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| NT-JAI L CELL- DAWN

The canera closes in on a sleeping figure through the bars
of a jail cell. Her silhouette is illumnated by the soft
norning light streamng in fromthe cell w ndow Her clothes
resenbl e sonet hing straight froma fashi on magazi ne.

She rises fromher slunber and stretches. W notice the
darks circles, running mascara, and sneared |lipstick that
marr her otherw se beautiful face. She coughs and assesses
her surroundings wth a confused conpl acence. The dank,
depressing anbience of the jail casts a gray-ish hue on al

i nside. She notices a dull nausea and bitterness in the back
of her throat.

A soft chuckle is heard out of frane froma WOMAN i n the

adjoining cell, and a gruff voice acconpanies it.
WOVAN
You been out a while. (laughs) I'm
just curious... You know you snore?

The young girl turns to find an ol der woman whose eyes have
a fire that she finds intimdating, but also a vulnurability
that she believes mrrors her own. This unarnms her and she
refl exively becones hostile.

G RL
(scoffs)
VWhat's it to you? | don't even know
you.
WOVAN
Look kid, I don't know what you're
all up in arms for. | just want

sone sl eep.

The WOVAN | ays down. The G RL stands up from her bench
frustrated by the exchange. She | ooks out the w ndow and

cl oses her eyes, relishing the sun's warnth. She sits down,
suddenly exhausted and pl aces her head in her hands.

A RL
(voice trenbling)
What... Wiat did | do?

WOVAN
(sits up)
VWhat are you doing? (rolls eyes)
You ain't at honme kid, and this
ain't the place for your tears..

The G RL tries to push back the tears as they fl ow
unwittingly, silently.

G RL
(rmuffl ed)
| don't even know how I got here.



WOVAN
Well, typically, you don't get here
by sellin' girl scout cookies.

G RL scoffs and | ooks down at her shoes. The tell-tale Louis
Vuitton sole is seen, and she uncerenoni ously takes them of
and throws themon the floor. She stares out of the w ndow
as she rubs the sore callouses on her feet. The WOVAN | eans
against the dividing cell's bars and watches the G RL

cl osel y.

WOVAN
You | ook Ii ke you been through
it... Wiat's a pretty girl |ike you

doi n here anyways?

G RL
(1 ooks affronted)
| don't think that's any of your
busi ness. | don't even know you..

Suddenly she stands up and runs towards a small toilet she
sees in the corner and retches into it.

WOVAN
(1 aughs)
| think I know exactly, how you got

here ki d.

G RL collapses next to the toliet and | ays her head agai nst
the cool netal surface.

Sonme of the events of the night before cone back to her.
DI SSOCLVE TO
| NT- APATTMENT- NI GHT

A loud pul sating song is playing in the background as the
G RL dances around her apartnment putting on her clothes for
a night of debauched fun with her friends. The apartnent is
of a much lower quality than we woul d expect froma wonman
who puts this nmuch stock in her appearence. C othes and
trash litter the floor and it seens as though a | ayer of
dirt and grinme covers the entirety of the house.

G RL
(hunms and sways
rhyt hm cal | y)

A pounding is heard on the door, and startles the G RL.
UNKNOWN FRI END #1
(shout s)
Hey Angie! Open up! It's Caire!

The girl, ANGE, scurries to the door, alarned.



ANG E
Christ, Claire! You nerly gave ne a
heart attack.

CLAlI RE
Sorry, but | knew your sorry butt
was probably gonna be blasting sone
nmusi c.

ANG E
(rolls eyes)
Wat ever. . .

Claire wal ks with a confidence throughout the room deftly
navi gating around the chaos that litters the apartnent
floor. She sits on an overstuffed arnchair in the corner.

CLAI RE
| know you're ready for this club
tonight, girl.

ANG E
Yup. | got ny deno right here. (she
pats her purse) The DJ said he'l
play it as soon as he sees DeMI o

wal k i n.

She sprays perfunme in the air and | ooks in her mrror with a
twi sted formof determ nation. She checks her makeup and
makes sure not a line is out of place. This is her night and
nothing wll stop her fromgetting what she rightfully
deserves.

DI SSOLVE TGO
| NT-JAI L CELL- DAWN

Angi e stands and w pes her nouth. She places a clammy hand
agai nst her forehead, and the cool touch cal ns her.

WOVAN
So... Didyou get it all out?
"Cause |'d rather not have to hear
you pukin' anynore today.

ANG E
Yeah, | think I'm good.

WOVAN
Good. So you wanna tell nme yet why
you're here or do | have to guess?

Angi e i medi ately beconmes unconfortable, and noves to the
far side of the cell, away fromthe sunlight. She is casted
i n shadow while she cradles her arns in her hands
defensively, nmuch like a child would when threatened.



ANG E
|"d rather not tal k about if you
don't m nd.

WOVAN
C non! There's never any action in
here, and now | gotta nystery to
solve. It's too good to pass up

ANG E
(frightened)Pl ease... Just |eave ne
al one.

The woman | ooks upon Angie with an intense, scrutinizing
stare. She assesses her fromtop to bottom

VWOVAN
| bet a man has sonmthin' to do with
it. It's always a man wth girls
i ke you.

We | ook at Angi e whose eyes have fixed on a point on the

fl oor. She | ooks not only disappointed, but as though she is
struggling to renmenber where she has placed sonet hi ng.
Sonet hi ng she aches to get back.

DI SSCLVE TO
| NT- CLUB- NI GHT

The vi sceral novenent of bodi es packs the dance floor. The
snmel |l of sweat and sonething vaguely sinister perneates the
air inthe dimy lit club. Angie and Claire walk in timdly,
but with a strange determnation in their eyes. They cane
for a purpose and they will not be deterred.

CLAI RE
(yelling over nusic)lt seens a
little slow tonight dontcha think?

ANG E
(unbel i evi ng) SI ow?

They push through to the DJ stand and hand the man operating
the turtables the CD. They turn to | eave the stand and we
pan along with the girls as they notice the vitality seeping
fromthe club goers' dancing bodi es.

CLAI RE
| think that's him

They notice DEM LO, the fanmed record producer, wal king into
the club. The patrons seemto part as he nakes his way over
to the V.1.P. Area of the club

CLAI RE
Cnmon. Let's go talk to him



ANG E
(hesi st at es)
| don't know Claire...

CLAlI RE
Seriously, Angie? You' ve been
waiting to send this guy your deno
for weeks. It's now or never.

ANG E
(det erm ned)
Yeah, yeah you're right...

Claire grabs Angie's hand, and the girls make their way to
DeM |l o, and their small bodies are consuned by the pul sating
t hr ong.

Dl SSOLVE TO
| NT-JAI L CELL- DAWN
We focus in on a still dazed Angie.

WOVAN (O. S.)
Hey, kid! So you're just not gonna
answer ne?

ANG E
(dazed)
Oh, wh-what were you saying?

WOVAN
Neverm nd. Forget it.

ANG E
nks)
remenber when | was a

li
|
ad this nusic box.

(b
oftly)
d, I h

WOVAN
Real ly? | bet it was expensive,

covered in pearls or sonethin
right?

ANG E
(chuckl es sol emml y)

No, nothing like that. Just a
simpl e box ny nomgave nme. It would
play this song. | can barely
remenber it now, but | would sing
it constantly when | was a kid.
(voice thick) It was the first song
| sang in public.

WOVAN
WHat happened to it?



ANG E
(unfocused)
What ?

WOVAN
The box... Wat happened to it?

ANG E
Oh. It got old, the music just quit
one day and | couldn't get it to
wor k agai n.

We stay focused on Angie who has a reflective smle on her
face. It doesn't, however, portray the sanme pain that resides
behi nd her eyes.

WOVAN (O. S.)
Yeah, (chuckl es) | had a bear a
treated |i ke that when | was a kid
too. Carried it "til the stuffin
cane out.

ANG E
(sol emml y)
Yeah. ..

DI SSCLVE TO
| NT- CLUB- NI GHT

Claire and Angie have arrived at the vel vet ropes cordoning
off the V.I.P section of the club. Several |arge nen
surround a smaller figure. This is DeMlo. H's hair is

di shevel ed, his suit dark, and his eyes alert. H s pointed
eyes neet Angie's uncertain and wary ones.

CLAI RE
(loudly whispers) He's | ooking over
her e!

DeM | o whi spers sonething into the ear of the man sitting
next to him all the while he keeps his eyes on Angie. The
man gets up and lets the guard at the ropes usher in Angie
and Cl aire.

DEM LO
(to Angie)
| don't renenber ever seeing you in
her e.
ANG E
(feigns confidence)
Yeah, well | nmake it a point to

stay away fromnmen |like you in
pl aces |ike this.



DEM LO
(pretends hurt)
That hurts baby! Really you wound
me. Well, why did you decide to
grace us with your presence today?

ANG E

Do you hear that song playing?
DEM LO

Yeah, it's hot. Wat about it?
ANG E

Wll it's mne. | sing.

DeM | o seens surprised and gestures for Angie to sit down.
W see Claire slightly out of frane with one of DeMIo0's
entourage | aughing and visibly flifrting. This conforts
ANgi e and she sits next to DeMI o.

DEM LO
Oh really?(smles) So you just cane
here to use ne then?

He scoots closer to her.
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