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MONTAGE

-MARGOT (20), a mousy brunette, wakes up in her dorm room

-She pours and eats a bowl of cereal while her roommate gets 
out of the shower

-Margot takes notes in class

-She immerses herself in a book at the library before getting 
engrossed and disgusted by a couple engaging in PDA

INT. ART HOUSE MOVIE THEATRE -- CONCESSION STAND -- EVENING

Margot mechanically processes customers’ purchases.

ROBERT (34), a little scruffy and chubby, walks up to the 
counter. He’s a lumberjack type who would be attractive in 
the right atmosphere. Like closing time at the bar when 
you’re four beers deep and haven’t gotten laid in months. 

A devious grin from Margot. Someone she can play with.

Robert places a box of Red Vines on the counter. 

MARGOT
That’s an... unusual choice. I 
don’t think I’ve sold a box of Red 
Vines before.

ROBERT
Do you normally insult the 
customers?

MARGOT
No but I just got a promotion so I 
can do that now. 

ROBERT
You get a little bit of power at 
your minimum wage job and now you 
think you own the place, huh?

MARGOT
Basically. 

ROBERT
When do you get off Concession 
Stand Girl? 



EXT. ART HOUSE MOVIE THEATRE -- CITY STREETS -- NIGHT -- 
HOURS LATER

Margot and Robert walk down the metropolitan streets. Margot 
is shivering and rubbing her hands together--clearly 
underdressed for the winter evening. Robert is wearing two 
jackets, mittens, and a hat. He doesn’t notice.

MARGOT
So what did you even go see?

ROBERT
Kristallnacht.

MARGOT
That Holocaust movie?

She snorts. A sharp glance from Robert. 

MARGOT
Like obviously the Holocaust sucks 
but they did not need to make an 
experimental film about literal 
glass shattering. It’s so 
pretentious.

Margot laughs and makes eye contact with Robert, whose eyes 
carry a modicum of hurt. Margot removes her gaze, now 
fixating on the ground. 

SOMETHING TO PROVOKE THIS

ROBERT
So how old are you? Like 12?

He’s getting back at her. 

MARGOT
(Bitterly)

No. 

EXT. UPSCALE BAR -- CITY STREETS -- CONTINUOUS

ROBERT
Here we are.

Margot’s face is painted with concern. 

Robert quickly takes out his ID and hands it to the bouncer 
before proceeding in the entrance. 
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Margot fumbles with her ID before handing it over, already 
knowing what the outcome will be. The bouncer smirks then 
waves her away. 

Customers turn and stare at her, nudging their friends to 
warn them of the chaos that is unfolding. 

MARGOT
(Quietly)

Robert--

Margot watches the crowd watch her and chokes up. 

MARGOT
(Louder)

Robert--

Robert doesn’t hear. Margot’s eyes well with tears.

A BYSTANDER taps Robert on the shoulder. 

Margot rushes down the sidewalk with her head down. 

Finally, Robert turns around, puzzled that Margot hadn’t 
followed suit. He briskly chases after her.

ROBERT
What happen-

MARGOT
(Choking up)

I’m 20.

ROBERT
Oh.

Beat. 

Margot continues walking, tears now streaming down her face. 
Robert grabs her wrist, forcing her to stop.

ROBERT
There’s a bar down the street that 
doesn’t card.

INT. DIVE BAR -- LATER

Empty drinks sit on the table.

MARGOT
So your cat’s name is Yin?
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ROBERT
And the other one is named Yang. 
Yeah, I know.

The two laugh. Then a silence. 

MARGOT
I know you didn’t see Kristallnacht

ROBERT
What do you mean?

MARGOT
You went into Theater 13. That’s 
the new Adam Sandler movie.

Robert gets up to the bar, angrily and pays the tab. Margot 
is unsure if she should’ve just held back. He then returns to 
the table.

ROBERT
Was I supposed to admit to a fancy 
college girl who works at an 
elitist cinema that I was going to 
see a movie made by a guy known for 
fart jokes?

Beat.

ROBERT
I’m sorry. It’s just hard to 
impress you. 

MARGOT
No-no. I shouldn’t have said 
anything. Maybe I’m a little too 
highbrow. I actually did kind of 
like the cinematography in 
Kristallnacht. 

Beat. 

MARGOT
Should we get out of here?

Robert looks hurt until Margot stands up and extends out her 
hand. He takes it and she leads him out of the bar. He’s 
getting laid. 
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EXT. DIVE BAR -- ROBERT’S CAR -- CONTINUOUS 

ROBERT
(Coyly)

So. 

MARGOT
(Flirtatiously)

So.

Robert kisses Margot hard. She swings her legs over the seat 
to sit on his lap. This impresses him. He reclines his seat. 

Robert extends his tongue down her throat. She pulls back, 
clearly uncomfortable with the force. Margot places her hands 
on his chest to pull him away. He doesn’t pick up the hint. 

Margot escapes, gasping for air.

MARGOT
I don’t really like tongue that 
much.

The two continue making out. It’s better now. But only by a 
little. 

ROBERT
Should we go back to yours?

MARGOT
Um, I have a roommate.

ROBERT
(Condescendingly)

Oh, right. You live in the dorms.

Beat. 

Margot, ashamed, climbs off of Robert and back into her own 
seat. 

ROBERT
We can go to mine.

He starts the engine.

INT. ROBERT’S HOUSE -- LIVING ROOM -- LATER

Margot inspects the space with wonder. It’s decorated the way 
an adult would decorate a space. Bookshelves, a flat screen 
TV, a sectional, framed posters. 
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MARGOT
It’s nice. 

Robert pours two drinks from his home bar. 

ROBERT
Vodka soda.

With both wearing knowing smiles, they clink, and then sip. 

INT. ROBERT’S HOUSE -- BEDROOM -- LATER

The two lay on the sparsely decorated room. There is just a 
mattress and a box spring on the floor. 

He kisses her, fumbling with the hooks on her bra. He can’t 
unhook them. Great. It’s high school all over again. 

ROBERT
Take that thing off. 

She takes that thing off. 

He looks intoxicated by her. As if he’s never seen anyone so 
beautiful in his life. Soaking up his expression, she gleams 
with pride. 

Robert takes off his shirt. His chest is pudgy and hairy. She 
looks at it with morbid fascination as he flops around. 

He enters her, letting out a high-pitched feminine whine. She 
furrows her brows. It’s a turn off. 

Boredom consumes Margot. Except for when she voyeuristically 
watches the looks of pure pleasure on Robert’s face as he 
jackhammers. She likes that.

ROBERT
Yeah, yeah, you like that?

MARGOT
(Lying)

Um, yeah

Well, not that.

His thrusting slows down to a halt. Robert pauses to take a 
swig from a bottle of whiskey and hands it to Margot. Margot 
is hesitant but takes a small sip. Bitter.

MARGOT
Did you want me to--
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ROBERT
No I should be fine. 

He fumbles with himself below the covers while she sits 
there. An eternity passes.

MARGOT
It’s okay, I don’t think it’s going 
to--

ROBERT
I got it.

Beat. 

Success.

Robert continues hammering for seconds before letting out 
another high-pitched whine. He then collapses onto Margot 
before re-adjusting in order to drape his arm over her. Still 
panting, he plants a kiss on her forehead. 

Margot is enveloped in his flesh uncomfortably.

ROBERT
You know what, you’re pretty cool. 
I didn’t think you would be at 
first but you are.

Beat.

Robert closes his eyes. Margot’s remain open. 

MARGOT
How old are you, exactly?

ROBERT
Thirty-four. Is that a problem? 

MARGOT
(Lying)

No, it’s fine. 

ROBERT
It doesn’t sound like you think 
it’s fine.

Beat. Robert closes his eyes again. Margot re-dresses. 

MARGOT
I should probably go. My roommate 
is going to be wondering where I 
am.
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ROBERT
(Sarcastic)

Gotta get back to the dorm room. 

INT. ROBERT'S CAR -- LATER

A thick silence. Robert’s eyes are on the road. Margot’s are 
fixed outside of her window. Although they are in a confined 
space, they couldn’t be further apart. They pull up outside 
her dorm.

ROBERT
You’re never going to talk to me 
again are you?

MARGOT
Why do you say that?

ROBERT
You didn’t seem to enjoy yourself.

Margot fumbles with her phone. 

MARGOT
No, it was fine-

ROBERT
Don’t lie to me. I hate when women 
lie.

MARGOT
But I’m not lying

ROBERT
Who are you texting? A guy? You’re 
probably going to go fuck someone 
else tonight aren’t you?

MARGOT
What? 

Beat. 

MARGOT
I’m gonna go. 

Robert’s eyes look pathologically empty. 

Margot reaches for the door handle. It doesn’t unlock on the 
first try. She pumps it twice and manages to swing it open. 
She closes it behind her. 
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Robert rolls down the window. 

ROBERT
Whore.

BLACKOUT
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