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EXT. WATER TOWER - NIGHT

A graffiti scrawled water tower, minutes before sunrise. 

Legs dangle dangerously off the metal ledge a hundred feet in 
the air.

We move up to JESSIE REED, 17, seated with her arms resting 
over the rusted bars...

The dark hair, rock band shirt, and heavy eyeliner are just a 
facade to keep people away, just like she wants.

She watches the sun peek over the horizon. Illuminating a 
sleepy east coast town. 

RING. RING.

Jessie silences it without looking. 

She ducks fearlessly under the safety rail, leaning out into 
air for a moment... She stares down at the tiny houses. 

Absolutely nothing is keeping her from falling a hundred feet 
to her death. And for a moment, we wonder if she cares... 

She descends down the ladder. 

EXT. REED HOUSE - DAY

A semi hauling a moving pod rumbles past Jessie as she speed 
walks down the street. She turns into a tiny yard with a SOLD 
realtor sign staked in the middle.

A running sedan loaded down with suitcases and other junk 
that would fit, awaits her. 

Rushing to the car from the house is NINA REED. She’s still 
pretty in her forties but bags have settled beneath her eyes -
- not the kind you can fix by sleeping.

NINA
I called you three times. 

JESSIE
I know. 

Jessie just slides into the passenger seat. Nina shakes her 
head, this is going to be a long trip.



EXT. NISSAN MAXIMA - DAY

The car zips past a blue WELCOME TO CALIFORNIA sign. 

INT. NISSAN MAXIMA - DAY

Sun rays shine across the perfect blue sky, highlighting 
suburbia and all its glory. 

Nina and Jessie ease past manicured lawns and houses that 
look identical, sans the color schemes. 

Joggers, dog walkers, parents, and children mill about their 
planned out day.

NINA
God, it still looks the same.   

She beams, taking in her old stomping grounds. 

Then glances at Jessie whose head presses further against the 
passenger window, cold to her new surroundings. 

Nina grimaces.  

EXT. NINA’S HOUSE - DAY

The Maxima slows at a small home with a front porch and 
pillars. It’s got that 1950s charm going. 

It parks next to the same moving pod we saw earlier, now in 
their driveway. 

Jessie opens the back door. Her suitcase and a mountain of 
other shit, landslides onto the concrete driveway. 

CRACK.

An open box lands upside down, scattering various items. 

Jessie picks up a face down frame. It’s a DIGITAL PICTURE 
FRAME. Right now it’s black except for the massive diagonal 
crack across the screen. 

Nina rushes around to see what happened. Sees Jessie holding 
the frame. 

NINA
We can buy a new one --

JESSIE
-- it’s fine. 
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But it’s not. Jessie grabs the plug to the frame and her 
suitcase. Wheels it towards the house. 

INT. JESSIE’S ROOM - DAY

Jessie opens the door to her room. It’s freshly painted - 
yellow. And not even a cool hip yellow, but margarine yellow.

She sighs loudly. Finds an outlet beneath the window sill to 
plug in the digital frame.

It illuminates and A SLIDE SHOW of pictures start. 

1. Jessie, Nina, and her DAD, 40s, clean cut, at the ocean. 
His arm is draped around Jessie’s shoulder. She looks younger 
with light brown hair. Her smile much wider. 

2. Jessie, junior high, at a band rehearsal. She sits at a 
keyboard, talking to a friend. Unaware of the camera.  

3. Jessie seated at the keyboard. Her Dad, sits on a stool 
next to her with a guitar. They’re looking at each other, 
smiling.

She places it back on the window to play through.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Nina places another box on the kitchen island. All the 
cabinets are cluttered with boxes and half unpacked ones.

RING. RING. 

Nina takes a breather. Checks the ID -- MOM.

NINA
Hey, sorry I forgot to call... We 
both made it alive, so that’s got 
to count for something. 

Nina forces a small chuckle.

NINA
Not well, she’s still blames all 
this on me. All she knows is 
Pennsylvania... 

Nina watches Jessie walk by, carrying a MUSIC KEYBOARD. She 
disappears in her room. 
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INT. JESSIE’S ROOM - DAY

Jessie navigates the scattered boxes. Setting the keyboard on 
its stand.

It’s covered in a thick layer of dust -- like it hasn’t been 
played in years. Her fingers run gently over the dust. 

Jessie eases down on the bench. Powers it on. Her eyes get 
lost in the ivory and black keys.

HALLWAY

Nina carries an armful of blankets -- FREEZES when she hears 
MUSIC drifting out of Jessie’s room. 

It’s classical and melodic. Very soft, but with an underlying 
sadness to it. 

Nina creeps into the doorway and watches Jessie PLAY. Her 
fingers strike with precision as they begin to speed up. 

The song is no longer soft. It’s growing darker and faster 
with every note. Jessie’s tips almost POUND the keys now. 
Until --

-- EEERRR ERRR. She strikes the wrong keys.

BEAT.

Jessie PUNCHES the power off button with her fist. Scoots 
back, toppling the bench over, but she doesn’t care. 

There’s no bed so she just presses her back against the 
corner, sliding down until she’s just sitting. 

She buries her face into her arms. 

We pull back to the other side of the door, where Nina 
shoulders a tear away. 

EXT. WAKEFIELD HIGH - DAY

High school.

Not impressive the way many other schools are. It’s in need 
of a few updates for sure. 

In the parking lot, Jessie forces herself out of the car to 
see her new school -- looks like another disappointment to 
her.
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A loud noise moves her attention over to a construction site 
next to the school. Dozers, cranes, and excavators move in 
and out. 

Looks like a new wing is being constructed onto the old.

NINA
I know it doesn’t look like much 
but... I made some good memories 
here. It’s a new start. You can be 
whoever you want here, Jess. 

Jessie looks to the school again -- she’s not so sure. 

INT. WAKEFIELD HIGH - FRONT OFFICE - DAY

Jessie nervously watches out the glass doors as her mom fills 
out paperwork. 

Nina hands them to MRS. PHILLIPS, 60s, the widowed secretary. 

NINA
Is Ray here? 

MRS. PHILLIPS
He is, but he’s in an administrator 
meeting. Can I take a message? 

NINA
Oh no, I just wanted to say hi. We 
went to school together. 

Mrs. Phillips nods. 

MRS. PHILLIPS
Second period is about to start if 
you want to walk your daughter 
down. 

Jessie’s eyes widen, Nina notices. 

NINA
That’s okay. 

MRS. PHILLIPS
I’ll have Amanda help her find it. 
Amanda...

AMANDA BRADFORD, 18, steps out of the supply closet. She’s 
easily got the brains and physique to be in a university 
somewhere. 
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MRS. PHILLIPS
Can you show this young lady to her 
next class?

Off Amanda’s perfect white smile. 

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Bright blue lockers line the wide hallway. All other halls 
branch off from this main one.

Amanda looks over Jessie’s schedule as they walk down the 
deserted hall: 2nd Per -- Business Ed. 

AMANDA
Cool, same as me. It’s down here. 

The bell rings. 

Classroom doors open like flood gates as teenagers spill into 
the hall. Eyes fall on Jessie as whispers surface, “Who is 
she?” “Where is she from?” “Why is she here?”

Jessie keeps her head down, following Amanda who cuts through 
the chaos like a pro. 

They pass by a group of popular barbies. CAROLINE, 18, 
blonder, preppy, and entitled, makes a stink face for the two 
girls to see.

AMANDA
Careful, Caroline, you’re face 
might get stuck like that. 

CAROLINE
Then I’d look like you. 

ZING. Her girls laugh.

Amanda moves on like it’s nothing, a daily occurrence 
perhaps. Caroline holds her gaze on Jessie a moment, does she 
recognize her? 

The girls continue to their class. Jessie obviously still 
bothered by what just happened. 

JESSIE
You’re just going to let them laugh 
at you?
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AMANDA
You have to remind yourself that 
looks fade, but stupid is forever. 
It makes them tolerable for the 
next four months until I can get 
out of this place.  

Jessie’s hand releases, she had it clenched the entire time.

INT. COMPUTER LAB - DAY

Outdated technology for this decade. It’s a cramped space but 
enough for each student to have a computer. 

MRS. CRABTREE, 50s, about to retire, scribbles an assignment 
on the board. 

Amanda punches a GUY in the arm and takes the seat next to 
him. 

Jessie has to sit in the only seat in the row behind Amanda, 
so she doesn’t see who it is. 

MRS. CRABTREE
I want you to type a resumé as if 
you were applying for your first 
job out of college. When you’re 
done print it and put it in the 
basket. 

Jessie pulls up a blank Microsoft Word page. The cursor 
blinks rapidly on the blank page -- challenging her.

She looks up at Amanda’s screen to find her BLAZING through. 
Qualities, accomplishments, awards, etc. 

JOCK #1 (O.S.)
Dude, shhhh. 

Jessie’s eyes wander to a group of JOCKS sitting two rows up 
around Caroline. They cut up in hushed tones when --

-- Jessie’s blank page is replaced by a YOUTUBE VIDEO. And 
not just any video, but it’s a video of JESSIE.  

Jessie looks around in horror as she sees that it’s playing 
on EVERY monitor in the room. She tries to click off but it 
WON’T CLOSE.  

We watch the video shot from a shaky cell phone: 

Jessie is in the center of a forming crowd in a hallway of 
another school. BULLY GIRL is in the center with her. 
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BULLY GIRL
So I guess Jessie Reed is too good 
to clean up her own mess...

Bully Girl points to a pile of books sitting in the hallway. 
Jessie just glares at Bully Girl. 

She turns to leave -- only to be met by a wall of students 
who want to see this go down.

BULLY GIRL 
Fine, run away. That’s what you do 
best isn’t it? Nobody feels sorry 
for you. You walk around like it’s 
the end of the world because your 
dad went to prison, but nobody 
cares. So make yourself useful and 
pick up my books, or do us all a 
favor and jump off a cliff.  

Jessie slowly pivots and -- WHAM!

She COLD COCKS Bully right in the nose. Blood gushes down her 
face. Jessie pounces on her as she drops to the ground. 

A TEACHER, 30s, breaks through the crowd and hooks Jessie 
under her arms, dragging her off. He bear hugs her as she 
flails until he breaks through the crowd.

Jessie’s screams are incoherent as tears stream down her 
face.

The teacher releases her -- only to have Jessie turn and 
WINDMILL him in a blind rage. 

The video ends, but starts replaying again. 

Students are turning around and staring. Whispering. Hitting 
play again.

The guy sitting beside Amanda turns around. This is SAM 
BRITT, 18, gorgeous and down to earth. 

He glances around other computers, concerned. 

His eyes meet with Jessie’s for a split second, surprised. He 
turns back around to see if it’s the same girl. Jessie is 
mortified. 

The Jocks slap high fives, while Caroline stares at her 
screen with an accomplished smirk.  

STUDENT
Ooooh. Daaanng. 

8.



People are watching it over and over. The raucous causes Mrs. 
Crabtree to get up. 

She looks at one of the screens to see Jessie fighting. She 
PAUSES it using her override program.  

Mrs. Crabtree points at Jessie.

MRS. CRABTREE
You think this is cute? 

JESSIE
What?

MRS. CRABTREE
Come with me to the office. 

JESSIE
I didn’t do anything.

BEAT. Crabtree gives her the mean stare. Then other students 
join in.

Jessie slowly gets up. Her eyes cut to the group of boys and 
Caroline -- who are suddenly “unaware” of the situation. 

Jessie is nearly to the door when --

AMANDA (O.S.)
I did it. 

Heads turn to Amanda as she stands up. Caroline doesn’t seem 
happy about it. Sam furrows his brow at Amanda, she ignores 
him. 

MRS. CRABTREE
Amanda? 

AMANDA
I thought it’d be funny.  

MRS. CRABTREE
Alright, let’s go see Mr. Harmon. 

Amanda slowly walks towards the doors. She passes Jessie, and 
for a moment their eyes meet. Amanda gives her an “I’ll be 
fine” smile before leaving. 

CAROLINE
Good thing no one’s posting 
Amanda’s videos. 

JOCK #2
Now that’s a video I’d like to see. 
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Caroline backhands him in the chest. 

Jessie sits at her seat, avoiding Sam’s eyes. 

She glances at the computer screen again -- paused on the 
ENRAGED look on her face just before she hits her teacher... 

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Jessie navigates the hallway. Next destination according to 
her schedule -- LUNCH. 

The rumors and whispering have magnified by a hundred just 
from two periods. Students have their phones, huddled in 
groups, watching her video on YOUTUBE. 

Reactions vary from: impressed, scared, to disgusted. 

Jessie looks for an escape. She hits the door to the --

GIRLS’ BATHROOM

Jessie tiptoes in to hear a voice coming from the stall.

GIRL (O.S.)
Skip it. We need to talk about 
this. Fine, if you don’t come I’ll 
show up at the meeting... Yeah, I’m 
dead serious. Alright, bye. 

The stall door swings open. Amanda is startled to see Jessie. 
Neither speak for a moment as Amanda washes her hands. 

JESSIE
You didn’t have to do that. 

AMANDA
I was expecting a thanks, but 
you’re right, I didn’t. 

JESSIE
You don’t know me... You don’t owe 
me anything. 

Jessie is genuinely baffled at why she did this. Amanda rips 
off some paper towels. 

AMANDA
Well I know what it’s like to have 
these people judge you. And once 
they do, there isn’t much you can 
do to change their minds... People 
think I’m easy -- 
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JESSIE
-- are you?

Amanda chuckles. 

AMANDA
I like to have a good time and if 
people are going to put me on the 
cross for it and ridicule me, then 
so be it. It’s only high school. 

She tosses the paper wad in the trash. 

AMANDA
Don’t write me off as a saint yet. 
I partly did it because I knew I 
wouldn’t get in trouble. 

JESSIE
You didn’t? 

AMANDA
Never do.

She turns to leave. 

JESSIE
Thank you.

Amanda sees how much effort it takes for Jessie to say it.

AMANDA
The more you say it, the easier it 
gets. 

She winks before walking out.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

It’s packed.

These kids have been eating at the SAME table, with the SAME 
friends all year. It’s the most awkward part of school when 
you’re the new girl. 

Jessie scans the place for a shred of privacy -- maybe even 
Amanda, but she is nowhere to be seen. 

She spots a secluded section at the end of a long table and 
sits. 

In front of her is the “popular” table. All of them look 
alike, inbred maybe. 
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Among the crew is Caroline -- and Sam. He sits at the end. 
There, but not really interested in the conversations. 

Out of nowhere, EMMANUELLA “MANNY” SNOW, 17, a vivacious and 
infectious chocolate fox plops down beside Jessie. Doesn’t 
say a word, just sits. 

Jessie slides down a couple seats, but Manny moves down too. 

JESSIE
Do you mind? 

MANNY
Go ahead. 

Jessie looks at her, who is this girl? 

She gets up and moves on the other side of the table in the 
last chair. Manny just slides her tray down in front of 
Jessie. 

JESSIE
Am I in your seat or something?

MANNY
I don’t have a seat. I sit wherever 
I feel like.

JESSIE
And you feel like sitting here? 

MANNY
You’re kinda mean. 

Jessie glares at her. 

MANNY
But at least you’re honest -- which 
is why I like you already.

Jessie rolls her eyes, this girl is nuts.

MANNY
I’m Emanuella Snow, but you can 
call me Manny. And I know, ha ha, 
her last name is Snow, but she’s 
black, how ironic. 

JESSIE
Jessie. 

Jessie hears muffled yelling, like it’s coming from a phone.
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Back on the popular table, which is now at her back, Caroline 
holds her cell phone for everyone to watch Jessie’s video.

Jessie sighs, she can’t win for losing. 

MANNY
Gotta give her credit for squashing 
your reputation so quick... So you 
want to be my friend? 

Manny snaps off a carrot with her teeth. 

JESSIE
Why, you don’t have friends? 

MANNY
Oh I’m friends with everybody. But 
you’re new and not my friend, so 
it’s my mission to make you my 
friend. 

JESSIE
Lucky me. 

MANNY
Oh girl, you are the lucky one...

Manny stops a moment to study over Jessie. Her appearance. 
Her attitude...

MANNY
Did your dad really go to prison? 

JESSIE
Who’s the mean one now? 

Manny blushes as much as her color allows. Jessie switches 
subjects.

JESSIE
Are you friends with Amanda?

MANNY
Bradford? We’re cool.

JESSIE
What’s her story?
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MANNY
She’s smart, pretty, and used to be 
popular until Caroline hit puberty 
sophomore year. Caroline grew some 
boobs and decided she wanted to be 
queen bee. She spread some pretty 
nasty things about her.

JESSIE
Were they true? 

MANNY
I think so, but still, girl needs 
to mind her own business. She’s 
ruining reps left and right... He’s 
looking at you.

Jessie turns to see Sam smiling at her. She musters the 
world’s smallest smile. 

INT. MUSIC CLASS - DAY

Jessie walks in to see a small class, ten kids at the most. 

Beyond them are INSTRUMENTS. Keyboards, guitars, drums, 
woodwinds, everything. 

In big letters over the white board is: MS. JACKSON’S MUSIC 
DEN.

She hesitates to just leave when Sam walks by her, taking a 
seat in the back. Jessie finds a seat in the same row.   

He turns towards her, pointing. 

SAM
Bad Company. 

Jessie freezes, what? Her? Then she realizes he’s pointing at 
the band on her shirt. 

JESSIE
They’re one of my favorites.

SAM
Classic rock fan? 

JESSIE
I like everything. 

Sam seems surprised as the door shuts.
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MS. JACKSON, 20s, the pretentious “musician” type, steps up 
to the front.

She draws several music notes. Students begin copying. But 
not Jessie.

MS. JACKSON
We touched on this a bit yesterday 
but let’s go further... A dotted 
quarter note increases by a half. 
If it is equal to two eighth notes, 
and you add a half -- how many does 
that make?

JESSIE
Three.

Jessie’s eyes widen, she didn’t mean to say that out loud.

Ms. Jackson looks her over, not recognizing her.

MS. JACKSON
Close, it’s four. 

JESSIE
No, it’s three. 

The whole class turns around to gawk at Jessie. 

MS. JACKSON
Excuse me?

JESSIE
If a dotted quarter is a quarter 
note plus a half. And a quarter is 
two eighths, then a half of a 
quarter would only be one eighth. 
Two eighths and another eighth is 
three. 

MS. JACKSON
And did you learn this when getting 
your degree in music? 

JESSIE
No, it’s basic math. 

Several students snicker, making the situation worse. 

MS. JACKSON
Well then you can brush up on your 
music this afternoon in D-hall. 

As Ms. Jackson scribbles on a detention slip --
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Jessie slouches, can’t keep her mouth shut on the first day. 

SAM
Spp. 

Jessie looks through her hair to see Sam smirking.

SAM
You were right... 

He holds up three fingers.

INT. ROOM 101 - DAY

Jessie shuffles past a DETENTION sign hanging in the door 
window. 

She’s sees she’s the only girl among a slacker, class clown, 
a pot head, and other average Joes. 

MRS. DOREEN, 70s, half asleep and blind,  sits behind the 
desk. 

Jessie hands over her detention slip. 

MRS. DOREEN
Over at five thirty. No talking. No 
laughing. Don’t get up. Don’t 
bother me. Do your homework or 
something.

Jessie finds a seat in the back corner. 

Head phones tucked in her ear, she chooses a song on her 
phone. Pulls her hood up, and buries her face in her arms.

LATER

As soon as the clock strikes 5:30, the other students bolt 
out. But Jessie slowly gathers her stuff... 

EXT. FOOTBALL FIELD - EVENING

Light is quickly diminishing as Jessie approaches the 
stadium. She checks the time, 5:35.

Her phone beeps, alerting her of a low battery. She shuts off 
her music and tucks the phone away. 

Jessie makes her way up the paved path towards the football 
field.
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But VOICES stop her. 

She doesn’t see anyone -- But curiosity propels her towards 
the bleachers. 

Now we can make out two distinct voices. A MALE and FEMALE. 
They’re trying to keep it down, but it’s like yelling 
whispers.

Jessie ducks beside the ramp, peeking over. 

FEMALE
We both got what we wanted. 

MALE
We still have a few months.

FEMALE
It’s done. I’m done. 

MALE 
So pretend like this never 
happened?

It’s too dark to see their faces. Just shadows on the top row 
by the press box.

FEMALE 
Yeah. 

The Female moves down a step, like she’s going to leave, but 
the Male SNATCHES her wrist up and RIPS her back. 

MALE
I helped you. You’re nothing 
without me. 

FEMALE
Let go.

He doesn’t. 

FEMALE
Let go or I’ll tell everyone. 

POP! She SMACKS him across the face. 

LOADED BEAT.

Male BACKHANDS her, KNOCKING her down the bleachers. Her body 
tumbles and rolls, gaining momentum until it’s only two rows 
up from Jessie. 
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Her eyes widen as she gets a good look at the female -- IT’S 
AMANDA. 

Amanda barely stirs, so she doesn’t see Jessie. Here comes 
Male stomping down the stairs in a hurry. 

Jessie gets a quick look at him. Forties, good looking, dark 
hair but right now -- MENACING. 

She ducks UNDER the bleachers but can still see through the 
cracks. He’s standing over Amanda. 

The Male plops on top of Amanda. His face contorted with some 
deep rooted rage as his hands grip around her neck. Then -- 

CRACK!

The Male SLAMS Amanda’s neck against the side of the 
bleacher. Her body goes limp.

It all happens in a matter of seconds. Jessie is frozen in 
HORROR when --

BU-BEEP.

Jessie’s phone alerts her before it DIES. The Male PERKS up -- 
he heard it too.

Jessie goes completely RIGID as the killer slowly stands up.

He moves swiftly down the ramp -- below the bleachers are 
empty from a glance. But he’s not convinced so he keeps 
walking.

Jessie stands frozen behind a narrow concrete pillar beneath 
the bleachers. 

From her POV she can’t see him, only hears the rocks GRINDING 
together under his feet the closer he gets. Jessie’s eyes 
clench, her breathing stops.

Suddenly --

-- he steps into frame, even with her. 

Jessie barely has time to slide around the side before he 
SNAPS HIS HEAD her way. 

He keeps moving a few steps PAST HER. Jessie shifts again one 
more corner to stay completely out of view.

A faint BEEPING. Jessie stiffens... 
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Male stalks back towards the sound, coming from the 
BLEACHERS.  

Jessie tries to match his steps with hers and scoots step for 
step back around the pillar. 

Male trots back up the ramp in a hurry.

Jessie makes a run for the exit at the other end of the 
bleachers. 

She slows to see if he’s looking before running into the 
open. On the far end she watches him search Amanda’s body for 
something. 

He produces Amanda’s cell phone before tucking it in his own 
pocket. 

Jessie cuts towards the back of the bleachers and into the 
parking lot before breaking into a sprint...

EXT. STREET SOMEWHERE - NIGHT

Jessie stumbles down the street. Adrenaline pushing her past 
the point of exhaustion. 

She finally slows down when she sees the comfort of suburban 
homes. Checks her phone again, it’s pitch black dead.

She knocks on door of the first home. An OLDER COUPLE, 70s, 
answers...

LATER

A POLICE CAR approaches. Its lights illuminating Jessie 
standing near a street sign.

EXT. FOOTBALL FIELD - NIGHT

The first officer out of the car is, OFFICER ERIC CHASE, 30s, 
despite his baby face, he’s one of the good ones.

In the driver seat is OFFICER GRIFFIN, 40s. His weight and 
wrinkles are a sign that he’s been in the game long enough to 
have been burnt a time or two. 

Chase lets Jessie out of the back. She beelines for the 
bleachers. 

Before Griffin and Chase split to look around... 
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OFFICER CHASE
See if you can get a hold of Amanda 
Bradford’s parents.

Griffin stays behind while Chase follows Jessie into the 
bleachers. 

JESSIE
They were up there, arguing about 
something. He hit Amanda and she 
fell, here. 

Jessie points a few rows up. 

JESSIE
He killed her right there.

Chase uses his flashlight to scan every row on the way up and 
back down. Nothing yet.

OFFICER CHASE
What did he look like? 

JESSIE
Forties. Dark hair. Maybe six foot.

He jots it on a note pad. 

OFFICER GRIFFIN (O.S.)
Eric, come here a sec. 

Griffin is waving him down from the car. 

OFFICER CHASE
(to Jessie)

Sit tight. 

He hurries down. Sticks his head in the car window.

OFFICER CHASE
What’d the parents say? 

OFFICER GRIFFIN 
No working number. Found a few 
previous addresses we can check out 
later... But I did find this.

He swivels his computer showing Chase an old mug shot of 
Jessie.
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OFFICER GRIFFIN
She got a DWI last summer and lost 
her license. Has a few other priors 
too... And it gets more interesting 
-- perjury. 

OFFICER CHASE
Perjury?

OFFICER GRIFFIN
Lied when she had to testify at 
John Reed’s trial... It took me a 
second to realize where I’d heard 
that name. He was that guy who got 
busted running that multi-million 
dollar Ponzi scheme out east a few 
years ago. 

Chase furrows his brow, interesting. 

OFFICER CHASE
Should we call a team out just in 
case? 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
If we pull the team out here and 
nothing turns up, it’s going to 
cause a big stink in the 
department. I don’t want to end up 
in the paper again. 

Chase nods, understanding.

OFFICER CHASE
We can keep it between us and I’ll 
do a little digging.  

Chase walks back towards Jessie, who is standing exactly 
where Amanda died.

OFFICER CHASE
You’ve got quite the record to 
still be in high school. 

JESSIE
You think I’m lying? 

OFFICER CHASE
I didn’t say that, I’m just trying 
to think logically right now and 
not jump to any conclusions.  
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JESSIE
I saw a girl get murdered right in 
front of me. It wasn’t an accident, 
and I’m not making it up... 

Jessie looks Chase right in the eyes, desperation masked by a 
bubbling anger right now.

OFFICER CHASE
There’s no evidence to suggest 
anything happened so my hands are 
tied right now.

JESSIE
Trace her phone! I know he took it. 
It’ll take you right to him.

Officer Griffin approaches, interrupting. He shines a light 
right in Jessie’s eyes. 

It’s obvious he’s checking for drug or alcohol use. Jessie 
cuts the light off with her hand, ignoring him.

JESSIE
What if I’m right? Please --

Chase stops her from going on.

OFFICER CHASE
I can’t promise anything but I’ll 
look into it. Right now we can’t 
even declare her missing for twenty 
four hours. 

Jessie lolls. There’s nothing she can do. 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
And just to be clear Jessie, I hope 
for your sake this isn’t some prank 
because it won’t be taken lightly. 

Griffin makes that last point clear before heading for the 
car. 

OFFICER CHASE
It’s late, let’s get you home.

EXT. NINA’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Nina rushes out when she sees the police car pulling into her 
driveway. Griffin lets Jessie out of the back.
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NINA
(embarrassed)

Oh God, Jessie...

Jessie heads for the house not bothering to talk to her mom. 
Officer Chase gets out to talk to Nina. 

OFFICER CHASE
Hi, Ms. Reed, we spoke on the 
phone, Officer Chase. This is 
Officer Griffin.

Nina massages her temples as the scene sets in.

NINA
She’s a good kid I promise, it’s 
just been a rough couple of years 
for her dealing with her dad... Is 
she in trouble? 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
Doesn’t have a reason to be yet. 

NINA
I’m sorry she had to bother you 
officers. 

Chase offers her a reassuring smile. 

OFFICER CHASE
We’ll be in touch. 

They climb back in the car.

INT. JESSIE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Jessie’s room is now covered in ALBUM covers and BAND 
posters. Everything from PUNK ROCK to CLASSIC ROCK and 
current, though the yellow still shows through the cracks.

Nina barges in, heated. 

NINA
A “murder” Jessie? Is this your way 
of getting back at me for making 
you move?

JESSIE 
I saw it, mom.  

NINA
Are you on drugs? 
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JESSIE
What!? God, you’re just like 
everyone else. You’re supposed to 
be on my side, just like you were 
supposed to be on dad’s!

Both are surprised by the last comment that slipped out -- 
but that’s the first real emotion we’ve seen from Jessie, 
good or bad. 

NINA
Your dad made those choices, not 
me... 

JESSIE
You turned him in!

NINA
Because they were trying to 
incriminate me too! I did what I 
thought was best for our family.  

JESSIE
Best for our family or best for 
you?   

NINA
Best for you, Jessie...

Tears of anger, not sadness begin to steam uncontrollably 
from Jessie’s face.

JESSIE
Get out. 

Nina doesn’t protest. She backs slowly out of the room. 
Jessie lies on her bed, face down in her pillow.

LATER

Jessie’s asleep. The clock switches to 3:12. 

Her body begins to toss and turn.

CUT TO:

EXT. FOOTBALL STADIUM - NIGHT

Jessie tucks her phone in her pocket as she treks home. She 
peers up at the bleachers in front of her -- more daunting 
this time.
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Then the voices start -- the argument just as before. 
Amplified in this dream state. 

She looks up to see the Male knock Amanda down the bleachers. 
Her body lands a foot from Jessie. 

But this time, her eyes STARE RIGHT INTO Jessie’s.  

AMANDA
(whispered)

Help me. 

JESSIE’S ROOM

Jessie’s eyes shoot wide open as she inhales for air. It 
takes her a moment to realize it was only a dream. 

She slowly sits up. Glances at the clock -- 3:13 am. Rubs her 
eyes, now wide awake. 

Jessie tosses the covers back and moves to her keyboard. She 
turns it on, keeping the volume low. 

And plays us out...

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Jessie drags down the hall. Her eyes bloodshot, we’re not 
sure if it’s lack of sleep or crying. 

Her face registers zero emotion -- how should she feel right 
now? How would it look? 

She watches students congregate into their cliques. Laughing, 
smiling, chatting. No one has any idea, only her...

INT. COMPUTER LAB - DAY

Jessie sludges through her typing assignment.

Her eyes find Amanda’s empty chair before drifting to Sam.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

Jessie sits at the same table as the day before. Full tray of 
food -- untouched. 

Manny is sitting in front, but Jessie doesn’t even 
acknowledge her. 
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MANNY
Everything okay?

Off Jessie’s dazed stare.

INT. MUSIC CLASS - DAY

Jessie sits solo at the keyboard in the corner. Other 
students are experimenting with their instrument of choice. 

She’s essentially just taking up space on the bench.

SAM (O.S.)
You mind? 

Sam points to the keyboard. Jessie slides to the far edge of 
the seat. He powers on the keyboard. 

SAM
I’ve been practicing. 

The corner of his lip curls into a smirk as he randomly 
starts playing an intro to a song. 

Jessie peeks at his fingers on the keys. Sam begins to sing, 
it’s soft but in tune.

SAM
Walkin' down this rocky road. 
Wondering where my life is leading, 
rollin' on to the bitter end...

Then ERRRR he hits the wrong key.

SAM
Like I said, practicing. 

He laughs. Jessie doesn’t respond. 

SAM
I feel like I’m bothering you. Do 
you want me to leave you alone?

Jessie surprisingly shakes her head, “no.” 

She gestures towards the keyboard. Sam gives her room. She 
picks up the song in the chorus.

She sings in a near whisper. Her voice a little shaky and 
unsure. It’s refreshing though.

JESSIE
...I want you to stay
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SAM
Oooooh. 

She smirks at his interjection. 

JESSIE
I want you today... I’m ready for 
love. Oh baby I’m ready for love. 
Ready for love, oh baby I’m ready 
for love... 

She stops there. Sam claps, super impressed.

SAM
Here’s one you’ll appreciate...

It’s an unfamiliar rendition until he starts singing:

SAM
Yeah, this one goes out to all my 
baby’s mamas, mamas... I’m sorry 
Ms. Jackson... Woo, I am for real.

He nudges Jessie to sing too. 

TOGETHER
Never meant to make your daughter 
cry, I apologize a trillion times. 
I’m sorry Ms. Jackson... 

Jessie allows a small grin. 

SAM
Ah, so she can smile. 

Off Sam’s perfect face.

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Jessie fights her way upstream through the very slow moving 
socializers. 

Some still have the nerve to gawk and whisper about her. 

She passes by Caroline and her popular minions. Caroline is 
talking loudly -- on purpose probably. 

CAROLINE
Facebook rumor is that Amanda ran 
off to Vegas with some guy. Or 
maybe she’s hugging poles, another 
thing she’s good at. 
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MINION #1
Like mother like daughter. 

They giggle.

JESSIE
You’re lying. 

The entire hallway seems to screech to a halt. Heads slowly 
turn and we find Jessie behind them, glaring. 

CAROLINE
Lying is your thing, not mine. 

JESSIE
She didn’t tell you anything so 
stop spreading rumors. 

The students spur it with noises. Caroline is amused. Points 
her finger RIGHT in Jessie’s face...

CAROLINE
Don’t come to my school, on my 
time, and step on my toes. I know 
all about your family’s shady 
little past. 

Caroline PUSHES Jessie in the chest with her finger. 

Jessie’s fist instinctively raises like she’s going to knock 
Caroline’s block off -- but she’s stopped.

She wheels around to see SAM, gripping her wrist.

JESSIE
You’re helping her now? 

SAM
I’m helping you.

She glares at him, but he never wavers. 

Now here comes Ms. Jackson. The crowd instantly parts.

MS. JACKSON
Everyone get to class! You two 
stay.

Everyone disperses. 

MS. JACKSON
What is going on here!? 
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CAROLINE
Ms. Jackson, she was threatening to 
hit me! And I’ve seen that video -- 
she could have hurt me...

An Oscar winning performance because Ms. Jackson turns her 
attention to Jessie. She points Jessie to the nearby office.  

MS. JACKSON
Let’s go see Mr. Harmon.

Jessie just goes without protest, though it’s not easy.

INT. PRINCIPAL HARMON’S OFFICE - DAY

Jessie walks into the large office and closes the door. She 
sits in a barely worn chair across from the mahogany desk. 

A shiny name plaque reads PRINCIPAL RAY HARMON. 

The office chair has its BACK to us, but someone is 
definitely in it. 

HARMON
Just a minute. 

The voice sounds annoyed already.

Jessie scans the room. Lots of books, degrees, family 
pictures -- Jessie squints, getting a CLOSER look at one of 
the photos when --  

-- the chair finally spins around revealing RAY HARMON, 40s, 
good looking, charming, killer smile. He’s clutching a 
sharpened LETTER OPENER.

Jessie nearly FALLS OUT OF HER CHAIR. 

It’s HIM. The male from the football stadium. The person who 
killed Amanda. A murderer who is -- her fucking PRINCIPAL!

Her eyes dart towards the door, she could run -- but then 
he’d know. Does he already know? 

He POINTS the BLADE right at her. 

HARMON
I recognize you... 

Jessie goes RIGID. 

Harmon inserts the blade into a letter... RIPS it across. 
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He pauses to take a sip of his BLACK coffee. 

HARMON
Your mom and I used to date back in 
high school... I didn’t realize 
we’d be meeting this soon.

Jessie gulps as Harmon spins around to his filing cabinet. 

Her eyes fall on the letter blade -- within her reach. 

She still can’t believe what she’s seeing -- the pressed 
suit, perfectly knotted tie, handsome face. How is this 
possible? 

Harmon quickly returns with her file.

HARMON
Three schools in the last three 
years. Wakefield makes number four. 
Two point five GPA and a twenty 
fifty on your SAT... Long list of 
disciplinary problems. Not to 
mention the fight video was brought 
to my attention...

He slaps the file shut. Jessie just stares blankly... numb 
from head to toe. 

Harmon clasps his hands together on his desk -- right by the 
letter opener. 

Jessie fidgets nervously. Harmon notices -- shouldn’t she 
should be used to being in an office by now?

HARMON
I don’t have time for you.

His face melts into a hard serious look... He’s putting in 
his bluff as the Principal, but it’s not even a fraction of 
what Jessie saw that night. 

HARMON
I realize the whole situation with 
your father was unfortunate, and I 
understand where you’re coming from 
because I lost my wife a couple 
years ago... But it does not give 
you the excuse to disregard the 
rules, especially mine. 

His eyes zero in on hers. She looks away, uncomfortable.
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HARMON
I’m letting you know now, I will 
not tolerate your antics on my 
time. If you think I won’t expel 
you and make you repeat your senior 
year, you’re wrong. 

Harmon leans back. Releasing his stare on Jessie. He motions 
for her to go.

Jessie nearly trips over herself getting up so fast. She’s at 
the door when Harmon’s voice STOPS her...

HARMON
Jessie...  

She’s too petrified to turn around. 

HARMON
I have to say, you look just like 
your mom -- very pretty. Tell her I 
said hi...

Jessie just rips open the door and disappears.  

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Jessie heads for the front doors, nearly running now. 

She stops in her tracks after opening the front doors. A 
SECURITY GUARD patrols the front court yard. 

Her eyes flick up to find multiple cameras pointed in every 
direction. 

BEAT. 

INT. PRINCIPAL HARMON’S OFFICE - DAY

Harmon rubs his tired eyes. Gulps down the rest of his 
coffee. 

Something catches his attention, he does a double take at the 
SECURITY SYSTEM CAMERAS next to his desk. 

Jessie, standing in the doorway. He clicks the frame, blowing 
it up to full size. 

Harmon leans in, studying her body language. She wants to 
run, you can tell. But her eyes shift right up to the camera -
- like she’s looking right at him. 
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He waits another beat. 

She retracts. And heads back down the hallway. 

Harmon pulls back to the grid view and follows her on various 
school cameras: main hall, first side hall, then she 
disappears into a set of double doors. 

Harmon leans back in his chair...

INT. GYMNASIUM - DAY

Jessie slinks into the bleachers since class is nearly over. 

She’s annoyed to also see Manny there, but she sits anyway. 

MANNY
Did you really get in a fight with 
Caroline? 

About that time Caroline, in her skimpy gym shorts, throws 
Jessie a nasty look before serving the ball. 

JESSIE
She wouldn’t be standing there if 
we had.

MANNY
Dang girl, Sugar Shane in the 
house. 

Manny throws some air punches. Jessie runs her hands through 
her tasseled hair. 

MANNY
I heard you got sent to the 
principal’s office. So what’d he 
say? 

JESSIE
Nothing. 

MANNY
Lucky. You must be his new Amanda. 
She never got in trouble either. 

Off Jessie’s frustrated look.

INT. FRONT OFFICE - DAY

Harmon, works on another cup of coffee at the front counter. 
Staring at a sheet of paper but his mind somewhere else.
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MRS. PHILLIPS (O.S.)
Do you need me to move the body 
down?

Harmon whips around, a strange look on his face. 

MRS. PHILLIPS
The body of the letter -- before it 
goes out to parents. Or do you like 
the format it’s in?

Harmon glances at the letter in his hand, sets it down. 

HARMON
It’s fine. 

He turns back to see Officer Chase strolling through the 
front doors.

LONG BEAT. 

Harmon greets him with his perfect smile. 

HARMON
Eric, long time no see.  

Harmon gives Chase’s hand a firm shake.

OFFICER CHASE
I try to avoid this age group if I 
can. 

HARMON
I do too some days.

Chase chuckles, allowing Harmon to relax more.

OFFICER CHASE
How you been? 

HARMON
Mayor’s got me running ragged on 
this new addition. Invoices, 
budgets, approvals, you know how it 
is.

OFFICER CHASE
Well then I hate to bother --

HARMON
-- What can I do for you?

Chase leans on the counter. 
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OFFICER CHASE
What can you tell me about Jessie 
Reed? 

HARMON
Nina’s girl? They moved back to 
town last week.  

OFFICER CHASE
How is she in school? 

HARMON
She’s got a pretty thick file. Why, 
what’d she do?  

Chase pushes off the counter, nonchalantly. 

OFFICER CHASE
Nothing. Just curious. Thanks Ray.

That pauses Harmon for a moment. He waits until Chase is out 
of the office before he heads back to his own... 

INT. GYMNASIUM - DAY

Jessie’s knee bounces ninety to nothing. She’s bursting at 
the seams with this new discovery and it’s getting to her 
with each second that passes. 

JESSIE
Do you believe the rumors about 
Amanda? 

Manny shrugs. 

MANNY
I wouldn’t put it past her. I’m 
pretty spontaneous and outgoing, 
but Amanda makes me look like a 
rock. Why you don’t believe them? 

Jessie doesn’t look at Manny, just shakes her head no. 

Manny suddenly gets excited. 

MANNY
You know something don’t you? Who’s 
the guy!? Did she even go to Vegas? 
Was it Mexico? Give me something, 
girl!

LOADED BEAT. 
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JESSIE
(sotto)

Amanda’s dead.

A smile grows on Manny’s face. She slaps Jessie in the arm. 

MANNY
You’re funny.  

No reaction from Jessie as the bell rings. She bolts down the 
bleachers and disappears in a blink. 

It peaks Manny’s curiosity...

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Jessie rounds the corner to head home when she sees Officer 
Chase, about to end his conversation with another TEACHER.

She begins to push students aside to get to him. 

JESSIE
Hey. Officer Chase!

Chase turns around to see Jessie stuck in a crowd of slow 
movers. He waits for her. 

JESSIE
I know who killed Amanda... 

Students eye them as they walk by. 

FRONT OFFICE

Harmon comes out with his briefcase. He sees Jessie and Chase 
in the hall. Chase is just staring at Jessie blankly --

-- Before he yanks her into the short hallway off to the 
side. 

SHORT HALLWAY

The hallway is deserted and out of earshot for now.

JESSIE
Mr. Harmon.

OFFICER CHASE
Your principal?

Jessie nods insistently. Chase glances to see if anyone is 
around. 
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JESSIE
He killed her.

LOADED BEAT. 

OFFICER CHASE
This is exactly how rumors start 
and reputations get ruined. 

JESSIE
Then why wasn’t Amanda at school 
today? 

OFFICER CHASE
From what I’ve heard, she’s misses 
a lot. 

JESSIE
Did you trace her phone?

OFFICER CHASE
I did, it’s in Nevada. We talked to 
a few of her friends and apparently 
she Facebooked that she was going 
to Vegas for a bit. 

JESSIE
What?! Did you talk to her parents? 

OFFICER CHASE
We stopped by their house this 
morning. No one was home... If she 
is in Nevada, she’s way out of my 
jurisdiction anyway. Not to mention 
she’s eighteen... 

Jessie grits her teeth. 

JESSIE
I saw Harmon kill Amanda!

Chase whips around. He deepens his voice, serious. 

OFFICER CHASE
You can’t just go around accusing 
people like Ray Harmon. He’s a 
deeply respected member of this 
community.

Jessie furrows her brow...

36.



JESSIE
I don’t care if he’s the freakin’
President of the United States. He 
killed a girl. How can you ignore 
that?

OFFICER CHASE
Then where’s the body? If Amanda is 
dead, then prove it to me.

Jessie shudders as Harmon comes up behind Chase.   

HARMON
Everything okay here? 

OFFICER CHASE
I was just giving Ms. Reed here 
some advice on how to stay out of 
trouble.

Chase hits Jessie with an icy stare as a dispatcher echoes 
through his radio. 

DISPATCHER
Chase, what’s your location?

OFFICER CHASE
Leaving the high school now. 

Chase exits in a hurry leaving Harmon and Jessie alone... But 
not for long because Jessie blows past him and towards the 
front doors.

Harmon watches her until she disappears...

EXT. FOOTBALL STADIUM - DAY

While most teens are getting into their cars, Jessie is 
trekking across the parking lot, past the new school 
addition, and into the stadium. 

She strides right past Manny, wiping her eyes. Not tears of 
sadness but frustration and anger.

Manny gets out of her car... Follows. 

Manny reaches the ramp -- near the spot Jessie was that 
night. 

She gazes up at Jessie who is at the very top -- where Harmon 
and Amanda were. 
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MANNY
What are you doing Jessie? 

Jessie sees Manny at the bottom, watching.

She clears her throat, unsure if she should...

JESSIE
They were arguing about something. 

Jessie takes the same path as Amanda, but on her feet. She 
examines each step as she passes. 

JESSIE
He knocked her down the bleachers. 
She stopped right here. 

Manny walks up the bleachers, following Jessie’s story. 

JESSIE
Then he came down... His eyes -- 
were on fire. 

She reaches her arms down, like she’s gripping something. 
Tears threatening to spill over again.

JESSIE
Then he grabbed her neck -- 

She jolts it back, like she’s slamming something imaginary 
against the concrete.

JESSIE
And I did nothing. I could have 
saved her...  

Jessie plops down on the concrete. Manny takes a seat beside 
her. 

MANNY
Why haven’t you told anyone? 

JESSIE
I did. Nobody believes me... I 
guess I’m stupid to think they 
would. 

Jessie lolls. 

MANNY
I believe you...  

Jessie glances at Manny -- she’s serious. 

38.



MANNY
Screw everyone else, you don’t need 
em’.

JESSIE
The cops think Amanda’s really in 
Vegas, and I don’t have proof that 
she’s not.

MANNY
So bring them evidence. 

JESSIE
What, like her body? 

She says it almost sarcastically.

MANNY
Not necessarily. You said they were 
arguing, about what? 

JESSIE
It sounded like Amanda was breaking 
up with him.

MANNY
So maybe she kept something on her 
phone -- pictures, texts, videos... 
If you could prove they were 
together, the police would at least 
look into it. Teacher-student 
relationships are total taboo. 

JESSIE
Wasn’t she eighteen? 

MANNY
Yeah, but a scandal like that would 
ruin Harmon. And then maybe by then 
they’d figure out Amanda is really 
gone, and that Harmon had motive. 

Manny smiles, sounding smart. Jessie shakes her head. 

JESSIE
Her phone’s gone. He took it that 
night and the cops traced it to 
Vegas.

MANNY
Then what about her computer? 
That’s where I’d keep stuff like 
that.
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Jessie perks up.

EXT. AMANDA’S HOUSE - DAY

Manny’s car eases to a stop in front of a decent size home in 
desperate need of attention. 

Jessie stares at it for a moment, can she do this? 

She slowly makes her way up to the door. Rings the doorbell.  

She waits. And waits. 

On a whim, she twists the knob. The front door opens.

INT. AMANDA’S HOUSE - DAY

Nice house but it’s in disarray. 

Unfolded laundry everywhere. Unpacked boxes. At least the 
kitchen is clean but because it’s never been used.

JESSIE
Hello? 

No answer. She moves down the hallway. 

INT. AMANDA’S ROOM - DAY

The door creaks open slowly. 

Jessie stands in the hallway for a moment... Guilt washing 
over her like a tsunami. She takes in the room. 

It’s so normal. Like most teenage girls’ rooms really. Jessie 
inhales a deep breath and enters. 

She takes a closer look at the pictures, memories, and knick
knacks from Amanda’s past that litter the shelves and walls.

She focuses on the pictures: Amanda cheerleading. Playing 
soccer. Friends. Vacation. Alive.

Jessie pulls herself away. Finds Amanda’s laptop. She grabs 
it and the power chord and leaves. 
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HALLWAY

Something stops Jessie in her tracks -- MUSIC. A soothing 
guitar rift, maybe Dust In The Wind, floats from the bedroom 
across the hall. 

She peeks in the crack to see SAM, posted on his bed, 
shirtless, picking on his guitar.

He’s relaxed and in his element, not a care in the world. 

She notices his room is impeccably clean and organized. 

The music suddenly stops. Jessie’s eyes meet with Sam’s. 

BEAT.

She BOLTS. Sam jumps up to follow her.

EXT. AMANDA’S HOUSE - DAY

Sam has to sprint to catch up to Jessie who is nearly to 
Manny’s car. Manny rolls down her windows to hear this.

SAM
Hey, wait. 

He lightly touches her shoulder. She spins on him - a little 
unintended venom in her voice.  

JESSIE
You’re her brother? 

SAM
Who? Amanda? She’s my step sister. 
And why are you mad at me, you’re 
the one stealing her computer. 

JESSIE
I’m not stealing it. Is that what 
someone told you I do? 

SAM
No. 

JESSIE
Where’s your mom at? 

Sam looks at her -- he’s not even sure. 

SAM
That’s her mom.
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Jessie turns to leave but can’t because Sam gently grabs her 
wrist. 

SAM
Tell me why you’re here. 

JESSIE
You wouldn’t understand.

SAM
Try me. 

Jessie looks into his eyes, so honest. 

But she just pulls away and jumps in the car with Manny. 

Sam watches them disappear, dumfounded. 

INT. MANNY’S CAR - DAY

Jessie strains her neck to look back down the street. She 
whips back around. 

MANNY
My mom’s been blowing up my phone 
so I gotta drop you off. 

Jessie is staring out the window.  

JESSIE
You couldn’t have mentioned that 
Sam was her step-brother?

MANNY
Their parents just got married like 
last year. They barely even acted 
like it at school...

Jessie peers back out the window, watching suburbia fly by.

EXT. NINA’S HOUSE - DAY

Manny backs out of the driveway, leaving Jessie on the porch. 
She opens up her text messages on her phone, staring at the 
screen a moment.

Manny texted her earlier: Here’s Amanda’s cell 870-555-1676. 

BEAT.

Jessie taps the highlighted number to call it.
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RING. RING. RING. RING.

FEMALE VOICE
Hello? 

The voice is faint and Jessie can barely hear her.

JESSIE
Who is this?

Pause. CABARET like music can be heard in the background. 

FEMALE VOICE
This is Amanda.

The female COUGHS loudly. Now it sounds like she’s holding 
her nose when she talks. 

JESSIE
No it’s not, who -- 

CLICK. DIAL TONE. 

JESSIE
Hello? Who is this!?

Jessie frantically re-dials, but she’s sent straight to 
Amanda’s voicemail. Damn.

Nina’s car pulls into the driveway. She climbs out with two 
plastic dress bags. Jessie eyes them suspiciously.

NINA
We’re going to a fund raiser 
tonight. 

JESSIE
No thanks.

Nina trots up the steps. 

NINA
If you think I’m leaving you home 
alone after that stunt you pulled 
with the cops, think again. 

Nina smiles as she drops the heavy bag in Jessie’s lap before 
disappearing in side and even then --

NINA (O.S.)
Go get dressed!
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INT. COMMUNITY CENTER - NIGHT

This fund raiser looks more like an excuse for the community 
to dress up and gossip over wine than anything else. It’s 
pretty fancy nonetheless.  

We find Jessie in the corner. She’d look great in her black 
sequenced dress if she didn’t look completely miserable. 

At the end of her mean stare we find her mom talking to 
Harmon... 

They’re out of her earshot but he’s laying the charm on 
thick. They’re laughing. She’s touching his shoulder. Knowing 
what we know -- it’s disgusting. 

A WAITER, 20s, passes by with a tray of wine. Jessie snatches 
one and downs it before he has a chance to notice. She looks 
up to see an older gentleman in a suit approach Harmon. 

Nina politely bows out of the conversation. Her eyes cut 
straight to Jessie, and Jessie knows it’s to make sure she is 
still behaving. 

Harmon shakes hands with MAYOR LARSEN, 60s, dresses and acts 
more like a Senator.  

HARMON
Mayor, how are you? 

MAYOR LARSEN
Depends, how is my new school 
addition coming along? 

HARMON
We’re still calling it the Larsen 
Wing if that’s what you were 
wondering. 

Larsen slaps Harmon on the back, chuckling. 

BZZT. BZZT. 

Harmon glances at his cell phone -- AMANDA. His jaw visibly 
clenches before he drops it back into his pocket. 

MAYOR LARSEN
I have someone I want you to 
meet... Kevin!

Larsen calls to KEVIN MASSEY, 40s, clean cut typical 
Republican representative. He exits another group of people 
and joins the men.  
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MAYOR LARSEN
Kevin this is Ray Harmon, Wakefield 
High’s principal and genius 
designer of the new state of the 
art addition that’s being built. 

They exchange a firm shake. 

KEVIN
Funny, he’s talked about the new 
addition, but never you before.

HARMON
Well that’s because only one of 
those has his name on it. 

Harmon is trying to flow with the banter, but his mind is 
still on the call.

MAYOR LARSEN
Sharp isn’t he? I keep trying to 
get Ray here to move on from 
education and get his feet wet in 
government. 

BZZT. BZZT. 

Harmon is annoyed now. He snatches it out of his pocket, 
silencing it.  

He immediately gets a text: CALL ME ASAP!

KEVIN
The wife?

Harmon pauses. Larsen quickly grows uncomfortable. 

HARMON
My wife’s dead... Would you 
gentlemen excuse me. 

He leaves the men exchanging looks. 

Jessie, who’s browsing a table of auction items, sees Harmon 
leave through the front doors, on his phone. 

She splits the crowd, following him. 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Harmon storms to his SUV. 
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HARMON
I told you not to ever call my 
phone.

INT. CLUB - NIGHT

DANCER, 20s, trailer park trash kind of pretty, talks on the 
phone as she gets ready. 

DANCER
Some girl called. She knew I wasn’t 
this Amanda girl. What’s all this 
about anyways? 

EXT. COMMUNITY CENTER - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Jessie sees lights blink across the lot, then Harmon climbing 
into his vehicle. 

She makes an arc around the lot so he doesn’t see her. 

HARMON
I’m paying you to answer the phone 
every blue moon, not to ask 
questions... Give me the number 
that called.

Harmon rapidly jots it on the back of a receipt then hangs 
up. He dials. 

It RINGS. And RINGS. 

INTERCUT BETWEEN HARMON AND JESSIE

Jessie is now behind Harmon’s vehicle. She duck walks behind 
it, keeping out of the view of any mirrors.

HER PHONE RINGS LOUDLY!

Jessie fumbles it out of an elastic band strapped to her 
thigh. 

Harmon listens to it ring on his end. A faint ringing mimics 
it nearby.

He glances around the parking lot. Stares out the back glass 
a moment.

Still crouched, Jessie silences her phone. On her screen -- 
UNKNOWN CALLER. 

One last ring and the voicemail kicks in on Harmon’s end...
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JESSIE (V.O.)
Hey this is Jessie, I can’t come to 
the phone right now but if you 
leave me a message --

CLICK. Harmon hangs up... The look on his face. 

BEAT. 

He opens his door and hops out. 

We see Jessie on the passenger side rear door. She places her 
hand on his tire to keep steady in her heels. She retracts it 
immediately -- red clay covers her hand. She rubs it off 
quickly. 

Jessie hears the door slam. But Harmon doesn’t go back to the 
benefit. He moves towards the back of his vehicle. Scans the 
rest of the parking lot, but it’s deserted. 

BEAT. 

He steps out next to the passenger side -- but it’s empty. 

He’s not convinced so he keeps walking down the side. 

BENEATH THE SUV

We find Jessie lying on the pavement face first as Harmon’s 
feet shuffle by. 

THEY STOP. 

TURN TOWARDS HER. 

Jessie begins to slide towards the driver side of the car to 
escape when --

-- he starts walking again --  This time back to the 
building. 

As soon as he disappears inside, she rolls out. Quickly 
climbs inside the SUV...

Her eyes search around for any clues. The inside itself is 
pretty clean -- too clean? 

Jessie flips around to the back cargo area. She finds a 
couple boxes in the back. Pops the lid off one against the 
backseat... 

PLASTIC JUGS...
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She heaves one up so she can see closer: HYDROFLOURIC ACID --
A PROPERTY OF WHS sticker just below the hazard label.

There are two full jugs hidden in the box.

Her brows furrow, why does he have acid? 

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER - NIGHT

Harmon has re-entered the building as an auction begins. 

He begins to weave strategically through the concentrated 
crowd. 

Harmon darts into a narrow hallway in the corner. We follow 
him into the --

MEN’S BATHROOM

It’s empty. Harmon hunches over the sink. He splashes cool 
water on his face and neck. 

He glances up at the mirror. Staring at his reflection. His 
darkened eyes...

INT. COMMUNITY CENTER - NIGHT

Jessie checks her phone again. Three missed calls. 

UNKNOWN. MOM. MOM. 

She has a text: Where are you? Ready to leave. 

So is Jessie. She begins scanning the crowd for her mom. 
Catches a glimpse of her heading for the bathrooms. 

NARROW HALLWAY

Jessie’s heels CLACK quickly on the tile as she rounds the 
corner for the women’s bathroom... 

...The same time Harmon is leaving the men’s. 

Jessie SLAMS into Harmon!

She recoils but he barely budges.

Neither say anything for a moment. Just stare...

Jessie is petrified. If she acts like this much longer he’ll 
know something is up. 
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He already suspects it and each passing second confirms it -- 
but she doesn’t know that. 

Behind Harmon we see the door open. Nina walks out to see 
Harmon, then Jessie. 

NINA
I was looking for you everywhere, 
did you go outside? 

JESSIE
(quickly)

No. 

NINA
What is on your chest?

Jessie looks down to see pavement grime below her neck. She 
quickly rubs it off. 

NINA
Let’s head home, you’ve got school. 

She playfully nudges a stoic Harmon. 

NINA
And so do you. 

Harmon watches Jessie follow her mom out...

INT. CHEMISTRY CLASS - DAY

A tired Jessie finds her seat before the bell rings. 

She reaches down in her backpack for a notebook. When she 
rises, Sam is sitting next to her. 

SAM
Are we going to talk about 
yesterday?

JESSIE
That’s not your seat. 

The bell rings. Sam just smiles back. 

CHEMISTRY TEACHER, 40s, a G rated Walter White, pulls up a 
power point titled ACIDS AND BASES

CHEMISTRY TEACHER
What’s makes an acid different from 
a base?
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He clicks the slide. A subtitle ACID with several properties 
pop up. 

ACIDS - tastes sour, pH less than 7, changes blue litmus to 
red...

Jessie tries to take notes, but Sam is staring at her. 

SAM
You can’t avoid me forever.

Jessie rolls her eyes. 

CHEMISTRY TEACHER
Let’s talk common household acids 
first, vinegar is one. Lemon juice. 
What are some others? 

SKATER GUY, 18, grungy, raises his hand. 

SKATER GUY
Hydroflouric acid. 

CHEMISTRY TEACHER
Okay, hydroflouric, somebody’s been 
watching Breaking Bad I guess... 
And let me reiterate that true 
acids and bases are highly 
dangerous. Regardless of if their 
characteristics mention that they 
are sour to the taste or have a 
soapy texture, you should never, 
under any condition, touch them. 

SKATER GUY
Or they’ll burn your skin off!

CHEMISTRY TEACHER
Skin, bones, and then some. Okay, 
let’s move onto bases. 

The wheels are turning in Jessie’s head...

INT. SCIENCE HALLWAY - DAY

Jessie is the first one out of class. She nearly bumps into 
MR. SEARS, early 30s, nerdy with thick rimmed glasses. 

MR. SEARS
Jessie Reed? 

Jessie looks at him, his argyle sweater vest and all. 
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MR. SEARS
Daniel Sears, your new aide. 

JESSIE
Aide? 

MR. SEARS
Special education aide. 

Jessie begins walking towards the main hall. Sears pursues 
her. 

JESSIE
I’m not in special ed. 

MR. SEARS
Special needs then. 

Students are GAWKING at her. They obviously know what he is 
there for. They point. Giggle in their groups. 

JESSIE
The only special need I have is for 
you to go away.  

MR. SEARS
The counselor and principal assign 
me to students. I was told you have 
anger management issues and may be 
a threat to other students. 

Jessie stops in her track, shoots him an angry look. He keeps 
his distant. 

MR. SEARS
If you feel yourself start to get 
angry --

JESSIE
-- I’m already angry. 

MR. SEARS
Take deep breaths. 

Jessie keeps walking through the main hall. She blows by 
Caroline. 

CAROLINE
Who’s your new friend, Jessie? 

Rhetorical question. Jessie ignores her as Sears remains 
right on her heels...
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INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

Jessie plops her tray down across from Manny. Sears sits in 
the seat next to her. 

Jessie slides a few seats down. When Mr. Sears tries --

JESSIE
Stop. There’s no one for me to 
punch in a ten seat radius. 

Sears sits back down. He still watches her. 

Manny moves down in front of Jessie. They speak in hushed 
tones.

MANNY
Man, Mr. Sears is social suicide 
around here. 

Manny glances at Sears who pulls out his neatly packed lunch 
with various sized containers.

JESSIE
Last night at the fund raiser, I 
found acid in the back of Harmon’s 
car. 

MANNY
How did you get in his -- never 
mind. Who keeps acid in their car?

JESSIE
Someone who’s trying to get rid of 
something...

Jessie’s eye narrow. 

MANNY
Did you search through Amanda’s 
laptop? 

JESSIE
It was password protected, I 
couldn’t get in. 

MANNY
I can take care of that.

Sam suddenly appears behind Jessie. Manny’s eyes flit up to 
him. 

SAM
I need to talk to Jessie... alone. 
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Without a word, Manny grabs her tray and gets up. Sam takes 
her place.  

SAM
Tell me why you took Amanda’s 
laptop? 

Silence.

SAM
Why are you being so damn 
difficult? 

Jessie locks eyes with him. His eyes serious.

JESSIE
Because, I’m good at it.

SAM
Yeah, no kiddin’. I know you’re 
trying to be hard so that nobody 
bothers you, but I’m not buying it. 

JESSIE
I’m not trying to be anything, this 
is how I am. 

SAM
Not when you play music. 

She glares at him. 

SAM
You’re vulnerable. I can see it... 
I can feel it. 

CLANK. Jessie drops her fork down on her tray, annoyed with 
his psychoanalysis. 

JESSIE
You want to know why I took 
Amanda’s computer? Because she’s 
never coming back.

SAM
What do you mean? 

Jessie can’t take anymore questions, she shoves away from the 
table leaving her tray and walks out. 
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INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

Harmon exits the office. He catches movement out of the 
corner of his eye... 

INT. GIRLS’ BATHROOM - DAY

Jessie locks herself in one of the half dozen stalls -- 
finally a moment of peace. 

She takes a deep calming breath...

CREAK. 

The bathroom door screeches open. 

THUD... THUD... THUD...

Slow heavy feet walk on the tile -- not typical for girls. 

Jessie ducks under the stall to see polished MEN’S SHOES. The 
same shoes she saw last night at the benefit.

She quietly climbs up on the toilet, crouching. 

THUD... THUD...

He moves closer. 

On the outside, Harmon continues down the row of stalls. No 
feet beneath, the cracks are too narrow to see inside -- all 
the doors shut by default. 

Jessie glances down, his feet are in front of her stall. They 
stand their for what seems like eternity. Then --  

CLANK. CLANK. 

The door lock catches -- he’s trying to OPEN her stall now!

Jessie doesn’t give in, she waits...

HARMON
My office after lunch...

THUD. Thud. thud. 

He leaves. 

Off Jessie’s panicked look. 
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INT. HARMON’S OFFICE - DAY

Harmon stares pensively at an older family photo. Harmon, his 
beautiful late wife holding a golden retriever puppy. 

He sets it between two photos. One of Harmon shaking hands 
with a politician and the other of Harmon at a massive 
community fund-raiser for cancer.

Mrs. Phillips KNOCKS, escorts Jessie in.

HARMON
Jessie, have a seat. 

A big smile plastered on his face. 

HARMON
I like your shirt, very artistic. 

Jessie glances down, it’s just some obscure band tee. 

He leans forward, still smiling, it’s not natural. 

HARMON
What is it you aspire to do? 

JESSIE
I don’t know. 

HARMON
Plans for college? Community or 
University? What field of study? 
Marriage? Kids?

Harmon smiles wider but Jessie doesn’t buy into the act.

HARMON
I can help you... I know people. 
Important people... With your 
record, I’m sure it’s hard to get 
people to look past that... All I 
would need is a favor from you and 
we’ll call it even. 

It’s that moment Jessie realizes he know she knows... though 
neither will speak an actual word of it. 

HARMON
Your future, my future, it’s one in 
the same now. 

His smile recedes slowly, putting Jessie on edge. 
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JESSIE
I can help myself. 

She starts to get up. 

HARMON
Sit down. 

His eyes harden on her. 

HARMON
Can’t you see... This is just the 
start. 

Jessie’s hand discreetly slides her phone from her back 
pocket. She thumbs through and finds her camera and starts 
recording his voice...

HARMON
This is my school. I do what I want 
and when I want. You think an aide 
is embarrassing, just wait. 

Harmon’s face turn beet red as he restrains himself, actions 
and words. 

JESSIE
Is that all? 

Harmon doesn’t move. Jessie gets up -- and so does Harmon. 

Jessie opens the door but Harmon is quick to STIFF ARM it 
shut. 

He just glares her in the eyes, like he’s trying to read her 
next move...

Jessie discreetly tucks the phone in her BACK POCKET. Still 
recording. 

He steps CLOSER to her. 

Their bodies literally only inches away. He leans over her 
shoulder, nearly CHEEK TO CHEEK. His voice whispers in her 
ear --

HARMON
I have the power, Jessie. Over your 
graduation, your mom... You.

His hand moves away from the handle. It GRAZES her ribs. 
SLIDING down her back.
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HARMON
So pretty... just like your mother 
was. 

His breath becomes heavy in her ear, Jessie is like a STATUE, 
frozen by his dirty touch. 

Harmon’s fingers slip into her back pocket. He pulls her 
phone and DELETES the recording.

He hands the phone back... Opening the door with a smile.

HARMON
Have a nice day Jessie. 

INT. JESSIE’S ROOM - DAY

Manny staring wildly at Jessie as she paces.

MANNY
No he didn’t! 

JESSIE
He knows. He could ruin my life if 
he wanted to right now. 

Manny starts back surfing through Amanda’s laptop

MANNY
Ruining your life is better than 
killing you. 

Jessie cuts her eyes at Manny. 

Manny scrolls through pictures of Amanda by herself, Amanda 
and friends, and pictures of nature and landmarks. Self pics. 
Family outings. Even a couple with Sam.

JESSIE
Find anything? 

MANNY
Nothing scandalous. 

Manny shuts the laptop. 

MANNY
So now you know he knows you know, 
what now? 

LOADED BEAT. 

Jessie has no idea. 
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NINA (O.S.)
Jessie! 

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Jessie and Manny stroll around the corner to see HARMON, 
leaning against the kitchen island. They screech to a halt. 

Jessie and Harmon lock eyes for a split second. 

NINA
Look who I ran into today.

HARMON
I never turn down dinner when a 
beautiful woman asks. 

Harmon flashes his signature pearly white smile... Notes 
Manny’s presence -- and how on edge she seems. Does she know 
too?

NINA
Manny, are you staying for dinner?

JESSIE
She’s gotta go home. 

Jessie literally pushes Manny to the front door. 

OUTSIDE

MANNY
Holy shiz, what’s up with that? 
Your mom’s got the hots for Ted 
Bundy. 

JESSIE
They dated in high school...

MANNY
Okay now that’s just creepy.

LOADED BEAT as a thought comes to Jessie.

JESSIE
You’ve gotta go to his house right 
now. 

MANNY
What!?
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JESSIE
See if there’s any evidence or 
something we can use, and quick 
because he’s not going to live with 
the fact that I know for long... 
It’s the perfect opportunity. He’ll 
be here for at least an hour. I can 
keep an eye on him and text you 
when he’s on his way home. 

Manny seems unsure, but the enthusiasm in Jessie’s voice is 
worth something to her. 

MANNY
You better text me every five 
minutes. 

JESSIE
I promise.

MANNY
You seriously owe me for this. 

Manny hauls ass out of the driveway. 

INT. NINA’S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - DAY

Jessie walks back in to see Harmon rubbing her mom’s hand on 
the table.

Nina notices Jessie’s presence and pulls back. 

Harmon scans over the nice hearty meal.

HARMON
Looks like you went through a lot 
of trouble for me. 

NINA
Steak is actually Jessie’s 
favorite. 

Jessie slowly slides into her seat across from Harmon. Nina 
between them on the side. 

HARMON
Mine too. 

Harmon cuts into his steak. Blood seeps from the bottom. 

Nina gasps. Harmon and Jessie stop mid cut. 
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NINA
I accidentally gave you Jessie’s 
medium rare. 

HARMON
It’s fine. Unless Jessie still 
wants it? 

She shakes her head. 

JESSIE
Blood adds to the flavor. Unless 
you’re grossed out then... 

Harmon doesn’t react the way she expects him to. He just 
smiles like he agrees.

NINA
Her father used to tell her that. 
He got her eating it that way. 

Jessie saws through her tougher medium well steak, scratching 
the plate frequently. The scraping enhances the silence. 

NINA
Had anymore problems at school? 

HARMON
Not since she started working with 
Mr. Sears. 

NINA
Oh I’m glad that’s working out. 
What do you think of him Jessie? 

JESSIE
He’s nosey. 

NINA
Well that’s his job. 

HARMON
He can only be nosey if you’re 
doing something you shouldn’t...

Jessie cuts her eyes up from her steak at Harmon, but he’s 
already glaring at her. Her grip on the knife tightens.

CUT TO:
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EXT. HARMON’S HOUSE - EVENING

Manny emerges from a thin wood line that borders the 
community. Harmon’s house is in the corner so the woods wrap 
around the side and back. 

The front door is locked, and so is every window she checks. 

Manny opens the gate to the backyard. She’s instantly greeted 
by a LARGE GOLDEN RETRIEVER. Luckily he only wants to lick 
her to death.

She tries to lure him back in. 

MANNY
Come on doggy. 

He looks at her, cocking his head. 

BEAT. 

He darts towards the road. 

MANNY
No! Crap.

But he’s gone. She might as well do what she came here to do. 

She spots a LARGE DOGGY DOOR in the back door of the house, 
covered by a glass screen.  

Manny opens the screen. Kneels in front of the large cut out.

INSIDE HARMON’S HOUSE

Manny pushes her head through -- then her arms, and the rest 
of her body. 

First impression of his house, it’s neat -- too neat. She 
tiptoes through the kitchen. Not a thing on the counters 
besides appliances.

HALLWAY

She passes a wooden staircase.

Opens the first door -- bathroom. The second is a guest 
bedroom. The third is --

HARMON’S HOME OFFICE

Manny sits in the computer chair. She moves the mouse, waking 
the computer.
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She checks around his desk. Office supplies mostly. Manny 
opens a drawer. Pens, paperclips, note pads.

Next drawer: binders, PISTOL -- Her eyes widen. She carefully 
pushes it closed when --

TAP. TAP. TAP. Followed by a faint muffled sound. A voice 
maybe? 

It’s coming from the next room.

HARMON’S GUEST BEDROOM

TAP. TAP. Like a fingernail tapping on wood or glass. 

Manny tiptoes in. It’s a small room with a bed, window, 
closet, and not much else. 

She moves to the window... Raises the blinds slowly to see --

-- manicured BUSHES, being blown by the wind. 

She slowly pivots towards the closed closet doors... Is 
someone in there?

MANNY
Amanda? 

Her hand reaches for the knob. She yanks it open -- EMPTY

Phew. She closes it.

Her phone rings. 

INT. NINA’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - EVENING

Jessie paces on the phone. 

JESSIE
He’s still here. My mom’s giving me 
crap for texting so much though... 
Find anything? 

INTERCUT BETWEEN JESSIE AND MANNY

MANNY
Nothing yet. 

JESSIE
Okay hurry. Dinner’s about over.

Jessie hangs up. She opens the door -- and HARMON’S STANDING 
RIGHT THERE!
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Jessie jolts, grabbing her chest. Harmon smiles. 

HARMON
Dessert’s ready. 

With that, he walks away. 

Jessie’s face sours, pissed. She takes a moment to gather her 
nerves back. 

DINING ROOM

She walks back in to see Harmon WHISPERING something into her 
mom’s ear. Nina giggles at whatever it is...

Harmon’s eyes flit up, and LOCK on Jessie’s, but he keeps 
mouthing words into her ear.

It sends fucking chills up her spine...

Jessie quickly shifts her weight onto a loose board beneath 
her feet. It CREEEAKS loudly. Nina quickly resumes a natural 
position over her plate. 

Harmon adds a slice of cheesecake to his plate.

HARMON
I’ve forgotten what it’s like to 
have dinners like these again. It’s 
nice. 

NINA
You’re welcome any time. 

They share a smile. Jessie can’t believe her mom is buying 
all of his charm. 

RING. RING. 

Harmon glances at his caller I.D

HARMON 
Excuse me a moment. 

We see him answer in the living room. He continues through 
the front door onto the porch. Jessie sees him pacing. Makes 
sure he doesn’t leave. 

FRONT PORCH

HARMON
Ace? Are you sure it’s him? I’ll 
come get him, just keep him inside 
for me.
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Harmon actually seems panicked. He hops off the porch to his 
SUV and leaves. 

INT. NINA’S HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Nina finishes her food. Notices Jessie only ate a few bites 
of her steak. 

NINA
Jessie, eat. 

Jessie picks up her fork. She sets her phone beside her 
plate. While Jessie takes a bite, Nina snatches her phone. 

NINA
Now maybe we can actually have a 
respectful conversation without you 
being on this thing the entire 
time. 

JESSIE
Mom, give me my phone. 

NINA
I pay for it, so it’s technically 
mine.

RING. RING. 

Nina pulls out her phone, not Jessie’s. 

NINA
Hey. Is everything alright? No, no 
don’t worry about it. I’ll talk to 
you later. Bye. 

Jessie stiffens, surely not --

-- she runs to the front door. His SUV is gone. 

Jessie rushes back, lurches for her phone. 

JESSIE
Mom, give me my phone right now!

NINA
Excuse me, you’re not getting 
anything with that attitude. 

Jessie reaches across the table at the phone that’s on the 
other side of Nina’s plate.  Nina tries to grab at it before 
her. 
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JESSIE
Mom, this is serious! I need it!

They knock it off onto the hardwood floor. The impact sends 
the back HALF and the BATTERY flying underneath the CHINA 
CABINET. 

Jessie dives to the floor. She blindly searches for her 
battery.

INT. HARMON’S HOUSE - HOME OFFICE - NIGHT

Manny browses through a few folders on Harmon’s computer. 

She whips around, hearing something... Returns to searching. 

She reads through a document about the new school wing when --

-- a LARGE HAND REACHES INTO FRAME and GRABS her shoulder. 

MANNY SCREEEEAMS. 

Sam clasps his hand over her mouth. 

SAM
Manny, it’s me. 

Sam releases Manny. She spins around to see her friend. 

MANNY
How’d you get in here? 

SAM
Same way you did... Barely. 

MANNY
Are you following me? 

Of course he is. 

SAM
What are you doing in Principal 
Harmon’s house? 

MANNY
She hasn’t told you? 

Off Sam’s confused look.
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INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Jessie is lying on the floor straining to get her battery. 
She finds it at her finger tip and rakes it out. 

Jessie runs to her --

BEDROOM

The phone is taking a while to boot up. 

JESSIE
Come on, come on!

INT. HARMON’S HOUSE - HOME OFFICE - NIGHT

Sam sits in the corner, rubbing his face and eyes... 

SAM
If it’s true, then why hasn’t she 
told anyone? 

MANNY
She tried. 

SAM
And you think Amanda’s here or 
something? 

MANNY
No, we’re just looking for anything 
to do with their relationship. 
Maybe if we can find something, the 
police will look into it.

CLANK. HUMMMM.

Manny whips his head around. Yep, that’s the garage opening.

She fumbles her phone. No texts. No calls. 

MANNY
Shit! 

SAM
We’ve gotta go.

Manny shoves her phone in her pocket. Grabs her glob of keys. 
Pulls an attached USB drive off. She inserts it into the 
computer.

Manny starts SELECTING every folder she can see onto the 
drive. She drags them to the USB folder. 
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A faint BARKING reaches them.

Manny RIPS the USB drive out and runs for the door with Sam.

HARMON’S KITCHEN

Manny is at the back door first. She reaches to open it when 
Sam snatches her hand.  

He points to an alarm system on the opposite wall. 

SAM
You’ll set it off. 

MANNY
Doggy door! 

Manny drops to her knees. Goes to crawl through when WHAM! 
She nails her head on the GLASS screen door.

It’s closed on the other side. She reaches up for the handle 
but -- 

MANNY
I can’t reach it. 

She lays on her back and stretches through the space between 
the door and glass screen. The button is on her fingertips. 

We hear the hum of the garage door closing and excited barks 
on the other side of a door twenty feet from them. 

Manny strains with everything she’s got. Her fingertips are 
TAPPING on the lever. She just needs a push. 

POP. 

The screen unlatches and she nearly falls through. She dives 
through the doggy door. 

The side garage door opens. Ace comes bursting through and he 
bolts for the kitchen. 

The house alarm sounds. Harmon uses a key fob on his car keys 
to disarm it... But instead of going inside, he heads out 
another outside door.

Manny holds the screen open for Sam. He’s a lot bigger so 
he’s having trouble fitting. 

MANNY
Hurry. 

She grabs his arm and pulls.
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INTERCUT BETWEEN INSIDE AND OUTSIDE OF HARMON’S HOUSE

Harmon is on the other side of the house. 

He finds his fence gate CRACKED open. All he would have to do 
is look around the corner and see Manny helping Sam... 

...Instead he shuts it TIGHT and heads back for the garage. 

Around the corner Sam is waist deep in the doggy door. 

Manny uses the step for leverage to pull Sam with all 115 
lbs. Sam swivels his hips, trying to dislodge them. 

Ace comes skidding in. He playfully grabs onto Sam’s pant leg 
as he is about to pull through. 

Sam tries to shake him off. 

Harmon walks through the side garage door. Tosses his keys in 
a bowl.

Walks towards the kitchen...

Manny heaves and yanks Sam one last time and Sam rips his 
pant leg from Ace’s teeth. His hips shoot out. 

He pulls his legs through and catches the screen from 
slamming just as Harmon rounds the corner. 

Harmon sees Ace looking at the doggy door, whining. 

He opens both doors and Ace bolts out. 

Harmon furrows his brow, what’s gotten into him? 

He steps onto his back porch -- sees Ace barking at gate. 
Harmon moves towards it...

...the gate is slightly off center, not how he just left it. 

What the hell? 

He pulls his phone. Opens up his security app, showing 
CAMERAS. He had security cameras in the house... 

Harmon rewinds the footage, and stops short. 

He stares at stills of Sam and Manny running through his 
house.

His eyes narrow...
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EXT. NINA’S HOUSE - PORCH - NIGHT

Jessie paces restless on the porch, checking her phone every 
few seconds. Did they make it out? Why hasn’t she called 
back? 

Then, a truck skids into her driveway, followed by a car. 

Jessie bounds down the steps as Sam jumps down from his 
truck. 

SAM
Somebody needs to tell me what the 
hell is going on. We nearly got 
caught snooping in our principal’s 
house. And for what? 

He looks at the girls. Manny backs off several paces leaving 
Jessie for the brunt of the tongue lashing. 

SAM
Don’t tell me this is some prank 
you two came up with for shits and 
giggles. 

JESSIE
No... Amanda’s dead Sam. I watched
Harmon kill her. 

SAM
That can’t be true. My step mom 
says she’s been talking to Amanda.

JESSIE
It’s not Amanda...

Sam eyes her, unsure.

JESSIE
I wouldn’t lie to you.

BEAT. 

SAM
Did you tell the police? 

JESSIE
They have no reason to believe some 
teenage girl with a record... Not 
unless I give them one. 

Sam takes a deep breath, still letting it sink in. He’s 
definitely frustrated. 
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JESSIE
Don’t your parents suspect 
anything? 

Sam shakes his head. 

SAM
It’s Amanda. She does stuff like 
this. My dad’s only in every eight 
weeks... Her mom -- honestly I 
don’t know what the hell her mom 
does, but she’s never home... 

She gives him a half-hearted smile before Manny approaches.

MANNY
So what do we do now? 

Off all their looks.

INT. CAFETERIA - DAY

Jessie leaves over an empty tray whispering to Manny because 
Sears is sitting three seats down. 

JESSIE
Did you find anything on Harmon’s 
computer? 

MANNY
Boring school files. 

Jessie sighs as we hear FAINT barking coming from the hall. 
At the table in front of her she sees the Jocks look around 
excited. 

JOCK #1 
Dogs are here.

JOCK #2 
The bark is a narc. Woof woof! 

Before Jessie even has a chance to ask, Officer Griffin comes 
through the door. Behind him still in the hall we see Chase 
holding a large German Shepherd on a leash. 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
Jessie Reed, locker number five 
twelve. 

Jessie’s heart sinks -- no he didn’t. 
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Every head in the freaking room seems to turn towards Jessie, 
giving away her position. 

The longer she waits, the more the stares and whispers 
intensify. She gets up. 

The only direct path there is right down the center aisle, 
the ultimate walk of shame. 

She manages to somehow put one foot in front of the other 
without collapsing. She can hear everyone talking but she 
can’t do anything about it. 

What seems like a marathon, she finally makes it to the front 
door. 

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

At locker 512, Officer Griffin pulls out a small bag of pills 
and a rolled up joint in a baggy. 

JESSIE
They’re not mine. 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
Is this your locker? 

JESSIE
Yeah but --

She notices Chase looking at her disapprovingly as Mr. Sears 
comes jogging up the hall. 

MR. SEARS
There’s a mistake here Officer, 
I’ve been with her the entire 
morning.

Griffin dangles the drugs in front of Mr. Sears’ nose almost 
mocking him. Behind him we see Harmon approaching. 

HARMON
Thank you Mr. Sears, but Jessie 
will no longer be needing your 
services.

Jessie turns to Griffin.

JESSIE
He put it in my locker! He’s the 
only other person with access. 
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OFFICER GRIFFIN
You’ve got some nerve girl accusing 
your principal. Did he also give 
you alcohol when you got your DWI? 

Harmon is amused. 

HARMON
Officer Griffin, I appreciate the 
service your department provides, 
but I’d like to take care of this 
matter through the school if that 
can be arranged? 

Jessie stares at him, what? 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
It’s a misdemeanor crime. 

HARMON
And I’d hate to see it ruin the 
future of one of my students. I 
think with a little work, I can 
deter any future incidences. 

BEAT. 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
I’ll let it slide one time, but 
that’s it. 

Harmon scribbles up a write up slip. Hands it to Jessie. 

She looks it over -- two weeks of I.S.S. (in school 
suspension).

EXT. ISS BUILDING - DAY

About twenty feet from the back of the school sits a secluded 
double wide trailer with barred windows and an ISS sign 
nailed to the siding. 

The bell ending lunch RINGS...

INSIDE

Mrs. Doreen (the teacher from detention) is half asleep as 
Jessie bangs on the locked door. Doreen begrudgingly lets her 
in, locking the door behind her. 

MRS. DOREEN
Sign in. 
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Jessie scribbles her name on a blank sheet. Looks around...

The room has ten cubicle desks but no one is in here. She 
heads for the back but before she even sits --

KNOCK. KNOCK.

Doreen opens the door to reveal Manny and Sam. 

MRS. DOREEN 
Sign in. 

Manny ignores her and rushes to Jessie. Sam signs them in. 

MANNY
He knows we know! He framed us too.

JESSIE
In front of the entire school?  

SAM
Privately. 

That bothers Jessie. 

JESSIE
Just tell your parents he planted 
drugs. 

SAM
Mine weren’t. 

The girls look at him. 

SAM
It was my step-mom’s prescription 
strength Tylenol for after track 
practice. They wouldn’t listen. 

MANNY
My parents caught me sneaking out 
for a party last semester and don’t 
believe anything I say anymore 
so...

JESSIE
It doesn’t make sense, why put us 
all together? Why not separate us? 

CUT TO:
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INT. HARMON’S OFFICE - DAY

Harmon stares at his surveillance monitors intensely. 

Multiple angles of the inside of the ISS building are 
displayed in windows. 

INT. ISS BUILDING - DAY

Sam props his feet on a nearby chair. A chunk of dirt falls 
from the cracks of his shoe. 

Something about this intrigues Jessie. She holds it up -- 
it’s red clay. 

JESSIE
Is this around the school 
somewhere? 

SAM
Around the new addition. Stepped in 
it on the way back from practice I 
guess, why? 

JESSIE
The night I found acid in Harmon’s 
car there was fresh red clay on his 
tires. 

MANNY
You said it happened at the 
stadium, he shouldn’t have drove 
near it that night.

Jessie thinks for a moment.

JESSIE
Amanda was on the phone with him in 
the bathroom earlier that day. She 
said she would show up at his 
meeting if he didn’t come to the 
field... 

MANNY
A board meeting? My dad’s on the 
board... He thinks Harmon is great, 
bleh. 

JESSIE
What time do they start? 

MANNY
Usually at six. 
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JESSIE
I got out of detention at five 
thirty... He had less than thirty 
minutes, so what did he do?  

SAM
If it were me? I would have put her 
in my vehicle until the meeting was 
over. 

JESSIE
He’s too smart for that. That would 
have left evidence in his car. 

Manny snaps her fingers. 

MANNY
The new addition... It explains the 
fresh red clay on his tires.

SAM
That place is always swarming with 
workers.

MANNY
They quit before dark. 

SAM
It’s worth a shot, we don’t have 
anything else to go on...

EXT. NEW SCHOOL WING - NIGHT

Dusk. 

Machinery is parked for the night. A couple of remaining 
construction workers climb in their trucks and speed out of 
the parking lot. 

The trio hop out of Manny’s car. They walks towards the 
deserted building site.

FAR SIDE OF THE NEW WING

Jessie, Sam, and Manny sneak around the building. Sam checks 
the doors, but they’re locked. 

They continue to the back. The only thing feasible to them is 
a large window that leads into a narrow hallway. 

Sam finds a football sized block of concrete in the rubble. 
He chucks it at the bottom corner of the window.
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It breaks through clean. Sam kicks out the rest of the glass. 
Helps the girls in. 

INT. NEW WING - NARROW HALLWAY - NIGHT

It’s nearly pitch black inside. Manny reaches to flip on the 
switch. Sam stops her. 

SAM
Lights will give us away.

Jessie pulls her cellphone. Turns on a flashlight app. Sam 
and Manny do the same. 

INT. NEW AUDITORIUM - NIGHT

Manny scans each of the aisles. Sam is on stage. Jessie 
emerges from a set of side stairs that go below.  

SAM
Anything in the prop room? 

Jessie shakes her head. 

INT. DEAD END HALL - NIGHT

Sam checks a janitor’s closet. Manny scans a classroom with 
her light. She sees a built in closet in the corner. 

CLASSROOM

Manny looks the cabinet over. She reaches for the handle. 
Pulls it open --

-- Manny SCREAMS as something falls towards her face. 

She barely dodges out of the way. SMACK. 

A disassembled shelve CLATTERS on the ground next to her. 

She sighs in relief as Jessie and Sam come running into her 
room.

JESSIE
What happened? 

She sees the open door and shelf.

MALE VOICE
I know you’re in here...
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All three stiffen... Harmon?

DEAD END HALLWAY

The teens tiptoe into the dark hallway. The shut their 
flashlight apps off. 

A light beam crosses the perpendicular hallway. Jessie 
glances behind them, dead end. 

The only way out, is through...

JESSIE
Run on the count of three. One -- 
two -- three.

They sprint towards the intersection as light grows brighter. 

WHAM!

They’re blind sighted when they SMACK a darkened Figure -- 
definitely a MAN. 

Jessie bounces off of his body, falling to the ground. 

Sam’s force knocks the flashlight out of his hand. It hits 
the ground, shutting it off. The hall is pitch black now.

The Figure growls, trying to grab one of them.

Manny manages to avoid the collision. She helps Jessie up.  

MANNY
-- Run!

The Figure reaches around for his light. Three shadows blow 
by him, towards a door lit by the exterior parking lot 
lights. 

He gives up on the light and runs after them. 

EXT. NEW SCHOOL WING - NIGHT

The doors burst open and three shadows emerge but soon 
disappear. 

Reveal a giant swimming pool dirt pit getting ready for 
cement. 

The teens roll down the slanted slope. They finally stop but 
there’s no time to shake dirt from their orifices. They run 
up the ramp and out climb out. 
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Moments later...

A SECURITY GUARD opens the door but stops short of the giant 
hole. 

He watches the teens disappear into the darkness. 

INT. NINA’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Jessie drags through the front door. 

She rounds the doorway to see Harmon ON TOP of her mom. 
KISSING her neck. His hand drawn up her shirt, exposing her 
skin. 

Harmon sits up. Nina cranes her neck to see her horrified 
daughter. 

NINA
Jessie...

Jessie storms towards her room. Nina jumps up to follow. 

NINA
Jessie, wait!

JESSIE’S ROOM

Jessie’s hand instinctively tries the door lock that isn’t 
there. Damn. 

Nina comes barraging in. 

NINA
It’s not what you think. 

JESSIE
No mom, it’s not what you think. 
He’s using you to get to me!

Nina’s confused, what? 

NINA
He came over to talk about some 
different options for you. Boarding 
school maybe. Jessie, if you need 
help just tell me, please. I’ll get 
you whatever you need. 

We see Harmon lean in the doorway. 
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JESSIE
Boarding school? Of course he wants 
you to ship me off -- he killed 
Amanda. He knows that I know, and 
now he’s trying to get rid of me. 

Nina looks back at Harmon, not accusingly but alarmed at 
Jessie’s behavior. 

Harmon approaches her slowly. Jessie moves to her window, the 
only avenue of escape if she needs to.

HARMON
Jessie, these are the drugs 
talking. You’re withdrawing, you 
don’t know what you’re saying. 

JESSIE
The drugs you put in my locker. 

He reaches out for her. Jessie instinctively SLAPS his hand 
way. 

JESSIE
Don’t you fucking touch me!

NINA
Jessie!

Harmon retracts. 

HARMON
No, she’s right. I’m not her 
father... I’ll leave you two to 
talk. 

Another blow towards Jessie. He gives Nina’s shoulder a 
comforting squeeze before leaving. 

Nina looks at her daughter -- her deteriorating state. He 
really is getting to her. 

Jessie crumples to the floor, ripping posters and pictures in 
half as her back drags down the wall -- A fragile teen can 
only take so much. 

Nina’s lips part to say something but instead, she just 
leaves Jessie to cry. 

EXT. COURT YARD - DAY

Before school. Students wait out front, waiting for the bell 
to ring. 
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Jessie sits on the brick wall flower bed. You can tell she’s 
been crying all night. 

MANNY
He’s really getting to you isn’t 
he? 

JESSIE
He’s already there. 

Sam appears from the parking lot. 

SAM
What’s wrong? 

MANNY
Harmon’s got Jessie’s mom under his 
thumb. 

JESSIE
I go to school and he’s there. I go 
home and he’s there. He’s literally 
taking everything away from me. 

SAM
Not us. 

JESSIE
If you two were smart you’d leave 
too. He’ll come after you next. 

MANNY
All the more reason to take him 
down. 

INTERCOM
-- Jessie Reed to the principal’s 
office. Jessie Reed.

The teens share a look.

INT. HARMON’S OFFICE - DAY

Jessie sits in her usual seat but Harmon isn’t in his office. 

Her eyes wonder around the room. The reflection of the light 
off the letter opener on his desk catches her eye. Her hand 
makes a move for it when Harmon walks in...

The door shutting behind him. He sits in his oversized 
leather chair.

LOADED BEAT. 
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HARMON
You know, I would have probably 
never known if you wouldn’t have 
called her number. Why go through 
all his trouble for a filthy whore? 

Jessie’s tongue seems to catch in her mouth. But she musters 
up the strength to whisper.

JESSIE
Everyone’s going to know what you 
did.

HARMON
Careful, that’s what she said too.

Jessie gulps. Harmon leans back in his chair, unconcerned. 

HARMON
How is telling on me working for 
you so far? 

Jessie GLARES at him. 

HARMON 
Guess you got your stubbornness 
from your mom. Despite my 
persistence, she still thinks 
another drastic change like 
boarding school will only hurt you 
more.

JESSIE
So what now? 

Harmon shifts his feet, letting his chair CATAPULT him back 
up to the desk. He’s literally NOSE TO NOSE with Jessie.

Instinctively, Jessie grabs the LETTER OPENER on his desk. 
Harmon counters it by wrapping his bear hands around hers.

HARMON
You’re seventeen, you’re a child. 
You think like a child. You really 
think you can out smart me? I’ll 
always be one step ahead of you to 
protect my reputation and what I’ve 
built. Always. 

He lifts his hand and hers, and DRIVES the letter opener into 
his FOREARM. 

He SCREAMS, releasing Jessie’s hand. 
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Jessie backs into the wall. BLOOD dripping from her hands. 
Mrs. Phillips come running into the scene. 

Right behind Jessie are SECURITY GUARDS, one from the new 
wing that night. 

JESSIE
No, he --

They try to grab her but she THRASHES around, twisting and 
turning. 

JESSIE
He killed her! He killed Amanda!

The two of them manage to restrain her. They carry her out by 
her arms and feet, despite her screaming and FLAILING.

Teachers, students, parents, in the office are staring. This 
girl has gone mad...

INT. HOLDING CELL - NIGHT

Jessie is huddled alone in the corner. Literally rocking back 
and forth. Her eyes are bloodshot. Hands still stained a 
faint red.

Her chin resting on her arms, she’s whispering something 
inaudible to herself. 

NINA (V.O.)
What are her options?

INT. POLICE STATION - CHASE’S OFFICE - NIGHT

Nina sits across from Officer Chase. Arms crossed, drawn into 
herself. 

OFFICER CHASE
With her record, it’s not good...

Nina lolls. Barely holding herself together. 

INT. JESSIE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Jessie lies on her bed, staring at the ceiling in complete 
silence.
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OFFICER CHASE (V.O.)
She’ll likely do a few months. Her 
trial is set at the end of the 
month. Until then, psychiatric 
evaluations are being scheduled to 
evaluate her mental state. We need 
to determine if she is still a harm 
to others, or herself. I know it’s 
not what anyone wants, but it has 
to be done. 

TAP. TAP. 

Jessie leans up to see Sam at her window. She unlocks it so 
he can climb in. 

SAM
I heard what happened. 

JESSIE
I didn’t -- 

SAM
-- I know. I honestly wouldn’t care 
if you did.  

JESSIE
I got expelled... They’re trying to 
make me out to be some mentally 
unstable teenage girl now. 

Sam takes a moment to take in Jessie’s room. All the music 
posters -- some ripped in half now.

He picks up the digital frame. Watches the slide show of 
Jessie and her dad.

SAM
Do you still talk to him? 

Jessie furrows her eyes brows, huh? 

SAM
I thought maybe since you moved, he 
could still call you from prison. 

JESSIE
My dad’s dead, Sam.

Sam sets the picture frame back down. 

SAM
Everyone said he was in prison.
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JESSIE
He was killed in a prison fight... 
He should have never been there, my 
mom --

Sam grabs her hand away. He looks her right in eyes, seeing 
her for what she is and being completely okay with it.

SAM
-- It’s not her fault... She did 
what was best for you, because she 
loves you.  

He rubs her cheek with his thumb, she presses into his 
touch... 

He leans in and KISSES her. Short, but sweet.

NINA (O.S.)
Jess?

JESSIE
You have to go. 

Footsteps thump down the hall.

She leads him to the window, barely able to release his hand 
before he jumps down and disappears into the darkness...

INT. JESSIE’S ROOM - MORNING

Jessie’s at her keyboard, playing random introductions to 
various songs. She seems more at ease today. 

DING. 

She stops.

DING. 

She follows the sound to Amanda’s laptop sitting on her 
dresser. She awakens it. 

In the corner, a MESSAGE has popped up. It reads:

FOUR NEW PICTURES AND ONE VIDEO BACKED UP TO iCLOUD. 

Off her look -- she’s just realized something...
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INT. HARMON’S OFFICE - DAY

Harmon watches Sam and Manny sit in I.S.S. on his monitors. 
They’re talking but he can’t hear... 

He picks up his PA system phone and taps the ISS button. Now 
he can hear Sam and Manny through the intercom. 

ISS BUILDING

Tap. Tap. 

Manny looks over her shoulders to see Jessie’s face in the 
window. She motions for Manny to unlock the door. 

Manny quietly swipes the keys off Mrs. Doreen’s desk without 
jingling them. She unlocks it and locks it back after Jessie 
tiptoes in. 

SAM
What are you doing here?

JESSIE 
Mom took my phone... I found 
something. Something big.

They look to her for more. 

JESSIE
Not here, I think he watches us. 
After school meet me at my house.

RING. RING. 

Jessie ducks behind one of the cubicle desks.

Mrs. Doreen’s phone rings. She pops awake. 

MRS. DOREEN
Hello? Yes...

She wrenches herself out of her comfy seat. Grabs her keys 
and unlocks the door. She let’s herself out without a word. 

MANNY
You better go before she comes 
back.

Jessie nods. Tries to open the door but it’s locked -- only 
the key can unlock it and they’re gone.

Manny whips around. 
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MANNY
You smell that? 

The teens lift their noses, inhaling. 

SAM
Smoke.

And like a flood gate, SMOKE starts POURING into the room. 
It’s like the entire back end of the trailer has burst into 
flames. 

MANNY
The door is locked. 

JESSIE
Windows.

MANNY
The bars... 

Manny points at the extended bars that cover the window. They 
wouldn’t be able to fit even if they could break the windows. 

Sam begins KICKING the metal door, but it barely shudders.

The FLAMES spread, licking the back quarter of the room. 
Burning through everything in its path now. 

Manny begins to HACK as the haze gets thicker. Jessie pulls 
her shirt over her mouth. 

She stares at the flames, they’ve eaten a hole through the 
popcorn ceiling. A thought strikes her.

JESSIE
The ceiling. It’s just drywall. 

She picks up a chair and turns it upside down. Uses the metal 
legs to PUNCTURE holes into the ceiling. 

Manny and Sam follow suit. They pick the corner farthest away 
from the fire and assault it with holes. The old drywall 
crumbles away. 

Jessie plants her chair on the floor and climbs up. She uses 
her hand to RIP away large portions of the material until a 
large hole remains. 

Sam hoists her up higher so she can climb into the rafters. 
She stays on the framing to keep from falling through. 

SUNLIGHT slits shine through the rising smoke. A WHIRLYBIRD 
spins quietly on the roof. 
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Jessie lies on her back and uses her feet to KICK at the 
metal ventilator. It jolts but doesn’t come out. 

She does it again, and again, until finally -- the whirlybird 
dislodges, leaving about a two gap in the roof.

She rushes back to the hole. Helps Manny through. She points 
her towards the opening. Jessie waits for Sam. 

Flames surround him now.

He climbs on the chair. Reaches up into the ceiling and pulls 
himself up. 

CRACK!

The brittle ceiling gives way. Before Jessie can grab him. 
Sam is sent crashing to the floor. His back SMACKS into the 
chair awkwardly.

He lies motionless on the ground.

JESSIE
Sam!!

She looks at the exit in the roof, then back at Sam. 

LOADED BEAT.

Jessie JUMPS back into the building. Drags Sam next to the 
door. His PANT LEG is on FIRE! She slaps it out.

Her watery eyes glance up at the ceiling, that is now 
blanketed in flames. Her focus shifts back to the door. 

Jessie runs to the closest desk, partially on fire. She tips 
it over and snaps the wooden leg off with her foot. The 
bottom is on fire -- but that’s what she wants. 

She runs with the lit desk leg to the door. She holds the 
flame to the door knob...

OUTSIDE

Manny waits outside the building. A SIREN grows louder with 
each passing second. 

MANNY
Come on Jessie...

Her eyes stay locked on the roof, but nothing. From her POV, 
every square inch of the building is on fire. 

CLINK. 
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The MELTED door knob FALLS from the door. 

Silence...

CRASH. 

Jessie, with Sam’s arm draped over her shoulder, literally 
DIVES THROUGH the door and off the steps onto the grass. 

A BACK DRAFT shoots over their head as it feeds on new 
oxygen. Manny rushes to the fallen pair as the PARAMEDICS and 
FIRE TRUCK arrive. 

Everything goes SILENT as Manny tries to shake them awake. 

A FIREFIGHTER pulls her away. She kicks and screams to no 
avail...

INT. HOSPITAL - WAITING ROOM - DAY

Harmon speaks to MANNY’S PARENTS, African American, 40s, as 
they wait anxiously in the waiting room. 

Manny is escorted out by a NURSE. She looks good considering 
what happened. 

Manny’s mom squeezes her into a hug, hands her a vase of 
flowers. 

MANNY’S MOM
Look what Mr. Harmon brought you. 
Wasn’t that nice? 

Harmon pulls Manny into a side hug. On his fingertips as they 
DIG into her arm. She winces.

HARMON
I’m just glad everyone is okay. If 
you’ll excuse me, I’ve got some 
more flowers to deliver. 

His tone is light hearted and cheery. Manny’s parents just 
eat it up. Manny is blank faced, wanting him to get away from 
her. 

As soon as he leaves, she pulls out her phone and blazes 
through a text...

INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - DAY

Harmon totes another vase. He glances at each room number as 
he passes by. Then stops at room 248.
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. 

A steady rhythm.

Jessie lies supine on the hospital bed. Eyes closed, maybe 
just sleeping, we’re not sure. 

The door opens slowly. 

Harmon enters with his flowers. He closes the door behind 
him. Sets the vase on a bedside table. 

He slides the pulse reader off her index finger and slips it 
on his own. 

His other hand slips in his pocket, producing a clear PLASTIC 
BAG. 

He stops a moment, staring at a serene Jessie, who hasn’t 
moved an inch. 

He smooths out the plastic, for maximum area.

His hands zero in on her face. The plastic TOUCHES her lip, 
blown back slightly by her breath then --

-- he PRESSES it over her face... 

...But only for a second because Nina’s voice echoes from 
outside the door.

Harmon strategically wads up the plastic and slips the pulse 
reader back on Jessie.

He spins with a smile on his face as Nina enters. 

His presence startles her. Especially when he beelines for a 
hug. Pecking Nina on the forehead.

HARMON
Are you okay? 

NINA
I’m fine Ray. What --

HARMON
-- I brought the students some 
flowers. 

He points to his gift on the table. 
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HARMON
I just can’t believe something like 
this could ever happen -- at my 
school. 

NINA
What was she doing there? Did they 
say what caused it? 

HARMON
I overheard the firemen saying 
they’re might have been a cigarette 
or something thrown out into the 
tall grass near the building. They 
are still investigating. 

His emphasis on “something” somehow points to Jessie and the 
drugs.

NINA
She shouldn’t have been there. I 
had to run into work but I was only 
gone an hour... 

HARMON 
It’s not your fault. She’s a big 
girl, her actions are her own. 

Nina settles into the seat next to Jessie’s bedside. She rubs 
Jessie’s hand, despite the wires and tubes stuck in it. 

HARMON
I can wait with you. 

NINA
That’s okay. It’s probably best 
with everything if you weren’t here 
when she woke up. I just don’t want 
to stress her out anymore. 

HARMON
I understand. Call me later, okay? 

He fakes a smile before leaving. 

Nina takes a moment to look at her daughter. How did it all 
come to this? She brushes back the singed hair on Jessie’s 
forehead. 

NINA
I’m sorry...

The way she says it tells us it’s not about the recent 
fights... but something much deeper. 
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Jessie’s eyes flutter open...

JESSIE (O.S.)
Mom? 

Her eyes circle the room, confused by her surroundings. 

NINA
It’s okay, sweetie. You’re going to 
be okay...

Nina’s grip tightens on Jessie’s hand. Jessie looks -- 
relieved. A weak smile breaks across both of their faces...

...POUND. POUND. 

The door opens to reveal Officer Griffin and another 
PSYCHIATRIST, 50s, glasses and professorial.

Jessie sits up. 

NINA
What’s going on? 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
We need to take Jessie for a psych 
eval.  

NINA
Can’t it wait? 

PSYCHIATRIST
It’s imperative that we assess her 
state of mind as soon as possible.  

OFFICER GRIFFIN
Officer Chase said he spoke to you 
about this. 

Nina crosses her arms. 

NINA
He did. I just don’t understand why 
right now. She nearly died in a 
fire. 

PSYCHIATRIST 
We can do it in here if that makes 
you feel better, but everyone will 
need to leave the room. 

Nina glances at Jessie, who doesn’t want to do any of it but 
she has no choice...
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INT. WAKEFIELD HIGH - MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

We follow Sam down the hallway. His gait is stiff and slow. A 
TEEN BOY calls out to him. 

TEEN BOY 
Glad to see you back.

Sam stops at Manny’s locker. 

SAM
Have you talked to Jessie? 

She shakes her head, no.

MANNY
You? 

SAM
They won’t let me.

The crowd seems to part in the hall as Harmon and four BOARD 
MEMBERS, 40s and 50s, nicely dressed in suits and pant suits, 
march the halls. 

Harmon looks good, happy. He’s talking animatedly about the 
school as the Members hang onto his every word.

Just as he gets ready to pass Sam and Manny -- he shoots them 
a GLARE.

INT. HOSPITAL - PSYCHIATRIC ROOM - DAY

Bare walls with padding. A single metal bed.

Jessie sits on the edge of her bed in a plain hospital gown, 
physically healed. 

We can’t be sure what’s she’s thinking about, if anything at 
all. Is the fire gone? Or is it just dormant?

Suddenly, yells and screams echo through the halls, sure to 
reach their way into every room.  

SCREECH. 

Jessie looks up, her door is opening. A female NURSE, 30s, 
African American, is standing in the doorway. 

NURSE
You passed all your psych evals, 
Ms. Reed. You can go home for 
now...
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Jessie slowly stands, shuffling past the Nurse and out of her 
cell.

INT. JESSIE’S ROOM - NIGHT

Jessie lies on her bed, texting. 

BU. BEEP. 

She types something quickly. Seconds later, BU BEEP, another 
reply. 

We don’t see who she is texting or what but it’s very rapid. 

She finishes another message. But another doesn’t return. 

Jessie gets up and moves to her keyboard. 

She begins to play something up tempo and cheery. Not her 
normal by a long stretch. But it seems right somehow. 

She plays us out...

INT. MEETING ROOM - DAY

The next morning, Harmon sits among other school BOARD 
MEMBERS around an elongated table. 

Mayor Larsen brings up a topic on the agenda. 

MAYOR LARSEN
I think we are all in agreement 
that we really loved the progress 
of the new addition. The major 
construction is done. The swimming 
pool was completed yesterday. A few 
minor details and furniture, and 
we’ll be set for next year. 

Harmon tunes him out as his phone vibrates. He checks it 
under the table. Multimedia messages. 

PICTURES and VIDEOS CLIPS of Amanda and Harmon flood his 
phone. His eyes widen. 

A text follows: “Meet in the new auditorium at six for 
negotiations -- Jessie.” 

MAYOR LARSEN
Anything you want to add, Ray?
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Ray snaps out of it. He tucks the phone in his pocket, clears 
his throat...

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - DAY

School is over for the day. 

Sam moves down the hall, checking to make sure he’s not seen. 
He snakes through various hallways until he reaches a set of 
double doors that have BLACK PLASTIC covering them. 

He disregards it and lets himself in into the new wing.

INT. NEW WING - EVENING

Sam jogs to glass doors leading outside where Jessie waits. 
He lets her in. 

JESSIE
Is Manny here yet? 

Sam nods. He strokes her hair lightly.

SAM
She’s outside in case anything 
happens. I’ll be close by... Be 
careful. He tried to get rid of us 
once already.

JESSIE
If he doesn’t go down for Amanda, 
then he’ll go down for anything 
that happens to me. 

SAM
Don’t say that.  

JESSIE
I just want this all to end...

He tilts her chin up. Kissing her on the lips, possibly for 
the last time.

EXT. NEW WING - NIGHT

Manny paces between the new wing and the football field. Her 
phone in hand, for quick use. 

Large construction equipment are scattered across the site. 
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She sees the swimming pool now in concrete. A structure is 
being erected over it now.

Manny heads towards the edge. Looks down into the large 
concrete pit. She checks her phone...

She turns only to catch a glint of a metal SHOVEL HEAD as --

WHAM!

Manny is smacked in the temple by Harmon.

Her body crumples, falling over the deep end. She lands a 
good seven or eight feet down on the concrete slope. 

Landing next to a DISCOLORED PATCH of concrete. 

We see Harmon’s face peer over the edge at Manny’s awkwardly 
posed body. He tosses the shovel to the side. 

Looks up at the entrance doors. 

INT. NARROW HALLWAY - NIGHT

Sam perks up as he hears faint MUSIC coming from down the 
hall. He peeks into the auditorium doors, Jessie is waiting 
on stage. 

He retracts down the hall, peering out the double glass 
exterior doors, not a car or soul in sight.

The music grows louder as Sam turns the corner, passing by 
several classroom doors. 

As he passes, one door cracks open. We see Harmon in the door 
window before Sam does. 

Harmon lunges out. 

He’s got ETHERNET internet cable gripped in his hand. He 
wraps it around Sam’s neck and JERKS him inside the --

NEW COMPUTER LAB

The room is a mess of long empty desk and various wires: 
internet, electrical, cable. Some even hang through the 
missing tiles in the ceiling.

Harmon pulls Sam backwards, choking him with the cable. 

He grabs a bundle of wiring protruding from the ceiling, and 
WRAPS it around Sam’s neck several times, tangling the wires.
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Sam claws at the cables. He’s got one or two loose but there 
are too many. 

Harmon grabs another set of cables and uses the metal beam 
ceiling to HOIST Sam into the air over one of the desks. His 
toes dangle a few inches above the surface. 

Sam stretches one foot tip to touch, but loses his balance. 

Harmon gives some slack to tie the other end of the cables to 
the door handle. But when he slams it shut, pulling it TAUT. 

INT. NEW AUDITORIUM - NIGHT

Empty. A lone spotlight shines on the middle of the stage. 
Jessie stands in the center, waiting. 

Jessie continues to pace, though her eyes stay glued to those 
front doors, waiting on the monster to walk in.

She checks her fully charged phone -- 6:08. 

The curtains behind her billow. Jessie looks over her 
shoulder. 

Just as she turns back, Harmon steps between the slits. 

He stands completely still for a BEAT.

HARMON 
Where did you get the pictures, 
Jessie? 

Jessie literally JUMPS. She whips around to see Harmon 
walking towards her.

She backpedals across the stage, near the edge. 

JESSIE
Surprised you don’t know 
everything?

HARMON 
You’re trying to come to my 
territory, and fuck with me? 

His tone sends chills through her body but she remains 
strong. 

JESSIE
I have nothing left to lose... And 
that’s your fault. 
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She grips her phone tight at her side, angled up at Harmon.

He takes a step closer. Jessie takes one back. Her next step 
will be off the stage.  

JESSIE
Does it bother you I’m still here? 
Despite the drugs? Fire? Prison?

Harmon takes another step. Jessie’s foot reaches back but 
finds nothing but air. 

HARMON
Those all helped to paint you as 
the unstable new girl with a 
growing record... That’s going to 
make this easy to cover up.

JESSIE
That’s your plan? You’re just going 
to kill me like you killed her? 

HARMON
I’m sure that’d be perfect for the 
little movie you’re trying to make. 
Technology is the crutch of this 
generation.

In an instant, Harmon REACHES for Jessie. She bails off the 
stage, barely landing on her feet. She sprints up the aisle.

INT. LONG HALLWAY - NIGHT

Jessie bursts out of the auditorium. The double doors claps 
shut behind her. Harmon comes at her. She sprints down the 
hall.

POP! POP!

Cinder block dust flies around Jessie’s head. She looks back -
- HOLY SHIT he’s got a PISTOL. And shooting wildly at her. 

She turns down another hall, barely dodging a bullet.

INT. MAIN HALLWAY - OLD BUILDING - NIGHT

Ms. Jackson’s keys jingle as she strolls down the hallway. 
She carries a stack of papers with her. 

She hears a POPPING sound. Though from here, it’s not clear 
it’s gunshots.
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She peers down the hallway, at the end, the double doors 
covered in black plastic. 

MS. JACKSON
Hello? 

INT. NARROW HALLWAY - NIGHT

Harmon is down to a jog, he’s winded. He turns the corner 
just to find Jessie rounding another corner. 

He catches his breath for a moment. Listening, but no 
footsteps. 

He stops at the intersection Jessie just took. He slides 
around the corner slowly --  

-- MOVEMENT -- He SHOOTS. 

A BODY collapses at the intersection of the other hallway. 

Harmon approaches to see Ms. Jackson lying face down in a 
pool of blood...

HARMON
God -- Shit. Shit. Shit. 

Spit flies from his mouth as he paces in front of her dead 
body. Then his eyes suddenly catch Jessie -- who just watched 
the entire thing. 

He raises his gun, a demented look on his face. 

Jessie dives into the nearest classroom.

INT. HOME EC ROOM - NIGHT

Jessie jumps up to lock the door -- only a few seconds before 
Harmon gets there. He RATTLES the door knob in anger. 

Jessie moves out of his sight. She takes in her bleak 
surroundings. 

It looks to be a future home economics room, minus all the 
furniture. Kitchen cabinets look to be in the process of 
being assembled and installed. Half still sit in their boxes. 

She finds a BOX CUTTER sitting on top of one of the boxes. 
Shoves it in her pocket just in case.

Jessie turns her attention to an EXTENSION LADDER leaning 
against the wall.
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OUTSIDE HOME EC ROOM

Harmon pounds on the door, growing angrier by the second. He 
takes the butt of the gun and BREAKS the tiny window in the 
door. 

Unlocks it. 

INSIDE HOME EC ROOM

Empty at a glance. Harmon tosses around half open boxes. 
Checks the cabinets that are exposed. A closet in the corner. 
Nothing. 

He does one more scan -- no windows. Where is she? 

INT. CEILING SPACE - NIGHT

Jessie is crouching on a metal beam in the ceiling space. 
She’s checking her phone for something.

NO WIRELESS CONNECTIVITY AVAILABLE. 

She mouths a cuss word. Begins to slowly move through the 
open area, staying on the support beams. 

INT. HOME EC ROOM - NIGHT

Harmon PUNTS a box across the room. Baffled. 

Then light footsteps, almost like pressure changing above. 
Harmon follows it into the --

HALLWAY

Points his gun. BOOM!

Definitely footsteps because they speed up. 

Harmon begins SHOOTING UP as he follows her.

Jessie is speed walking down beams, avoiding the tiles that 
won’t hold her weight. She dodges all the wiring and pipes. 

She comes to an intersection and stops. Everything looks the 
SAME from up here. She needs to head towards the old school. 

BEAT. 

Jessie stomps out a tile see below. It lands right on top of 
Harmon, sending a thick dust of insulation into the air. 
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Jessie veers down the right hall. Stomping a tile at any 
intersection she crosses.  

Harmon just follows the tiles as they fall to the floor. 

Finally Jessie sees a solid wall -- this must be where the 
two buildings meet...

Another POP! 

This bullet catches Jessie in the back of the shoulder. She 
tumbles off the beam. 

CRASHES THROUGH THE TILES. Her body slams like a rag doll on 
the hard tile floor, right in front of the black plastic 
wrapped doors that lead to the original building 

She scoots away from Harmon, her leg injured from the impact. 

Harmon slows, gun aimed. He’s breathing heavy from the chase. 

HARMON
Ms. Jackson does complicate 
things... Though I’m sure she’s 
given you enough motive...  

He leans over her. Touches the gun against her head. Jessie 
jerks her face away. 

HARMON
After all, she’s not the first 
teacher you’ve hurt... 

Harmon presses the gun to her temple, suicide angled. Jessie 
closes her eyes. This is how it -- 

CLICK. 

CLICK. 

Harmon is out of bullets. Jessie feels behind her for 
something. She finds the box cutter.

She summons every ounce of energy she has. Flicks the blade 
up, and DRIVES it into his thigh. 

Harmon buckles, screaming in agony. 

Jessie uses the door handle to pull herself up. She quickly 
hobbles inside. 
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INT. HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT

Jessie keeps going until a WIFI box pops up on her phone. She 
selects one. 

A DOOR slaps shut in the distance -- he’s coming. She 
struggles her way into a pair of doors on her right.

INT. GYMNASIUM - NIGHT

Jessie can barely even manage a limp on one leg. She 
collapses in the center of the court. Her breathing labored. 

She pulls out her phone. Records Harmon dragging his useless 
leg in.

CHK. CHK. 

He snaps back the slide on a new clip. 

HARMON
Good idea. It’d look out of place 
if I wasn’t injured.

He notes Jessie holding her phone up in plain sight. 

HARMON
The video thing is overplayed 
Jessie. It’ll take me three seconds 
to destroy the footage. 

Jessie ignores him, keeps shooting.

JESSIE
How could I have shot Ms. Jackson 
when you have the gun? Are you sure 
you can keep up with all the lies? 

HARMON
It’s amazing what you can do if you 
put your mind to it.

Harmon eases towards her in an arc. 

JESSIE
Why did you kill her? Why did you 
kill Amanda?

HARMON
You want to know the truth? 

Jessie nods. 
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HARMON
It was an accident. 

JESSIE
You broke her neck. 

HARMON
That bitch seduced me. I helped her 
get into her dream college and then 
she pulls that little stunt...

JESSIE
Where’s the body?

HARMON
You mean what’s left of it? 
Somewhere no one will ever find it. 
Anymore questions Ms. Reed?

Jessie stops recording. She places the phone beneath her... 
They stare each other down. 

POP! He fires a shot through Jessie’s upper chest. Her body 
jolts back and she collapses -- motionless. 

He hobbles to her body. Finds the phone. He deletes all the 
videos and texts. Then he pulls the battery out with the 
memory card -- snaps it in half. 

He places the phone on floor. FIRES a shot through it. 
Plastic, glass, and metal disperse into tiny pieces. 

FLASHLIGHTS circle the area. Voices yell from down the hall. 

CAROLINE (O.S.)
Check the gym!

Harmon aims the gun at his shoulder. SHOOTS himself. 
Collapses on the floor near Jessie.  

A team of OFFICERS swarm the gym. Guns at the ready. Chase 
sees Jessie lying motionless in the floor. 

OFFICER CHASE
Call the ambulance! 

He trains his gun on Harmon who is still holding the gun. 

OFFICER CHASE
Ray... Put the gun down.

Harmon pushes the gun away. Cups his shoulder.
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We see CAROLINE rush into the background for a second before 
a COP scoops her up and takes her away from the scene. 

HARMON
I had to. She came at me --

He breaks down and starts to CRY. 

INT. POLICE STATION - FIRST INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Through a two way mirror we watch Officer Chase, interrogate 
Harmon. His leg is heavily bandaged now.

We can see that Harmon is selling the story hard, though we 
can’t hear. 

INT. POLICE STATION - SECOND INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Caroline sits across from Officer Griffin. 

CAROLINE
I saw them at the new building and 
I knew they weren’t supposed to be 
there. 

OFFICER GRIFFIN
So you followed them? 

CAROLINE
I wanted to get them in trouble but 
then I found them...

Caroline’s face contorts as she begins to cry...

INT. OLD AUDITORIUM - DAY

A few days later...

Students are gathered again. Harmon still walks with a slight 
limp. 

None of the three teens are anywhere to be seen. But we do 
note Officer Chase’s attendance in the back corner. 
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HARMON
I’m sure you have all heard by the 
now the events that transpired 
Friday night. With the ongoing 
investigation, I ask that you keep 
rumors and opinions to a minimum 
until we get things straightened 
out... I regret that we are having 
to gather here so soon... We lost 
one of our own this past weekend. 

A picture of Ms. Jackson appears on the drop down. 

HARMON
This was Lena’s first year here, so 
I didn’t get to know her as much as 
I would have liked. I regret that I 
didn’t now...

Suddenly, the picture of Ms. Jackson is gone. It’s replaced 
by a VIDEO. 

Jessie’s video from the gym. 

The crowd GASPS. Harmon balances on his good leg to try to 
see what everyone is watching. 

This video has been edited and pasted together for 
efficiency. 

The video jumps to Harmon in the gym. Circling Jessie like a 
hawk:

JESSIE
Why did you kill her? Why did you 
kill Amanda?

HARMON
You want to know the truth? 
It was an accident. 

JESSIE
You broke her neck. 

HARMON
That bitch seduced me. I helped her 
get into her dream college and then 
she pulls that little stunt...

SKIP TO

JESSIE
Where’s the body?
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HARMON
You mean what’s left of it? 
Somewhere no one will ever find it. 

The real time Harmon screams.

HARMON
Turn it off!

Then WORDS are inserted over a black background: 

HEY MR. HARMON, WELCOME TO TECHNOLOGY, BITCH!

SPECIAL THANKS TO: iCloud for making this video possible.

CREATED BY: JESSIE REED

The video ends. 

Harmon looks out into the crowd. Hundreds of pairs of eyes 
stare back, confused, disgusted, burning holes in his 
forehead, judging him. 

Then he sees her -- Jessie standing at the double doors. Her 
arm in a sling, but looking good. 

She smirks, pointing up at Manny who is at the AV station 
upstairs, running the video. Scabbed cuts and bruises but 
she’s fine.

Harmon’s face grows bright red, about to burst.

Chase leaps the steps up to the stage now. He slaps a pair of 
cuffs over Harmon’s wrists. 

OFFICER CHASE
Ray Harmon, you have the right to 
remain silent...

EXT. WAKEFIELD HIGH - DAY

An aerial shot of the high school campus. Cops now swarm the 
area. 

We move in on the new wing -- the swimming pool specifically. 

An excavator is ripping up the newly poured concrete...

INT. SAM’S HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Jessie tiptoes into Sam’s room. His neck is wrapped in gauze. 
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Jessie takes the chair beside him. She holds his hand... He 
squeezes back. Eyes fluttering open.

JESSIE
We did it...

Sam smiles. 

SAM
You know, you’ve technically put me 
in the hospital twice now. I keep 
telling people that girls are 
hazardous for your health.

JESSIE
Or you can look at it like this -- 
I saved your life... And the cops.

SAM
Caroline was the one who found me. 
She cut me down...   

Jessie seems surprised. 

SAM
I guess re-breaking my ribs was a 
small price to pay.

JESSIE
Should have been shot instead. 

Jessie points to her chest/shoulder area. Sam smirks, 
wrapping his fingers over Jessie’s hand. 

It’s silent for a moment...

JESSIE
They discovered her body... When 
they found Manny they noticed a 
section of the concrete on the deep 
end of the pool was discolored... 
The acids he used started to eat 
away at the concrete. 

Sadness washes over Sam for a moment, but it’s closure. 

SAM
At least it’s over. 

JESSIE
It’s over...

They share a smile.
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INT. FOOTBALL STADIUM - DAY

SUPER: Three months later

Graduation. The stands are filled with anxious parents, 
family, and friends. 

Two dozen rows cover the field with the class of 2013. 
Proudly wearing BLACK GOWNS with BLUE ACCENTS. 

Sam, looking better than ever, walks towards the podium. An 
HONORS cord draped around his shoulders. 

SAM
I shouldn’t be up here... Was all I 
could think to myself while trying 
to write this speech... Amanda and 
I dreamt, and joked about this 
moment for the past year. Which 
sibling would come out on top? And 
now it all seems so meaningless... 
This isn’t the end, it’s just the 
beginning. The defining moment 
where we all enter the real 
world...

His classmates nod. We pick Jessie out of the crowd, in the 
back. She smiles. 

SAM
We’ve been taught to think in terms 
of labels -- valedictorian, class 
president, team captain, nerd, 
jock, cheerleader... But in the 
real world, no one cares who you 
were. After today, the slate is 
wiped clean. We get to leave here 
as somebody new -- whoever we want 
to be. Our reputations don’t have 
to follow us... They don’t have to 
define us anymore. We choose our 
own path to success. Don’t ever let 
anyone choose it for you... Thank 
you. 

Applause from the stadium as Sam steps down. 

LATER

SPEAKER, 40s, calls out names. Students walk up the stage to 
receive their diplomas. 

SPEAKER
Mallory Ransick. Jessie Reed. 
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The crowd CHEERS and CLAPS louder for Jessie than they do the 
others. Nina is in the front row. She whoops and hollers like 
crazy.

NINA
Wooooo! Jessie!

Jessie marches up on stage. She glows as the diploma touches 
her hand. 

SPEAKER
John Sheridan. Emmanuella Snow. 

Manny walks up to the stage as Jessie is coming down. They 
grin at each other. 

Jessie finds Sam sitting in her seat. He’s already received 
his diploma. 

She sits in his lap. Wraps her arm around his neck. 

SAM
You’re the only girl I know to stab 
a principal, get expelled, burn 
down a building, and still get to 
graduate in the same year. 

JESSIE
Should I feel special? 

SAM
You are. 

Manny sits by the happy couple. 

SPEAKER
If everyone would, please turn your 
tassel to the left. 

In unison the class turns their tassels to the left side. 

SPEAKER
Ladies and gentlemen, I present to 
you, the Class of 2014.

Sam SNATCHES Jessie in a kiss, and bends her backwards. The 
students grab their caps and FLING them up in to the air. 

Hundreds of CAPS come at us, taking us to --

BLACK.
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