
Table of Contents

The Lies You Tell

BY M. RANDALL | THE LIES YOU TELL | M. RANDALL | THE SCREENPLAY NOVEL

BASED ON A SERIES OF TRUE EVENTS

CONTENTS

THE BITCH LIST

THE LIES YOU TELL | THE SCREENPLAY NOVEL

ACT I | THE BEGINNING

CAMP PEDDLETON | THREE YEARS EARLIER

BEVERLY HILLS | CALIFORNIA

SENIOR PORTRAITS

ACT II | THE MIDDLE

(Donna’s eyes widen, but she tries to play it cool, anticipating his next words.)

ACT III

GRADUATION DAY

TO BE CONTINUED...

THE LIES YOU TELL

THE LIES YOU TELL | THE SCREENPLAY NOVEL


[image: ]

After a Halloween house party spirals into a bloody massacre, five Beverly High students are accused of the murders due to prior allegations and suspicious connections. Detective Jenkins and Detective Sanchez are assigned to the case and work tirelessly to solve the mystery, convinced that the most popular girls in the school, Maggie, Donna, Shannon, Shelly, and Claire, are the perpetrators.

It appears the detectives are on the right track. The girls grow increasingly private and protective, refusing to speak about certain topics and claiming not to remember valuable information, as if hiding something significant. They appear guilty. Even the sweetest of them will not break.

All fingers point to the leader of the pack, Maggie. She has something on the other girls, some big secret. They refuse to go against her, which only makes the detectives dig harder and deeper. Although the girls are suspects in the Halloween Horror, they remain poised, composed, and firm in their innocence. The detectives insist otherwise, all the way up until they are arrested and taken into custody. 

It isn’t until the big showdown, not until graduation day that the truth finally reveals itself, as it always does... If Maggie didn’t make the suggestion... If Donna didn’t go to see him... If they hadn’t taken the trip... Maybe, just maybe, things would have played out differently... Unfortunately, that is something that we will never know.

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust...
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“I dedicate this book to everyone who encouraged me to write it... To every conversation that led up to this very moment... Here it is, wish me luck!”

-M. Randall

“Love is patient, love is kind. It does not envy, it does not boast, it is not proud. It does not dishonor others, it is not self-seeking, it is not easily angered, it keeps no record of wrongs. Love does not delight in evil but rejoices with the truth. It always protects, always trusts, always hopes, always perseveres. Love never fails.”

1 Corinthians 13:4-8
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	DONNA

	MAGGIE

	SHELLY

	SHANNON

	CLAIRE

	VERONICA

	JESSICA–––––––– 


“WE DIDN’T LIE. WE NEVER LIED. 
WE JUST... DIDN’T COME FORWARD WITH THE TRUTH. IT’S NOT A LIE, IT’S JUST OUR LITTLE SECRET.”

-Maggie
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MURDER MYSTERY/THRILLER/HORROR
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PROLOGUE

(FLASHBACK SCENE)
PEDDLETON, CA
EXT. CAMP PEDDLETON. LAKE PEDDLETON/DOCK. NIGHT.
(Maggie sighs, annoyed, tired of the procrastination.)

Maggie
Jump in, Jessica — or I push you in.
Donna
Jess, you don’t have to—
Maggie
(Screams)
Shut up, Donna!

(Donna goes quiet, but remains beside Jessica, rubbing her back, comfortingly.)

Jessica

Okay, Maggie... I’ll do it. I’ll do it.

(Jessica steps forward, Donna grabs her arm, trying to stop her, Jessica pulls free and keeps going.)
(Maggie gives Donna a threatening look and then turns back to Jessica. Maggie stands there expectantly.)
(The girls all, everyone except Donna, begin chanting loudly.) 

Shannon/Veronica/Claire/Shelly

(Unison)
Do It! Do it! Do it!

(Jessica reaches the ladder at the center of the dock.) 

(CAMERA is on Jessica.

Her back is facing CAMERA.)

(Jessica is breathtaking in a way that stops people mid-thought. Her beauty is rare, almost unreal. She has soft, angelic features, hazel-green eyes, and naturally curly, ginger-red hair, styled in a short, blunt-cut bob with bangs. Her fair skin is dusted with light reddish-brown freckles scattered across her face, neck, and arms, adding to her ethereal look. Quiet, gentle, and seemingly docile, Jessica carries herself with innocence. Yet her slim, voluptuous figure makes her impossible to ignore, drawing obsession, resentment, and cruelty alike from both the boys and girls at Beverly High. Jessica is the type of person who is beautiful and doesn’t know it, but everyone else around her does.)

(CUT TO: CLOSE UP:
Maggie finishes the joint and flicks it into the lake. Claire is chugging vodka and then passes it to Shelly. Donna is standing alone, Shannon and Veronica are whispering privately.)
(CUT TO:
Jessica standing at the dock ladder, her back is to CAMERA.)

(Jessica’s hands tremble as she begins to undress. She slips off her shoes first, thin, white, off-brand sneakers, kicking them aside. Her T-shirt follows, dropping to her feet. She steps out of her olive-green shorts and then removes her camp-required, white undergarments, nudging them away without looking. Now completely naked, she pauses, standing still, drawing in a steadying breath as the night air closes in around her. She then turns toward the dock ladder and starts down, when, without warning, Maggie shoves her hard. Jessica loses her footing and falls forward, off the dock, plunging headfirst into the water.)

(The girls explode with laughter.)

(Maggie yanks the ladder from the lake and throws it onto the dock. Shannon, Veronica, and Claire grab Jessica’s clothes and shoes. Maggie stands at the edge, staring down with her arms folded.)

(CUT TO:
Jessica in the water. She resurfaces, floating, stunned but composed, seemingly unfazed.)

Jessica

Come on, Maggie. That’s not fair.

(BACK TO SCENE.)

(Maggie is standing on the dock.)

Maggie

Oh, please, give me a break. You’re so goddamn boring — I had to do something to get some kind of entertainment out of you... And see, we’re having fun. I'm highly entertained, that's for sure.

Donna

Maggie—

Maggie

(Screams)

Donna! Stay out of it — unless you want to join her... There are more of us than you. Remember that.

(Donna scans the girls. She knows that Maggie’s right. They are waiting on a word from Maggie to pounce. Donna resigns her fight.)

(Maggie smiles.)

Maggie (continues)

Now that that’s all cleared up, or straightened out, if you will.

(Maggie turns her attention back to Jessica, in the water.)

Maggie (continues)

You are on a time-out! You’re going to sit there and think about your lame behavior.

Jessica

Maggie, please—

Maggie

It’s for your own good. You’ll thank me later.

(Maggie turns to face the others waiting.)

Maggie

What do you say, we go and spy on the boys?

(They all agree, and in one motion turn to leave the dock, except for Donna.)

(Maggie snatches the vodka bottle, downs the rest, screws the cap on, and tosses it into the lake.)

Maggie

Have fun. Bye-bye.

(Maggie notices Donna hasn’t moved. She grows extremely furious with Donna.)

Maggie

(Screams)

For fuck’s sake, Donna, can you not go against the grain and have my back just one fucking time? Is that too much to ask for?

(Donna is silent.)

Maggie

After all, you’re supposed to be my best friend. Where does your loyalty lie?

(Donna thinks it over and eventually concludes.)

Donna

Sorry, Jessica...

(Donna walks away, joining the other girls.) 

(Maggie smirks at Jessica, feeling superior.)

Maggie

Looks like you’re outnumbered and alone... Welp, good luck with that—

(Maggie picks up the dock ladder, placing it in the center, and then storms off. The other girls follow behind her, carrying Jessica’s belongings.)

Maggie

Happy Halloween, bitches!

(Maggie yells from a distance.)

(The girls disappear into the darkness, their laughter echoing.)
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OPENING SCENE 

SENIOR PORTRAIT DAY

INT. BEVERLY HIGH SCHOOL. AUDITORIUM/TEMPORARY PHOTO STUDIO. DAY.

CAMERA SEES:
A sparkling gold banner is stretched across the back wall: 
BEVERLY HIGH SCHOOL – SENIOR PORTRAITS

White drapes cascade from gold metal frames. A long banquet table runs the length of the room, draped in elegant gold linens. An abundant spread of fresh fruit, vegetables, breads, cheese, and carefully arranged small plates, and cutlery lines the surface, refined, immaculate, and unmistakably expensive. Crystal glassware and gold accents catch the light, adding a quiet sense of ceremony. White décor and soft floral arrangements are placed throughout the auditorium, transforming the space into something ethereal. The auditorium no longer feels like a school, more like heaven. Senior students fill the room; all dressed in white.

Studio lights glow warmly against the polished wood floors. A professional camera stands in the center, mounted and unmoving. A white stool with a plush cushion sits perfectly positioned in front of it, with a small white table set just nearby.
ACTION:
(SOFT VIOLINS PLAYING.)

(Students linger along the edges, laughing, fixing makeup, and tugging at gowns, trying too hard to make the moment feel casual.)

(Maggie, Donna, Shelly, Shannon, and Claire enter the auditorium together, moving with the effortless confidence of runway models. They are strikingly angelic, almost celestial. Every detail is immaculate. Each wears a white gown, similar but not matching, unified without being identical. Different silhouettes. Different jewelry. Different energy.)

(Heads turn as they cross the room. Eyes follow, whispers trail behind them. Together, they look untouchable. They approach the camera, realizing the operator isn’t there yet, and stop just short. The girls fall into a small circle facing one another, Maggie naturally at the center.)

(Donna smooths the fabric of her dress. Composed, but barely. She glances at the camera, then at the watching eyes, then away.)

Donna
(Quietly)
Why does this feel... bigger than it’s supposed to be?
(Shelly’s pearls catch the light as she smiles softly.)

Shelly
Because it’s the last time that they get to tell us who we are.
(Donna looks at her.)

Donna
What do you mean?

Shelly
After today, the pictures don’t change. No edits. No rewrites... We are in control of our lives moving forward. We decide where we go and who we become — the masters of our own destinies.

Donna
(Unsure)
I guess...

(Donna notices they’re still the center of attention. She avoids eye contact.)

Donna
So awkward — everyone’s staring.

(Claire adjusts a diamond earring, her posture flawless, controlled, and polished.)

––––––––
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Claire
What’s new? Let them stare. We’re the prettiest girls in this school. I’d stare too. Okay, moment of transparency, I do stare at myself, sometimes, for hours and, hours, and hours. I know I’m beautiful, and people are jealous of me.

Shannon
(Mocking)
Yeah, Claire. That must be it.

(The girls laugh discreetly at Shannon’s comment, all except Claire and Maggie.)

Claire 
(Confused) 
I don’t get it.

Shannon
Bless your heart.

(Muted giggles.)

Shannon (continues)
No, but seriously, this is our last year. We’re free after this... Everything that we do from this point on matters...

(The words settle heavier than she intended. Maggie hasn’t spoken. She stands centered, calm, commanding, with perfect hair and steady eyes. The others gravitate toward her without noticing.)

(The photographer approaches, white male, mid-forties, wearing black dress pants and a white button-down, tucked into the pants. He is holding a clipboard in his hand.)

Logan (Photographer)
Hi, I’m Logan. I will be your photographer today. You all look fantastic and picture ready.

(He reviews the clipboard, sits it on the small table, and takes his place at the camera.)

Logan (Photographer)
Alright, ladies. One at a time. Let’s start with... Maggie.

(The air shifts, Maggie steps forward. No rush, no hesitation.)

(Logan holds out a white velvet drape, used to provide a classic, uniform look for simulating a formal gown by draping elegantly off the shoulders, keeping focus on the face, and ensuring consistency across all student portraits.)

(Maggie looks him up and down in disbelief.)

Maggie
This is Christian Dior. One does not hide or alter Christian Dior.

Logan (Photographer)
Well, unless Christian Dior is the
principal of this school, I’m going to need you to put on the drape.

Maggie
You don’t have to be rude.

(Maggie reluctantly takes the drape and slips it on, clearly displeased. Once she reaches the backdrop, instead of facing the camera, she turns to her friends. A look passes between them, a promise, and then Maggie turns forward. She takes a seat, flips her hair once. Her face is controlled and unapologetic, looking directly into the camera.)

(THE SHUTTER CLICKS.)

(CUT TO: 
Donna steps into place with the white drape on. She takes a seat, and the lights catch her skin just right. For the first time all morning, her smile isn’t practiced.)

(THE SHUTTER CLICKS.) 

(CUT TO:
Shannon is already seated, wearing the white drape. She holds the lens with quiet confidence, hair falling effortlessly over one shoulder. She looks like she already knows how the story ends.)

(THE SHUTTER CLICKS.) 

(CUT TO:
Shelly is seated, wearing the white drape, appearing sweet but unbreakable, eyes bright with intelligence.)

(THE SHUTTER CLICKS.)

(CUT TO:
Claire is seated, wearing the white drape. She gives the camera nothing soft. Nothing forgiving, only control.)

(THE SHUTTER CLICKS.)

(Each click feels final, permanent.) 

(CUT TO:
The girls regroup, standing before the long banquet table lined with an elegant spread of fresh, inviting food. An unusual hush settles over them.)

Donna
So... That’s it?

Shelly
That’s it.

Shannon
No more pretending we’re just girls at Beverly High... We’re the future.

(Shelly glances around the auditorium, the lights, the banner, and the camera already being adjusted for the next student.)

Shelly
They’ll hang these in the hallways one day. Frame us. Point at us—

(Claire chimes in.)

Claire
And talk about how hot we are.

(Donna swallows.)

Donna
They’ll never know what happened before the pictures.

(Maggie steps closer now, voice low.)

Maggie
They don’t need to.

(She looks at each of them, one by one.)

Maggie (continues)
We’ll know... And one day, when someone looks back at these photos, they won’t see what they tried to take from us. They’ll see what survived.

(The girls stand taller, united, emotions high. Suddenly, Claire’s jaw drops, and her eyes widen.)

Claire
Oh my God! Would you look at Monica Savinski! She, like, totally copied me!
(The girls turn their attention to Monica Savinski.) 

(CUT TO:
MAGGIE, DONNA, SHANNON, SHELLY, AND CLAIRE’S POV:
Monica Savinski stands with friends, wearing a flowing white gown. Identically blonde, matching Claire’s hairstyle and hair color precisely.)

(BACK TO SCENE.)

Claire
Monica!

(Claire calls out. Monica turns to face the group, thrilled.)

Claire
I, like, love the hair.

(Monica Savinski beams, appreciative of the compliment and acknowledgment. She is smiling big.)

Monica
Wow. Thank you, Claire. You were my inspiration.

(Claire passionately places her hand over her heart and smiles lovingly.)

Claire
You look great.
(Claire turns back to her spectating friends, immediately dropping her hand to her side, annoyed.)

Claire
(Angry)
What a bitch! I hate her!

Maggie
She looks absolutely ridiculous.

(CUT TO:
Monica Savinski and her group of friends are whispering.)

Monica
(Excited)
I can’t believe it! Claire Randolph said she likes my hair! I think I might pass out!

(Monica Savinski and her friends quietly rejoice.)

Monica
(Admiring)
They’re all so flawless. It’s hard to choose who’s more beautiful.

(Her friends nod, agreeing.)

(BACK TO SCENE.)

Maggie
Claire, everyone knows that you are the original blonde bombshell of Beverly High.
Donna
She’s right.

Shannon
Absolutely.

Shelly
Maybe it’s true, blondes really do have more fun.

Claire
Yeah, you know what? You guys are right... And not to mention, as the saying goes, gentlemen prefer blondes, and I am the blonde.

(The girls giggle.)

(CUT TO:
A long table draped in gold silk. Five finished portraits lay side by side, different faces, same moment, frozen in time forever.)

CUT! 
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SCENE 1 

NEXT DAY

INT. DONNA’S HOUSE. DONNA’S BEDROOM. DAY/TURNING NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Donna’s bedroom is in full view, an immaculate, spacious room washed in white, sleek and polished to perfection. Mirrors line the walls. The lighting is low and intimate, softened by several tall windows. On the nightstand, a single candle burns quietly, its flame flickering, casting slow shadows that make the room feel calm, private.

Donna is lying across her bed doing homework. She’s dressed in a pink-cropped, two-piece short set, barefoot. There is an open textbook and a notebook spread out in front of her, with her cell phone nearby. A small black remote rests at her side. Music plays softly from a portable speaker on the dresser, and she sings along, lost in the rhythm.

Donna is striking in a way that feels effortless. She stands at an average height, her body sculpted and balanced, strong, toned, and unmistakably feminine.

Her facial features are unique and ambiguous, with natural symmetry, full lips, pretty brown eyes, and high cheekbones. Donna carries herself with grace and a silent strength that speaks louder than words. Her presence is magnetic, radiating confidence, purity, power, and emotion.

Her skin glows with a rich blend of cinnamon and cocoa, warm and luminous, as if it holds its own light. She has a flawless, disarming smile that is easy and genuine, the kind that lingers long after it’s gone. She has straight, wavy, sandy-brown hair with soft blonde highlights that falls just past her shoulders.

Donna is the kind-hearted, all-American girl next door, the kind of sweetheart people trust instinctively. She is honest and fair, grounded in her beliefs and unafraid to defend them. There is a delicacy to her beauty, but it is her mind that shines first, her beauty is only an afterthought, though both are unforgettable. Donna is the kind of friend who feels rare and steady, the kind anyone would be lucky to have in their life.

ACTION:

(Donna’s phone lights up and begins to ring.)

(RING! RING! RING!)

(Donna looks over at the ringing phone.) 

––––––––
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(CUT TO: CLOSE UP:

On the phone screen, it reads:
MAGGIE.) 

(BACK TO SCENE.)

(Donna reaches for the remote control lying beside her, picks it up from the bed, silences the music, tosses the remote control back onto the bed, then takes the ringing phone into her hands, placing it up to her ear.)

(Maggie’s voice over.)

Donna

Hello...

Maggie (V.O.)
(Scary, deep, male voice)
Hello, Beautiful, what are you wearing?

(Donna’s face instantly shows fear creeping in. She stiffens, obviously worried. On the other end, there is the sound of someone concealing a laugh. In that moment, Donna realizes that it’s Maggie disguising her voice. Donna relaxes.)

Donna

(Relieved)

Maggie, would you stop it — it isn’t funny.

––––––––
[image: ]


(Donna stands to her feet and nervously begins to check to ensure that the locks are secured on the windows and doors in her bedroom.)

(Maggie burst out into uncontrollable laughter.)

Maggie (V.O.)

I’m sorry, Donna, I couldn’t resist, gosh, what a creep... Have there been any other calls?

(While standing at the window, suddenly Donna hears a loud crashing sound that startles her, she jumps and turns her head in the direction from which the sound came.)

(Donna then notices that a back gate, entrance to the house, is left open and is being blown back and forth by the wind, each time loudly slamming against the wall.)

Maggie (V.O.)

Donna?

(Donna, finally snapping out of her trance, still gazing out the window.)

Donna

Hey, Maggie, my mom is calling on the other line — I’ve got to go...

Maggie (V.O.)

(Extended sigh)

Fine... Wait! Am I still picking you up for Jake’s Halloween party tonight?

Donna

I um— yeah, sure—

Maggie (V.O.)
Amazing. I will be there at 9. Be ready and look fierce!

(CUT TO:
The clock reads: 
5:46 P.M.)

(BACK TO SCENE.)

(Donna does not respond. Instead, she ends the call and tosses her phone across the bed. Still fixated on the open swinging gate.)

CUT!

SCENE 2

EXT./INT. DONNA’S HOUSE. BACKYARD/PATHWAY. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Donna is standing at the back of the house, on the pathway, with large, irregular, flat, uneven stone slabs that wind through soft moss and groundcover. Each stone sits alone, separated by dark soil, forcing measured steps forward. There are soft night-lights throughout.

The pathway curves gently, almost politely, guiding you forward without ever revealing where it’s taking you. There is a lush garden, plants crowd in from every side, thick greens, and deep purples, small blooms pushing through wherever they can.

Tall trees rise, neat and orderly, hiding whatever lies beyond. At its center stands a wooden gate, gray with age, its surface scarred and splintered in places. Ivy climbs its sides, creeping upward as if trying to pry it open. Above the gate, flowering vines spill over the top.

ACTION:
(Donna is slowly walking along the pathway, wearing white trainers, hesitant and cautious, looking around as if expecting someone to appear. From a distance, as she approaches, she sees something lying on the ground in front of the gate. She finally reaches the open, swinging gate, where she discovers a bouquet of a dozen red roses with a card attached. She picks up the roses and goes for the card, which reads:

“DO YOU KNOW WHAT TODAY IS?”)
(In that exact moment, Donna begins to hear a heavy dripping sound. She looks down and notices the roses are covered in blood, drops leaking from the bottom, spilling over her shoes and onto the ground.)
(Donna drops the roses and the card. She slams the gate shut and locks it; blood now smeared across the lock and gate. She runs back toward the big, old-modern house.)

CUT TO:

INT. DONNA’S HOUSE. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

(In the kitchen, she washes her hands clean of blood, quickly and nervously. She takes off her bloody shoes, places them into a white garbage bag, throws the bag into the garage, and locks the door.)

(She goes around the house, making sure all the doors and windows are locked and secured. She sets the alarm, then walks up the creaking wooden staircase into her bedroom, locking the door behind herself.)

CUT TO:
INT. DONNA’S HOUSE. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

(Donna walks to the window, gazing out toward the roses and the gate, suspicious and uneasy.)

(Finally, in one motion, she closes the shutters.)

CUT!

SCENE 3

EXT. DONNA’S HOUSE. STREET VIEW. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

A quiet street illuminated by a pair of approaching headlights in the distance.

ACTION:

(The headlights draw closer, revealing a silver Mercedes Benz convertible with music blaring. Inside, four girls are laughing and having fun. The driver pulls up in front of the house and repeatedly honks the horn, laughing as the others cheer and giggle, playful, carefree, and full of energy.)

CUT!

SCENE 4

INT. DONNA’S HOUSE. DONNA’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Donna stands in front of a full-length mirror, dressed and ready for a night out. She’s wearing a sleek black leopard-print bodysuit, matching heels, a painted black nose tip, claw-like black nails, and leopard-print cat ears with a matching tail.

ACTION:

(Donna checks herself out in the mirror, teasingly adjusting her hair and adding the final touches to her look.)

(Suddenly, the sound of a car horn blares repeatedly outside.)

(Donna rushes to the window and peeks out. She spots her friends in the car, they wave at her dramatically, and she laughs and waves back.)

CUT!

SCENE 5

EXT. DONNA’S HOUSE. FRONT PORCH/CAR. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

An exterior view of Donna’s house, CAMERA lingering on the front door and porch. The atmosphere is quiet and inviting.

ACTION:

(The front door swings open, spilling light onto the porch. Donna steps out in her sexy cat costume, confidence settling into her stride as she moves toward the car. From inside, her friends erupt in cheers and playful teasing, calling after her with bold laughter and encouragement, their voices echoing as she makes her way down the steps.)

Claire

Sexy bitch!

Shannon

Hot bitch!

Shelly

Work it!

(Donna laughs bashfully, giving a playful spin before dipping into a small, teasing curtsy. She climbs into the backseat of the silver convertible. Around her, the girls are dressed in their own versions of sexy Halloween costumes. Each outfit is bold, eye-catching, and flirtatious.)

Maggie

I hope your milkshake is ready to bring all the boys to the yard.

(Maggie takes a swig from a bottle of alcohol and then passes it to Donna. Donna takes a drink and hands it around.)

Maggie

Let’s go, bitches!

(Maggie cranks up the music, hits the gas, and lays on the horn repeatedly.)

(CAMERA follows the car as it speeds off down the street, disappearing out of view.)

CUT!

SCENE 6

EXT./INT. MAGGIE’S CAR. CANYON ROAD. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Winding canyon roads snake through lush greenery, lined with luxury hillside mansions that glimmer beneath the night sky, their lights scattered like constellations against the dark.

ACTION:

(The silver convertible glides through the winding canyon roads, its headlights piercing the night as it hugs each curve.)

(CUT TO: INSIDE CAR:

The girls are having the time of their lives, laughing, drinking, smoking, and singing along to the music without a single care in the world. Life feels good, and in that moment, they are happy, free, and unbothered.)

CUT!

SCENE 7

EXT./INT. JAKE’S HOUSE. CAR/HALLOWEEN PARTY. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

The outside of Jake’s house is decked out with Halloween decorations. Groups of teens hang out in front of the house and scatter across the street, some invited, some not, talking, laughing, and mixing. A large banner hangs over the porch that reads: 
J. ROCK’S SENIOR/HALLOWEEN/GRADUATION PARTY.

ACTION:

(The sleek silver convertible speeds up and screeches to a dramatic halt, parking directly in front of the driveway, blocking it. The front license plate reads: SEXYBIT$H.)

(The girls step out one by one, each in a bold, sexy Halloween costume and high heels. Crowds of partygoers fill the driveway, front yard, and street. The girls make their way through the crowd, instantly commanding attention. Eyes follow them as whispers ripple through the air, “those are the It Girls, the most fashionable, the most beautiful.”)

CUT TO:

INT. JAKE’S HOUSE. NIGHT.

(Inside the house, the music is blasting, and the lights are flashing. The girls head straight for the bar, skipping the line without hesitation. The bartender, Bobby, notices them immediately and serves their drinks first, ignoring the others waiting. Once they have their cocktails, the girls huddle close in a tight circle.)

Maggie

I’m going to go and find Jake. He isn’t texting me back.

(Before anyone can respond, Malcolm appears, stepping into their circle. He is extremely attractive and physically fit, with smooth brown skin, eight straight-back, mid-length cornrow, and gold stud earrings, wearing a pirate costume. He leans in close to Donna.)

Malcolm

Can we talk?

Donna

(To Malcolm)

Um... Give me a minute.

(Turns to her friends.)

Donna

I’ll be right back...

(The girls exchange looks of disbelief.)

––––––––
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Shannon

Donna, are you sure?

Donna

I’ll catch up with you guys soon... I promise.

(Maggie rolls her eyes.)

Maggie

Whatevs.

(Donna turns and walks over to Malcolm. They speak quietly for a moment before disappearing together up the stairs.)

CUT!

SCENE 8

INT. JAKE’S HOUSE. HALLOWEEN PARTY/JAKE’S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Donna and Malcolm sit close on the edge of the bed, their shoulders nearly brushing but never quite touching. The bedroom is carefully curated. A towering globe map stands out amongst the décor, and along the walls are crowded bookshelves, framed vintage comic books, polished trophies, and neatly arranged medals. 

Photographs of Jake and Maggie are everywhere, propped along shelves, pinned in corners, and framed. Their faces watch over the room, softening the sharp edges of accomplishment with something warmer and more intimate. The space feels lived-in, personal, heavy with memory, like a life paused mid-chapter.

ACTION:

Malcolm

Happy Halloween.

Donna

Ugh – don’t remind me.

(Malcolm slightly chuckles.)

Donna

What is it that you wanted to talk about?

Malcolm

I think it’s important that I apologize to you.

(He reaches for her hand, and Donna pulls away from him and stands on her feet. Malcolm follows.)

Donna

Malcol—

(Malcolm interrupts her.)

Malcolm

I made a mistake, and I’m sorry... Are you going to punish me forever? Please forgive me...

Donna

Not only did you lie to me, but you broke my heart... I can never trust you again. Look, Malcolm, coming up here with you was a mistake... I’d better go—

(Donna turns to leave.)

Malcolm

Donna, I love you. You’re the only girl for me.

(Donna freezes. Slowly, she turns to face Malcolm. He steps forward and pulls her into a kiss. 

––––––––
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She hesitates, then gives in and allows herself to enjoy it. She misses him too.)

CUT!

SCENE 9

INT. JAKE’S HOUSE. HALLOWEEN PARTY/BAR. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Shannon stands at the bar beside a handsome young man, Donald, in a shirtless cowboy costume, the two surrounded by a swirl of lively partygoers. She’s dressed in a sexy

cowgirl outfit that draws glances wherever she turns, her presence cutting through the noise of the room.

Shannon is a tall Southern belle with strong features and a polite smile. Her skin is a rich caramel complexion, expressive brown eyes, alive with confidence. She carries a graceful, athletic build, moving with an ease that feels both natural and assured. Her long dark hair fades into softer, lighter brown at the ends, worn sleek down her back. Shannon is elegant and poised. Her beauty is both unforced and captivating.

Shannon is the kind of country girl who turns heads without trying, sweet at first glance, with something untamed just beneath the surface. She’s a careful balance of charm and danger, feisty and fashion-forward, her allure impossible to miss and hard to forget.

––––––––
[image: ]


ACTION:

(The bartender slides two shots toward them. They grab their glasses and toss them back in sync.)

(Shannon grins, grabs Donald’s hand, and pulls him toward the dance floor. The music pulses as they move together, their dancing growing more intimate and dirtier, everyone is watching. Soon, they’re passionately making out in the middle of the crowd. Shannon catches sight of the eyes on them and smirks, a little unsteady on her feet.)

Shannon

Wanna get out of here?

Donald

Hell yeah!

(They kiss again. Shannon takes his hand and leads him through the crowd and out the door. They disappear from view.)

CUT! 

SCENE 10

EXT. JAKE’S HOUSE. HALLOWEEN PARTY/BACK YARD. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Out on the back lawn, Claire is cuddled beneath the night sky with Santiago, a hot, fit Latino guy. Both of his arms are heavily tattooed in near-full sleeves, with accent pieces stretching across his ribs, and lower torso, while the center of his abdomen is mostly left bare. On his right side is a heart pierced by an arrow, with Claire’s name written beneath it in cursive. He’s dressed in firefighter overalls, with no shirt underneath, jacket, and helmet. She wears a sexy, revealing Bumblebee costume. They sit close together, bodies relaxed and entwined, wrapped in the warmth of the moment as the night stretches quietly around them.

Claire is statuesque, her perfectly toned, shapely figure exuding pride, femininity, and undeniable appeal. Long, bleached-blonde hair falls in soft waves around her

shoulders, complementing fair, sun-kissed skin, greenish-blue eyes, and a flawless face marked by refined, breathtaking features. She’s impeccably stylish, polished, and compelling.

Claire is the quintessential hot, bleached-blonde, witty, flirty, and instantly likable, the kind of girl who lights

up any space she enters. She’s playful, funny, and bold, the ultimate baddie-bombshell.

ACTION:

(Claire takes a slow pull from the joint they’ve been sharing while stargazing and boo-loving, and then passes it to Santiago, exhaling a lazy ribbon of smoke. She settles her head against his chest as he takes a long drag, his free arm sliding around her waist. He exhales into the cool night air, holding her close beneath the open sky.)

CUT!

SCENE 11

INT./EXT. LIQUOR STORE. FRONT OF STORE. NIGHT.

CAMERA SEES:

Shelly is at the liquor store with Avery, Maggie’s younger brother, a junior at Beverly High, the fluorescent lights buzzing softly overhead as they linger near the aisles.

Shelly has a curvy, voluptuous build and honey-golden skin. Her eyes carry confidence and attitude. Her signature

reddish-black hair is short and straightened, with the ends flipped outward and a forehead swoop. A bold, classic ’90s look that makes her instantly recognizable, with full lips, defined cheekbones, and a mix of innocence and expressive charm. Her energy is vibrant, sweet, thoughtful, and self-assured.

Shelly is the intellectual, sexy good girl, the classic Goodie Two-Shoes with a quiet edge. When faced with a choice, she doesn’t hesitate. Shelly always does the right

thing, guided by principle as much as instinct.

Two people stand ahead of them in line, Avery gripping two bottles of vodka while they wait. Shelly is dressed as a naughty nurse. Avery is wearing a red fitted superhero bodysuit, with the mask pushed back on top of his head. He is charming and youthful. 

ACTION:

(The line moves quickly. Soon, it’s their turn at the counter.)

(Shelly opens her clutch and pulls out an identification card.)

(CUT TO: CLOSE UP:

Shelly’s ID belongs to her older sister. They look enough alike to pass, though her sister is a few shades darker.)

(BACK TO SCENE.)

(At the counter, Avery places the bottles down and steps aside. Shelly hands over the ID with a confident smile.)

Shelly

Hi, can I also get a pack of Spirits, please? The yellow ones...

(The cashier studies the ID, looks at Shelly, then back at the ID, twice.)

Luca (Cashier)

What happened? You were much darker here...

(He bursts into laughter. Shelly smiles sweetly. Luca hands the ID back, grabs the pack of Spirits, slides it across, and bags the alcohol, still chuckling. Once the

transaction is complete, he hands Shelly the receipt.)

(Shelly takes the cigarettes and the receipt, tucks them neatly into her clutch and closes it with a snap.)

Shelly

Thank you. Have a nice night mister sir...

(She said, grabbing the bag and heading for the exit. CAMERA follows as they step out of the door and into the night.)

CUT!

SCENE 12

INT. AVERY
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