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EXT. EARLY 2000S SEATTLE - GREENBELT - LATE SUMMER - DAY 

A flier for a gentleman's club displays a completely naked 
woman with all the important bits barely covered by Clip-Art 
stars. It lies wrinkled and smudged on a beaten footpath. 

A flip flop runs over it, obscuring the picture in mud. Two 
more pairs of shoes run over the picture. 

The last pair of feet stops, backtracks. A girl's hand 
reaches down and picks up the flier. The feet continue to run 
on. 

Hot-gold sunlight pours through a canopy of evergreens and 
towering maples. Three shadows flit across the leaves of 
plush sword-ferns, swollen salmonberry bushes, and saplings. 

A lone strawberry hangs delicately from its stem as sneakers 
and flip-flops race by on a meandering path through the trees 
and steaming summer foliage. 

Through the trunks of trees, the outlines of suburban, lower-middle-
class houses can be seen. The tops of three heads race across 
the bottom of the screen. 

EXT. STREETS - THAT DAY 

Three young girls -- Lola, Corrie, and Sam (13) -- careen 
down a hill, standing on their pedals as the wind whips their 
hair back over their shoulders. 

Cars honk as they cut across traffic to glide into a strip 
mall parking lot. They park their bikes in front of the 
Dollar Store. 

INT. DOLLAR STORE - THAT DAY 

Corrie, Lola, and Sam sip slurpees as they peruse cheap 
blushes, mascaras, and eye-shadows in the make-up aisle, 
inspecting the labels on the bottom. 

LOLA 
It's not like they're gonna teach us 
anything we don't already know. We did 
this last year, and the year before. 
"A man puts his penis in a woman's 
vagina and--" 

Corrie shushes Lola and looks around to see if anyone heard 
her. 
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CORRIE 
Don't say penis! Say...snickerdoodle. 

LOLA 
I'm not saying snickerdoodle. 

CORRIE 
Fine! Just don't say... 

SAM 
Penis? 

CORRIE 
Stop it! 

Lola wiggles a tube of mascara at Corrie. 

LOLA 
Oh Corrie, I want you to touch my 
snickerdoodle! 

Corrie glares at her. 

CORRIE 
Look, they didn't have sex-ed for my 
school last year. It starts in eighth 
grade, not seventh. 

SAM 
Well, you'll get to learn more than 
you ever wanted to know about the 
Wiggly Swimmers. 

CORRIE 
Huh? 

LOLA 
Sperm, Cor. 

They wander around the end of the aisle and into the magazine 
section. The girls rifle through the magazines, looking at 
ads and articles as they talk. 

CORRIE 
I don't know... from what I heard, 
they don't really get much past the 
basics. And then they tell us not to 
do it. 

LOLA 
That's 'cuz Christians don't have sex. 
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You all just pop out of nowhere, like 
Jesus. 

Vanity Fairs and Cosmos boast scantily clad women that entice 
with the "Top Ten Sex Secrets to Make Your Man Meow." Lola 
picks up this magazine and points to the subtitle. 

LOLA 
See? Christian dudes aren't allowed to 
meow. 

SAM 
I'm not sure I want my man meowing 
while we're having sex. I think I want 
him to be quiet. 

CORRIE 
Jesus was still born.                 ____  

LOLA 
Yeah, but his mom didn't have sex, 
right? 

CORRIE 
Right. 

LOLA 
Therefore Christians don't have sex. 
That whole, "What would Jesus do?" 
thing. 

SAM 
At least they don't have any fun while 
they're doing it. 

Sam plants her legs in a V and throws an arm over her eyes. 

SAM (CONT'D) 
Impregnate me quickly, o husband, so 
we may be fruitful! 

Lola laughs and Corrie glares. 

CORRIE 
It's not like I'm going to be having 
sex any time soon. Why do I need to 
know about it now? 

LOLA 
Because once the puberty voodoo kicks 
in you're gonna wanna jump the first  
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boy who sings bass. 

SAM 
It's gonna happen. Even to you, Cor. 
Jesus doesn't stop the train, he just 
smothers all the fun. 

LOLA 
And now that we're almost in high 
school we gotta be mature about this. 
Tackle it head on. 

Sam and Corrie look at her like she's insane. Lola shrugs. 

LOLA (CONT'D) 
What? 

EXT. GREENBELT - DAY 

The girls' faces flash by under waves of hot, speckled 
sunlight. They sprint as if their lives depend on it. 

EXT. TREEHOUSE - IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWING 

They sprint to the base of an enormous tree. Half-rotted 
planks dot the trunk like Cheshire Cat teeth as the girls 
race up the makeshift ladder one-handed, each clutching a 
raggedy bouquet of flowers. 

INT. TREEHOUSE - IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWING 

Out of breath and exhilarated, the girls collapse on three 
beanbags. Sam crawls to the glass-less window and scans the 
woods. 

CORRIE 
She's gonna kill us. 

SAM 
We got away. 

LOLA 
We could get more from Krazinski's 
yard. 

CORRIE 
No! He goes to church with us. 

LOLA 
So? 
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CORRIE 
So no! 

SAM 
I don't think she followed us. 

CORRIE 
She's gonna call my mom. 

SAM 
You are such a wuss. 

CORRIE 
We're thieves. We just stole private 
property. What if the cops come? 

LOLA 
The cops are not going to come. 

CORRIE 
The cops come to your place all time. 

LOLA 
Shut up! 

SAM 
Guys, no one followed us. We're good. 

Sam reaches over and rummages through an empty, rusted paint 
can lying on its side. 

LOLA 
We know you're religious and all, but 
I promise God doesn't care about a 
bunch of stupid flowers. 

Corrie rubs her eye with the back of her hand, grimacing. Sam 
pulls back, holding a dented, wood-handled knife. 

SAM 
Lay 'em out. 

They push their bean bags back as Lola places a dented metal 
milk crate on the closed trap door. Sam and Lola lay out 
their flowers: roses, hacked from their stems; bruised 
daisies; lavender, hydrangea, even dandelions. 

After a moment, Corrie lays hers out as well. 

CORRIE 
(muttering to herself) 
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I'm not really sacrificing, this is 
just pretend, I don't believe in 
flower gods, I'm sorry, please don't 
kill me with lightning. 

Lastly, Lola places the muddy gentleman's-club flier on the 
milk carton, propping it up against an old metal baking bowl 
full of water. While the woman's face is obscured beneath the 
grime, the rest of her body has been cleared of mud. 

Sam takes the dented knife and examines it. She holds it in 
both hands in front of her face, then tilts her head back and 
closes her eyes, breathing in deeply. 

SAM 
We gather here today to pay homage to 
the Flower Gods. We hope to appease 
their anger with this sacrifice. 
Please accept our gift. 

She opens her eyes and looks once again at the knife, 
completely engrossed in the game. Lola takes a rose from the 
pile of flowers and places it before Sam on the carton while 
Corrie looks on, fidgeting. 

SAM 
Oloo mimosa capitan shallow. Pardon 
neeno saka doh. 

With these mystical words uttered, Sam slices down with the 
knife, severing the head from the stem. Corrie winces at the 
sound of the knife hitting the metal. Lola takes the rose and 
places it carefully in an old metal bowl full of water. 

Sam closes her eyes again, and stretches out her arms, 
throwing her head back in holy ecstasy. Lola ducks to avoid 
getting hit in the face with the knife. 

SAM 
And now, great gods, accept this 
sacrifice from the Chosen Virgin. 

There is a moment of silence. Then Sam cracks open one eye 
and taps Corrie on the shoulder with the knife. Corrie keeps 
her eyes squeezed shut. 

CORRIE 
What? 

Sam taps her again with the knife. Corrie cracks open an eye 
and looks sideways at Sam. 
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CORRIE (CONT'D) 
Seriously? 

Lola hip-bumps her. 

LOLA 
Virgin, virgin, virgin! 

CORRIE 
I don't want to be the Chosen Virgin! 
Why can't you be the Chosen Virgin? 

LOLA 
Cuz you're the most virgin-y virgin 
here. The most pure. You need a 
totally pure virgin to make a real 
sacrifice. Right? 

SAM 
Right. 

CORRIE 
I'm going to hell. 

SAM 
Shut up and chop the stupid flower. 

With a disgusted sigh, Corrie grabs the knife and scoots on 
her knees to take Sam's place at the carton. 

CORRIE 
(unenthusiastic) 

Ooly-looly, mamba-samba. 

She tries to whack the stem off a daisy, but doesn't cut all 
the way through. She ends up sawing at the flower for a good 
couple of seconds, mutilating the poor thing in the process. 
Once the head is free, she unceremoniously dumps it into the 
bowl of water. 

CORRIE 
(deadpan) 

Please accept this sacrifice, o great 
Flower Gods. 

Sam cocks her head to the side as if listening. 

SAM 
The gods are pleased. 

CORRIE 
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You guys suck. 

Lola takes a rose and flicks it into the bowl. 

LOLA 
So I accidentally saw my sister doing 
it with Tim. 

CORRIE 
Wait, really? 

LOLA 
Yeah. 

There is a long moment of silence. 

CORRIE 
Well...what...did they do? 

SAM 
They had sex, you idiot. 

CORRIE 
I KNOW that. I mean...I didn't think 
she even really liked Tim. 

LOLA 
I didn't, either. They just started 
dating. 

SAM 
Well, it's not like she's never had 
sex before. 

LOLA 
Yeah, but I've never SEEN her have sex 
before. 

CORRIE 
You stayed to watch them? 

LOLA 
(ignoring her) 

I've been thinking. We're in eighth 
grade. Next year, we'll be in high 
school. 

SAM 
Your math has been improving so much 
lately, we're all very proud. 



                                                          9. 

                                                             

LOLA 
We don't want to be the only ones who 
haven't kissed someone. 

CORRIE 
We don't? 

LOLA 
Think about it -- Jessica Prier, 
Shelby Ronkowski, Sarah Baker, 
Brittany Michaels, Holly Smith, Eva 
Rodriguez, Audrey Mason-- 

SAM 
We get it. 

LOLA 
--all kissed a guy like, two years                          ___       
ago. And everyone knows it. 

CORRIE 
I didn't know it. 

LOLA 
That's cuz you don't go to our school, 
you Jesus freak. I'm sure it's the 
same thing at your school, too. Point 
is, we need to have a full-on make-out 
sesh. 

SAM 
It's pathetic that we're trying to 
plan this. 

LOLA 
If we don't, we're gonna look like 
prudes. Like un-horny, un-attractive 
prudes. Like wrinkly nuns. Like 
hermaphrawhatevers. 

SAM 
You need to sit down one day and just 
read the dictionary. 

LOLA 
I say we make a pact. We have to make 
out with someone before the end of the 
year. 

SAM 
Or what? 
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LOLA 
Or I punch you in the boob. 

CORRIE 
Yeah, well Sam's the only one who's 
got boobs, so I'm safe. 

LOLA 
Whoever doesn't do it has to post a 
video on YouTube of them dancing to 
"Like a Virgin." And for even MORE 
incentive -- if you DON'T do it, I'll 
post that picture from our camping 
trip last year where you guys were 
were rubbing lotion all over each 
other. 

CORRIE 
We got stung by a swarm of BEES. We 
needed aloe! 

LOLA 
You got stung by the love bug. The 
lesbian love bug. 

CORRIE 
Quarter. 

She points at a large pickle jar in the corner labeled "swear 
jar." It is about half full. 

SAM 
'Lesbian' is not a swear word. 

CORRIE 
Are you sure? 

SAM 
Yes. 

LOLA 
Corrie. 

CORRIE 
What? 

LOLA 
You in? 

CORRIE 
Nuh-uh. 
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LOLA 
Corrie! 

CORRIE 
Nope. 

LOLA 
Why not? 

CORRIE 
Just because your parents don't care 
what you do doesn't mean my parents 
are the same way. Totally not worth 
the risk. Besides, kids at my school 
don't make out. I'll fit in with the 
high schoolers just fine. 

LOLA 
You honestly think there's not a 
single high schooler at your school 
that hasn't had sex? 

CORRIE 
Yep. 

LOLA 
You're so brainwashed. 

SAM 
Well we can't have a pact if there's 
only two out of three pact-ing. 

LOLA 
Fine! Why don't you just go home 
and...knit! Or whatever you Christians 
do when you're not having sex. 

Lola storms down the ladder out of the tree house. Corrie 
looks at Sam. 

CORRIE 
Knit? 

INT. LOLA'S HOUSE - THAT DAY 

An ancient brown ceiling fan churns the muggy air. In an 
oversized t-shirt, Lola's mom sits on a ratty, broken couch 
watching Mauri. Lola, laying on her back and listening to a 
first-gneration iPod, picks a penny off the floor and throws 
it at her mom. 
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LOLA 
Ma. Can I have a cigarette? 

LOLA'S MOTHER 
No. 

LOLA 
Please? 

LOLA'S MOTHER 
Go buy your own. 

LOLA 
I'm thirteen. 

LOLA'S MOTHER 
Go steal some of your sister's. 

Lola sighs and drags herself off the floor. She trudges down 
the stairs to the bottom level of the split-story house. 

It's dark in the downstairs hall, and music blasts from 
behind a closed door. Without bothering to knock, Lola tries 
to open the door, but a mountain of dirty laundry prevents 
her from opening it more than about six inches. 

In that six-inch view, something makes Lola freeze. 

In the far corner on a plain bed without a headboard, Lola's 
mostly-naked older sister Elyse (16) clutches at her bare-
assed boyfriend Tim (17) as he thrusts against her 
rhythmically with his pants down around his ankles. 

Lola sits, pulls a candybar from back pocket, and settles in 
to watch. 

INT. SAM'S HOUSE - THAT DAY 

Sam sits at a nice, formal dinner table with her nice, formal 
parents. They eat silently and efficiently. 

SAM 
Mom? 

SAM'S MOM 
Yes, dear? 

Sam struggles for words. 

SAM 
How was work today? 
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SAM'S MOM 
It was fine. 

SAM 
And you, Dad? 

SAM'S DAD 
What? 

SAM 
How was work? 

SAM'S DAD 
Oh. It was fine. 

They continue to eat in silence. 

SAM 
Mom? 

SAM'S MOM 
Yes, Sam? 

SAM 
Do you ever... 

Sam's dad stops chewing and looks at Sam. Sam's mom stops 
chewing and looks at Sam. 

SAM (CONT'D) 
Do you ever think of using paprika? 

SAM'S MOM 
Paprika? 

SAM 
Yeah. Corrie's mom uses it. 

Sam's parents look at each other. 

SAM'S MOM 
Well, no, I hadn't thought of it. 
Would you like me to? 

SAM 
Oh, well, y'know, you don't have to. 
Just an idea. 

Sam's parents look at her. There is an awkward silence. 

Sound Cue: a school bell rings. 
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INT. PRIVATE SCHOOLROOM - DAY 

Corrie sits in a class of about twenty students. 

TEACHER 
When a man loves a woman very much, 
they get married. When they get 
married and it's the right time to 
have children, they engage in 
copulation. You should not engage in 
copulation until you are married and 
ready to have children. 

Corrie secretly videotapes her teacher on her flip phone. 

INT. PUBLIC SCHOOLROOM - DAY 

Lola and Sam sit in a class of about eighty students. 

TEACHER 
Does anyone want to come up and put a 
condom on this banana? Anyone? All 
right, Jimmy. Be careful not to break 
it. If you break it, you might as well 
not wear it. 

Lola and Sam cock their heads to the side as they watch. 

INT. PRIVATE SCHOOL - 5 MINUTES LATER 

The teacher points to a diagram of a uterus. 

TEACHER 
There the baby will gestate for nine 
months. But you don't need to worry 
about this until you're married. 

INT. PUBLIC SCHOOL - 5 MINUTES LATER 

The teacher points to a picture of a girl in labor. 

TEACHER 
Your kid will come out covered in 
blood and slime, so girls, if you 
think you're going to get all sorts of 
love and affection by having a kid, 
you're WRONG. It will scream. It will 
poop. It will smell. And you will 
scream and you will poop and you will 
smell while you're giving birth. If 
you think your boyfriend's gonna stick 
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around after that, guess again. 

INT. PRIVATE SCHOOL - 5 MINUTES LATER 

The Teacher turns off the overhead projector. 

TEACHER 
Are there any questions? 

Corrie raises her hand. 

CORRIE 
So what happens if you want to have 
sex without making babies? Like, 
y'know, like, just for fun? 

The Teacher doesn't seem to comprehend the question. 

INT. PUBLIC SCHOOL - 5 MINUTES LATER 

The Teacher starts throwing condoms at random kids. 

TEACHER 
Any questions? 

The entire room erupts with questions. 

TEACHER (CONT'D) 
All right, good talk! Look at your 
abstinence pamphlet! Good stuff in 
there! Hey! Don't laugh, it's serious. 

INT. PRIVATE SCHOOL - 5 MINUTES LATER 

The Teacher is stuck with Corrie -- and the rest of the class --
 waiting for a reply. 

The bell rings. 

TEACHER 
Oh dear, looks like our time is up. 
See you tomorrow! 

INT. PRIVATE SCHOOL - HALL - DAY 

Students leave their classrooms for the hall. Corrie sends 
the video of her teacher talking about sex in a video-message 
to Lola. The message reads "Told ya." 

As Corrie puts away her phone, she passes by a bulletin board 
of announcements. The bright paper catches the corner of her  
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eye and she pauses to read it. 

Flier: Come audition for the school play! This semester: The 
Nativity. Spring Semester: Sleeping Beauty. Directed by the 
new high school drama teacher, Mr. Harrison. 

INT. PUBLIC SCHOOLROOM - DAY 

Sam sits in a computer lab with a pair of headphones plugged 
into her cell phone. The last bit of Corrie's teacher talking 
about sex shows on her tiny screen, and she chuckles. 

When the video ends, she shoves the phone in her pocket and 
picks up a sheet of paper. It reads: turn in a three-page 
paper about the recurring themes in Moby Dick. 

Sam opens up an internet browser and types in "Moby Dick". On 
a Google search of images, she sees one of a whale with a 
massive cartoon penis. 

Curious, she types in "penis" to the search engine. All the 
entries come up as "blocked." 

She types in "sex" and the same error message pops up. 

She frowns at the screen. Then, she gets an idea. She types 
in "secks" and a whole slew of sex-themed pictures pop up. 

SAM 
Huh. 

EXT. CORRIE'S HOME - LATER THAT DAY 

Corrie parks her bike on the side of the house. She reaches 
behind a bush and pulls a bike helmet out, strapping it on as 
she heads for the front door. 

INT. CORRIE'S HOME - IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWING 

Corrie shuts the door behind her. 

CORRIE 
I'm home! 

Corrie's mom comes out of the kitchen holding a casserole. 
Corrie un-straps the bike helmet and pops it off. 

CORRIE'S MOM 
Were you safe? 

CORRIE 
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Yes, Mom. 

CORRIE'S MOM 
And you rode with the flow of traffic? 

CORRIE 
Yes, Mom. 

CORRIE'S MOM 
Dinner'll be ready in a few minutes, 
go wash up. 

CORRIE 
Is Dad home? 

CORRIE'S MOM 
No, he's still dropping off groceries 
at Grandma's. 

CORRIE 
Okay. 

Her mom goes back into the kitchen. Corrie walks down the 
hall as if to go to her bedroom. She glances back and sees 
that her mom is busy in the kitchen. Corrie throws her helmet 
in her own bedroom, then slips through the door into her 
parent's room. 

INT. CORRIE'S PARENT'S BEDROOM - IMMEDIATELY FOLLOWING 

A large king bed dominates the room. A prim vanity sits to 
the side, next to a dresser and a bookshelf. Corrie makes a 
bee-line for the bookshelf. 

INT. LOLA'S HOUSE - DAY 

Lola slurps a bowl of Top Ramen and watches Mauri on the 
ancient television. It goes to a commercial break and she 
mutes the TV. In the silence, she can hear something from 
downstairs. 

Lola sneaks down the stairs and crawls to the crack in the 
door of her sister's room. Elyse, wearing a slinky halter top 
and a mini skirt, and Tim, buck naked, are going at it again, 
and they're not trying to be quiet about it. 

Noticing the pile of laundry stacked against the door, Lola 
crouches down and reaches around the door, grabbing a random 
fist-ful of clothing. But she stays to watch. 

INT. SAM'S HOUSE - THAT DAY 
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Sam sits alone in her room on her computer. She's googling 
again, but this time her search has come up with videos. She 
finds one that seems promising, turns the volume on her 
laptop all the way down, and clicks on it. 

A girl with ginormous boobs giggles and bends over, posing. 
This is not what Sam is looking for. 

She goes back to her Google search and clicks another video. 
This one shows a teenage girl lying on her bed in her 
underwear. Her hand slowly travels down her stomach. 

Sam's eyes widen once again. 

A knock sounds at her door and in her panic, Sam slams the 
screen down on her laptop. 

SAM'S MOM 
(through the door) 

Dinner's ready. 

The door remains shut and Sam leans back, heart racing. 

INT. CORRIE'S PARENT'S BEDROOM - THAT DAY 

Corrie feverishly looks at the spines of the hundreds of 
books on the shelf, obviously looking for something in 
particular. 

CORRIE 
Come on, come on, I know you're here. 

Finally, her eyes alight on one book in particular. She grabs 
it, then freezes, straining to listen. 

Heavy footsteps come down the hallway towards the room. The 
door to the bedroom opens, and Corrie's dad walks in. He 
takes his keys, wallet, and phone out of his pockets and sets 
them on the dresser. 

He walks to the door of the master bathroom and opens it, 
startled to find Corrie crouched down next to the sink, 
rummaging through the cabinet. 

CORRIE 
Oh! Hey, Dad. I was just looking for 
some soap, my bathroom's out. 

Corrie's dad opens the cabinet above the toilet and pulls out 
a new dispenser. Corrie grabs it and runs out of the room, 
careful to hunch a bit, so he doesn't notice the book-shaped  
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crease in her shirt. 

CORRIE 
Thanks Dad! 

INT. PUBLIC SCHOOL - DAY 

Lola shows up to school wearing tight jeans and her sister's 
halter top. It's too big, but it has ties, so she's wrapped 
it around her waist several times to keep it on. 

Every boy looks at her, and she smiles as she walks. 

INT. SAM'S HOME - NIGHT 

Sam sits upright in bed, looking very serious. She turns her 
bedside lamp off and pulls the cover over her torso. After a 
long moment, she slides one hand under the covers. 

A long moment passes. Sam frowns, disappointed. She crawls 
out of bed, shuffles to her desk, and opens her laptop. She 
Googles "masturbation" and clicks on the first link. 

On the site is a check-list of things to do: 

1. Make sure the room is warm and you are wearing something 
comfortable. 

2. Relax, and delve into a sexual fantasy of your choosing. 

Sam frowns. This is not helpful. 

A pop-up message flashes at her, screaming: "Online Chat! 
Talk dirty to local strangers in the privacy of your own 
home!" 

Sam considers this for a moment, and clicks on it. It opens 
up a new site with pictures of scantily clad men and women. 
It asks her to verify that she's 18. 

She looks at her door for a moment, then clicks "Yes." 

Seconds later, a chat window opens up. The user XRandySinnerX 
talks to her over chat: 

XRANDYSINNERX 
(over chat) 

Hey. 

Sam stares at the screen. She looks at the crack under her 
door: it's dark, no light from the hall. 
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She gets up, stuffs a towel at the base of her door and sits 
back down, her face eerily lit by the blue wash of her laptop 
screen. Her hands hover over the keyboard, but finally she 
types: 

SAM 
Hi. 

(beat) 
Do you know anything about 
masturbating? 

INT. CORRIE'S HOME - CORRIE'S ROOM - THAT NIGHT 

Corrie lies in bed yet again, on the last page of a paperback 
novel. The cover features a prairie woman with a high-necked 
dress looking over the fields of grass with a look of 
longing. The title of the book reads: A Wife's Kiss by 
Francine Rivers. 

Corrie turns the page and realizes it's the end of the book. 
She flips the page back and forth, looking for more pages. 
Finally realizing that there's no juicy ending, she throws 
the covers off and tosses the book to the floor. 

CORRIE 
That was no help at all! 

INT. PRIVATE SCHOOL - GIRL'S BATHROOM - NEXT DAY 

Corrie sits on one of the toilets as she holds her cell phone 
to her ears, waiting as it rings. Finally, Lola picks up. 

LOLA (OVER PHONE) 
S'up? 

CORRIE 
We need to talk about the pact. 

LOLA 
We do? 

CORRIE 
Yeah. Tell Sam my place after school. 

LOLA 
I knew you were as horny as the rest 
of us! 

Corrie rolls her eyes. 

CORRIE 
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Just tell her okay? 

LOLA 
Aye-aye. 

Corrie hangs up, takes a deep breath, and flushes the toilet. 

INT. THE FORT - NIGHT 

Sam and Lola lounge in the fort, munching on potato chips and 
listening to the radio. A string of Christmas lights reflects 
off a chipped disco-ball duct-taped to the ceiling. 

Lola has a curling iron plugged into the outlet-strip, trying 
to balance a cracked, teal compact on one knee and look into 
its tiny mirror as she curls her hair. 

LOLA 
If you don't quit stalling I'm going 
to end up looking like Shirley Temple. 
Why did you let me curl my hair again? 

SAM 
Because it's hilarious? 

Corrie bursts through the trap door, out of breath, and slams 
the door down, plopping onto a beanbag. 

CORRIE 
I think we should do the pact. 

SAM 
Really? 

She stares, troubled, at the bowl of flowers that they 
sacrificed a few days before. 

CORRIE 
You guys are right. People have sex. 
I'll probably one day have sex. It's 
most likely going to happen. And I 
can't talk to my parents about it, and 
sex ed at school is just...it's 
stupid. And Francine Rivers makes you 
think she's going to explain things 
and then it's all vague and nothing 
happens and it's dumb. So...so I have 
to know. 

LOLA 
Very noble. KNOWble. Get it? With a K? 
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SAM 
Wow, Lo. 

CORRIE 
So I thought I might try out for the 
school play, to start looking for kiss 
options. Lots of under-lit backstage 
areas, lots of rehearsal time 
to...flirt? 

SAM 
Heh. 

CORRIE 
What? What was that for? 

SAM 
Corrie, if there are any guys in the 
play, they're probably gay. You wanna 
spend your time in a play with gay 
guys? That's like backtracking. 

CORRIE 
Not all guys who want to act are gay! 

LOLA 
Screw the gay guys--y'know, 
figuratively speaking. I'm so happy 
you've come to your senses, Cor! But I 
realized something. 

SAM 
You are just full of revelations 
lately. 

LOLA 
We can't kiss eighth-graders. They 
probably have no idea what they're 
doing. If we really want to get a good 
reputation, we need to make out with 
older guys. 

CORRIE 
Oh come on! As if this isn't hard 
enough already! How am I supposed to 
get a high school boy to kiss me? 

SAM 
You share campuses. You're around them 
more often than we are. 
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CORRIE 
What am I supposed to do, lean over 
during chapel and ask for a smooch? 

LOLA 
That's one approach. Prolly want to 
play harder-to-get, though. Hey, you 
don't have uniforms do you? I heard 
the Catholic-school-girl thing is hot. 

CORRIE 
I'm not Catholic. 

SAM 
Deep down you want to kiss someone as 
much as us atheists. I bet even Jesus 
had sex. 

CORRIE 
Jesus did NOT have sex. 

LOLA 
How do you know? 

CORRIE 
'Cuz he never got married. 

SAM 
So? 

LOLA 
Yeah. What if he had little baby 
Jesuses running all over the place? 

SAM 
Wasn't that what the Da Vinci code was 
about? 

CORRIE 
(lost in thought) 

I'm gonna do it. 

LOLA 
What? 

CORRIE 
I'm gonna try out for the play. My mom 
wants me to be more "involved" anyway. 
Maybe I can kiss a boy backstage or 
something. 
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LOLA 
Make out. Make out with a boy. For at 
least thirty minutes. 

Corrie chokes. 

CORRIE 
Thirty...thirty minutes? How about                 _______            
like...two? Seconds? 

LOLA 
All right, all right, we obviously 
need some ground rules here. Sam -- 
officiate. 

Sam rolls her eyes and pulls out a sheet of paper and a 
marker. 

LOLA (CONT'D) 
Rule One! The making out must occur by 
the last day of this school year. 

Sam scribbles this on the paper. 

LOLA (CONT'D) 
Rule Two! The making out must last as 
long as we are old at the time of 
making out! Sam, you turn fourteen in 
three weeks, so you get the short end 
of that stick. 

Sam again rolls her eyes, but writes it down. 

LOLA (CONT'D) 
Rule Number the Third! Uh...right! It 
must be with a high school boy! Not a 
girl. I know you want to, Cor, but we 
gotta stick with the men. 

CORRIE 
Hey, I am not-- 

LOLA 
Rule One Less Than Five! The making 
out must be reported to the rest of 
the pact-ees within twenty-four hours 
of the making out. 

CORRIE 
This is ridiculous. 


