

WE'RE SERIOUS PEOPLE

WE'RE REALLY NOT WE'RE PRETTY GOOFY
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HIGH FASHION POSE

SCOTT LOOKS AT SAMMI AS SHE LOOKS DOWN AT HER PHONE.

FLASH. The last snap goes off. They sit there. Scott sips
the beer he got from Ellie. He looks at the bottle.

SCOTT
How old do you think that lady was?
She was absolutely gorgeous.

Sammi rolls her eyes.

SAMMI
You wanna do another round?

SCOTT
I wanna drink more beer.

He polishes off the beer. She stares at his profile.

SAMMI
Hey. You don't have to be lonely, you
know? You have friends. Anytime you
want to reach out, I'll be there.

SCOTT
I'm not really lonely for friends.

He looks at his hands.

SAMMI
Uh oh. Here comes the cranky train
again. Let's get you that beer.

She SWIPES the curtain open. They shuffle out and bump in to
AGNES and CASSAVETES.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - CENTER BOOTH - NIGHT

Agnes and Sammi lean back on one side of the booth. Scott
sits rigid next to Cass on the other.

Cass puts his hand on the back of Scott's neck and pulls him
in close. Scott keeps his eyes forward. Cass talks mad shit.

CASSAVETES
I'm telling you son, if you want to
get down with some Honey's my girl
Jules will hook you up. Everyone
loves the dude with the drugs.
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Scott tries to get Sammi's attention without moving. Cass
notices him looking at her.

CASSAVETES
Look, bro. I was on set with you two.
I know you carry a wicked torch, but
you gotta let that shit burn out. Get
yourself laid. Float like a
butterfly, sting like a bee. Don't
let anyone land a blow. You gotta
blow your own mind to blow other
people's minds.

Sammi and Agnes trade shoes.

CASSAVETES
Put a fifty in Jules hand, I'm
telling you.

Agnes stands to check out her new Converse. Sammi gets a
call. She holds her phone up for Scott to see.

She mouths "It's Louis" and slips out of the booth.

SCOTT
Where's she at?

CASSAVETES
Lemme grab a drink and I'll meet you
round back.

He shakes him by the back of the neck.

EXT. WEST HOLLYWOOD - PARK - NIGHT

Sammi paces on the sidewalk across the street from a park.
She moves coy - smiles. Twirls her hair. Purses her lips.

An UBER pulls up to the curb on the park side. The back door
opens - PAULINE sits there.

SAMMI
OK, I should go too, otherwise Scott
will go home and write sad shit in
his diary or something. No, it's
fine. He just needs to get laid. Ew,
no way. Not for all the tea in China.

She watches what unfolds at the Uber. The driver gets out
and approaches Pauline. She tries to explain something.

She does a terrible job.
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SAMMI
OK. Yeah, OK. I'll call you later.

Louis says something that lights up her whole face.

SAMMI
Ummmmm...you too. Bye.

She hangs up. Glowing. Pauline gets in to it with the Uber
drive. Sammi hops across the street.

SAMMI
Hey. Yo. What's up? I know her.

Pauline's voice is distant and echoey. She's stoned.

PAULINE
I'm trying to pay him.

UBER DRIVE
I told you a dozen times. You already
paid through the app.

PAULINE
No, I have a hundred in cash. I'm
trying to give it to you.

SAMMI
Pauline. You pay through your phone.

PAULINE
Dammit. I want him to wait and take
me home when I'm ready. With this.

She holds up two fifties.

UBER DRIVE
Umm. You want me to just sit here
until you want to jet?

PAULINE
Yes. What's the issue?

The driver snatches the fifties.

UBER DRIVE
Let me pull in to a spot.

Pauline gets out of the car. She teeters in to Sammi.

PAULINE
I need to sit somewhere. I don't want
to get back in the cab.
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Sammi looks around. There's a bench right at hand in the
park. She guides Pauline to it.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - SIDE ALLEY - NIGHT

Scott stands next to Cassavetes. They stand with the Hip D-
Bags. Scott tries to avoid looking at the Club Lady.

Her side boob is firing. Cass drops some science.

CASSAVETES
I'm like a fucking ghost. No debt. No
credit cards. Shit, I've only had a
job that need my soc number once, and
that was the movie. I barely even
have a bank account.

JOHNSON
Yo, cool. Cuz you know what? It's a
pain in the ass having such a high
credit score. It's like. My credit
limit is bullshit. I could buy a car
on it if I wanted. That's a lot of
temptation, you feel me?

Cass glares at him.

CASSAVETES
I don't feel you, because you know
why? Because you're full of shit.
Whoah whoah whoah. Don't get your
panties in a bunch. I mean it in a
good way.

Johnson puffs up with aggro energy. Scott pops himself out
of the circumference of the crowd.

CASSAVETES
It's like, let me ask you this. Did
you go to college?

Scott darts away and heads around the corner to the -

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BACK LOT

- where he almost bumps in to Juliette.

JULIETTE
Hey, you're Sammi's little homie,
right? You want to do some business?
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SCOTT
Um. No. I mean, yeah, but - your
buddy Cass is getting himself into
kind of a hot spot.

JULIETTE
What, with some red head broad?
Because I'm not touching that sitch
with a ten foot pole.

SCOTT
No. With some total meatheads. He's
kind of poking at them. Hard.

JULIETTE
Fuck. Where?

Scott points. Juliette hoofs it in to the alley. Scott's
phone is in his hand immediately.

He texts Sammi.

EXT. WEST HOLLYWOOD - PARK - BENCH - NIGHT

Sammi and Pauline sit on the bench. BLOOP. Sammi looks at
the screen and see's it's Scott. She doesn't read the text.

She takes a big, happy breath.

SAMMI
My boyfriend just told me he loved me
for the first time.

Pauline stares at her. She inspects her, even.

PAULINE
Didn't I fire you?

SAMMI
Yeah, and you know what? I don't even
care. My hearts racing.

PAULINE
You should care.

SAMMI
It was for something I didn't even
do. I was taking the heat for a buddy
of mine.

Pauline makes a harsh expression out of her face.
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PAULINE
If I had known that I would have
fired you twice. You can't do that
kind of shit in this business. You
need to throw anyone you can to the
wolves or they'll get you first.

SAMMI
Cool it, lady. I'm only 19. My
youthful idealism hasn't quite shit
the bed just yet.

Pauline leans closer to her. Sammi leans away.

PAULINE
I'll pay you fifty bucks for a
cigarette.

SAMMI
I don't have any.

PAULINE
I'm stoned off my ass right now. If I
don't have something to do with my
hands I'm going to have a major panic
attack. Can you get me a cigarette?

SAMMI
Stay here. But don't move, OK? I'll
go see if I can find someone to take
care of you.

Pauline gazes off in to the distance.

PAULINE
I'm the one that takes care of
people.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - SIDEWALK - DAY

Sammi bops up the street. Louis saying he loved her is still
heavily in her system. She passes Ellie going the other way.

SAMMI
Oh hey. Burger lady.

ELLIE
Photobooth girl. Hi.

They nod their heads as they pass each other without
stopping. Sammi reaches the crowd by the main entrance.
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She scans the crowd and finds a puff of smoke in the air.
She moves for it and catches sight of BRUCEY.

She makes a beeline for him as her phone BLOOPS. It's Scott
again. She ignores it again.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BAR - NIGHT

Scott grabs an abandoned drink off the bar. He wipes off the
rim with the sleeve and tosses the straw.

He sucks the whole thing down in one gulp. He looks for more
drinks to steal. No such luck.

He texts Sammi. It's a whole chain of "Where are you?"
messages. No responses. The three dots appear.

He sighs. Fucking finally. No message is forthcoming. He
puts his phone away in an angry way.

He looks around again. All the way on the other side of the
room he sees Agnes and MANDY.

He does a double take when he see's Mandy.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - CORNER BOOTH - NIGHT

Scott passes the dance floor - entirely missing Sammi
cutting a rug - and heads for Agnes and Mandy.

When he gets closer he notices Brucey standing in front of
the table. Agnes and Mandy get up and walk away.

Agnes heads for the bar. Mandy heads for a side door. He
follows after Mandy.

Behind him Sammi dances her way over to Lucy and Roderick.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BACK HALLS - NIGHT

Scott pushes in to a maze of narrow halls. No Mandy. He
hears a trail of high heels CLICKING in the distance.

He follows it.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BACK LOT - NIGHT

Scott pushes out the back door. No Mandy anywhere in sight.
A few party people lean and smoke and look cool.
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Max sits in her car, parked across the street. Juliette
strolls around the corner.

JULIETTE
Yo. Lil Homie. You got eyes on Cass?

He walks directly in front of her.

SCOTT
Can you please. Just. Sell me some
drugs. I've been trying to get bombed
off my ass all night and it's been
utterly impossible. Which is insane,
because it's a party specifically
designed to get people bombed off
their asses. Help. Me.

He thrusts a hundred in cash out of his pocket.

JULIETTE
All I got is a little bit of coke.

He makes a gimme-gimme motion with his hand. They make an
exchange that couldn't look more suspicious if they tried.

Scott drops the drugs on the floor. He stares at the little
packet without moving to pick it up.

INT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - END OF THE BAR - NIGHT

Sammi watches Lucy lead Roderick through the crowd to a
quiet spot where they can make out like college kids.

She smiles and looks down at a draft of a text to Louis on
her phone. It starts out with "I'm sorry I said 'me too'..."

DELETE. DELETE. DELETE. TYPE. TYPE. TYPE. "If I call are you
gonna be able to pick up?" DELETE. DELETE. DELETE.

Scott collapses dramatically on the bar next to her.

SCOTT
I finally, finally, finally got my
hands on some cocaine.

Sammi lifts her hands in victory.

SAMMI
Huzzah!

SCOTT
Now. Where do we do it?
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SAMMI
I ain't doin' no cocaine. That's for
my buddy Scott.

SCOTT
Wait. Are you serious?

SAMMI
Yeah. Not that you would have
noticed, but I'm on the straight and
narrow these days. Ever since my
birthday party. Me and Louis got in
to a thing and. Well. Aside from the
occasional glass of Merlot, I don't
rage no more. It's pretty boss,
actually.

A wave of - something - washes over Scott.

SCOTT
Sammi. I get it. I used to have a
huge crush on you and it's awkward
and everything. But get over
yourself. I did.

SAMMI
Um. What?

SCOTT
If you don't want to do coke with me,
don't do coke with me. I'm not an
idiot. You don't have to lie to my
face and expect me to believe it.

SAMMI
I'm not lying.

SCOTT
You've been pounding gin and tonics
all night.

SAMMI
It's water.

SCOTT
You know, I'm sick of this shit. I
bring you to this party - which could
have gotten me in trouble - and all
you do is try to ditch me all night.

SAMMI
You said you didn't care about
bringing me. You invited me.
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SCOTT
I was just being nice.

SAMMI
Bullshitting me and getting pissed
off that I had the audacity to
believe you is "being nice?"

SCOTT
You just used me because your
boyfriend didn't feel like hanging
out with you tonight.

WOOSH. Sammi throws her drink in his face. The lime rolls
down his shirt for a few revolutions, leaving a wet stain.

SAMMI
Told you it was water. You absolutely
self involved prick.

She grabs her purse and adjusts the eight hundred dollar
pair of high heels on her feet.

She shoulders past him. Then walks back around to face him.

SAMMI
You know something, Scott? You're not
the fucking lead in the play of life.
I know you want to be, but it just
doesn't work that way. Other people
have their own scripts but you get so
damn pissy when they don't read from
yours. It's total bullshit. If you
ever figure that out, feel free to
give me a call. Until then? You can
mother fuck a duck for all I care.

She shoulders past him. Then walks back around again. WA-
WHAP. She slaps him hard as fuck in the face.

SAMMI
Do not ever imply anything about my
fucking boyfriends feelings for me.
Ever again. Got it?

He sort of nods. She shoulders past him. For good this time.

INT. UBER - NIGHT

Sammi stares out the window. Her eyes drift to the Uber
route on her phone. It's set for Highland Park.
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She leans between the seats.

SAMMI
Hey, how much of a drag would it be
to change my destination?

SECOND UBER DRIVER
Fine by me.

SAMMI
Cool.

She leans back and sets the destination for Louis's dorm.
She fires off a text to him that reads -

"Hey, I don't care about your book learning - I'm wearing a
foxy pair of heels and I'm on my way to see you."

She lowers the phone, grinning form ear to ear. BLOOP. His
response reads "Thank god." She shivers with glee.

The car keeps on down the road. She takes out the photostrip
of her and Scott.

VVVVVVV. The window rolls down. The strip floats out. VVVV.
The window rolls back up.

The photostrip lands on the sidewalk.

EXT. WAREHOUSE STUDIO - BACK LOT - NIGHT

Scott sits on concrete slab. The lot is empty. He's alone.
He stares at the photostrip of he & Sammi.

After a good gaze he slips it back in his pocket and takes
out the packet of cocaine.

He presses his knees together and balances the packet
between them. He pops it open.

A STRONG WIND blows. The packet goes flying.

CUT TO BLACK:
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