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                                                      FADE IN 

1 EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - DAY 

A desolate motel parking lot. One or two cars occupy spaces 
in front of the doors. 

ZOE SPICER (late 20s) watches through the drivers window of a 
truck as SAM LOWE (late 20s) exits Room Number Seven wearing 
an apron. She gets into an old beat-up car, pulls out of the 
spot, and drives. 

2 EXT. DINER PARKING LOT - DAY 

Zoe tails Sam in her truck, careful to keep distance between 
them. She pulls into a DINER parking lot just in time to see 
Sam walk into the diner. 

3 EXT. DINER PARKING LOT - EVENING 

Zoe spots Sam coming out of the diner and get into her car. 
Sam pulls out and Zoe follows her once again. 

4 INT. GAS STATION - EVENING 

Sam stands at the counter, arms full of snacks and a couple 
soda bottles and tries not to make eye contact with the 
cashier. She places the items on the counter and pays. 

The cashier hands the items back in a bag. As she turns to 
go, he calls out to her to "have a good night." 

5 EXT. GAS STATION - EVENING 

Zoe watches from across the street as Sam exits the gas 
station with a bag of food. She looks at a mugshot of Sam and 
back up as Sam gets into her car. 

6 EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - EVENING 

Sam parks in front of her room. She goes to Room Number Seven 
and glances around as she unlocks the door and goes in. 

7 INT. MOTEL ROOM SEVEN - EVENING 

Sam looks down at the running faucet and up to the mirror to 
look at herself for a moment. She is now wearing casual wear. 
There is a half-healed cut above her eye and a few fading 
bruises. She picks up her hairbrush and runs it through her 
hair. 
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A knock comes from the door and she turns towards it. 

                                                      CUT TO: 

Sam opens the door cautiously. Zoe notices the healing cut 
above Sam's eye. 

SAM 
Can I help you? 

ZOE 
Zoe Spicer, bounty hunter. 

Zoe flashes her ID and hands Sam the bail piece. 

ZOE 
(Continued) 

Samantha Lowe, I'm here to bring you 
in for skipping bail. 

Sam takes a look at the bail piece. Beat. Quickly, she shuts 
the door in Zoe's face. Zoe gets her foot in the crack in 
time to block the effort. She kicks the door open to see Sam 
running towards the bathroom. 

Zoe races after her and shoulders the bathroom door open just 
as Sam is closing it. 

Sam slides down to the ground, holding back Zoe with her 
whole body. The hairbrush sits just out of reach. She reaches 
with her foot, causing her to lose some ground and allowing 
Zoe to get the door open a crack. 

Sam manages to pull the brush back with her foot and grabs 
it. She shoves it under the door to stop it from opening all 
the way. Zoe gives one last shove. 

ZOE 
Dammit. 

Zoe glances around the room for any other occupants, her hand 
on her holster. Satisfied they are alone, she shuts the motel 
room door. She makes her way through the room, looking in 
drawers and shaking out an empty duffle bag in search of 
weapons. 

ZOE 
Samantha, please come out. Don't make 
this harder than it needs to be. 
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SAM 
You called the police? 

ZOE 
I get paid when I bring you in. I'm 
the one who did the hard work of 
finding you, not them. 

Beat. Sam listens at the door waiting for Zoe to continue. 
Zoe observes the contents of the room, from the neatly made 
bed to the snack food sitting by an old TV. 

ZOE 
(Continued) 

Look, I'm willing to wait as long as 
it takes. 

SAM 
I guess that makes two of us. 

8 INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 

Time has passed. Zoe sits on the edge of the bed eating some 
of the snack food Sam bought earlier. Wrappers are scattered 
on the floor in front of her. Sam sits on the toilet, staring 
at the wall. 

SAM 
You still there. 

ZOE 
Still here. 

SAM 
You need to use the bathroom yet? 

ZOE 
You hungry yet? 

SAM 
Fair enough. 

Beat. Sam looks through the crack of the door. 

SAM 
(Continued) 

You want to know what I did? 

Zoe rises and starts to look at Sam's meager belongings. 
Sam's wallet lies open next to neatly wrapped apron by the 
sink. Zoe picks it up and takes out Sam's ID. 
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ZOE 
Doesn't matter. I get a call, I do the 
job, I get paid. All there is to it. 

Underneath the ID is an ultrasound image. Zoe pulls it out 
and looks at it. 

SAM 
My husband hit me. A lot. The night I 
killed him, I thought he was going to 
kill me. I told him I had enough, that 
I was leaving. He didn't like that 
much. 

Zoe pauses and looks through the crack. She takes a step 
towards the door. 

ZOE 
He's the one who cut you? 

SAM 
Among other things. Most of the 
bruises are gone, but I think that one 
will leave a scar. 

Beat. She turns away, replacing the ultrasound and ID. 

ZOE 
I'm sorry.. So, you acted in self-
defense. You'll get off. Why did you 
run? 

Sam's next words stop Zoe in her tracks. 

SAM 
Ha! I don't got any money for a decent 
lawyer. The asshole they gave me asked 
me "what exactly I did to provoke my 
husband into hitting me". 

Beat. Zoe looks at her reflection in the mirror. 

SAM 
(continued) 

And it's not like the system has ever 
helped me before. 

Zoe looks through the crack again. 

ZOE 
What do you mean? 
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SAM 
The police. I woulda had to wait until 
I was dead to get their help. They 
don't do anything unless there's a 
body. 

Zoe takes this in and looks down, contemplating Sam's words. 
Sam looks down at the defensive wounds on her arms. 

SAM 
(continued) 

If I hadn't done what I did, I would 
probably be dead. Now he can't ever 
hurt me again. 

9 INT. MOTEL ROOM - SUNRISE 

Sam sleeps on the filthy bathroom floor, her head on the 
toilet in her arms. 

Zoe still sits on the bed in the same spot. She hasn't slept 
one bit, opting to spend the night thinking. She rises slowly 
and opens the motel room door, careful to not make a sound. 

10 EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - SUNRISE 

Zoe digs under her seat for something unseen. 

11 INT. MOTEL ROOM - SUNRISE 

Zoe knocks softly on the bathroom door, and then harder when 
she receives no answer. Sam wakes with a start. 

ZOE 
Samantha? 

She stands and stretches her back. 

SAM 
It's just Sam. 

ZOE 
Sam. Listen, something's came up and I 
have to get back. We never met, okay? 

SAM 
(confused) 

What? 

ZOE 
I followed a lead to this town, 
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searched around for a whole day and 
found nothing. Samantha Lowe is in the 
wind and due to a personal emergency, 
I can't continue the job. Understand? 

SAM 
Understood. Zoe, right? 

ZOE 
Not as far as you're concerned. 

SAM 
Thank you. 

No response. Sam hears the motel room door close and she 
removes the brush as fast as she can. The bathroom door 
swings open. Zoe is gone, but on the bed is a stack of cash. 
Sam rushes outside... 

12 EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - SUNRISE 

...just in time to see the a driving down the road. She 
watches until it's out of sight. 

                                                     FADE OUT 


