
FADE IN:

EXT. CAR STOPPED - DAY

The four bros (Brad, Jack, Owen, and Chaz) slam the doors to 
their car, headed inside a generic store. 

INT. GENERIC STORE - CONTINUOUS

The store is quiet, with faint rap music playing in the 
background. A woman is leaving as the bros walk in. 

MARVITA (25) sits in a chair behind the counter, a cigarette 
in her mouth as she strokes her tattoos, feet up by the cash 
register. A full glass of water sits beside her. Jack grins, 
sauntering her way. 

JACK
Hey, baby. 

Marvita rolls her eyes, snorting. She puffs smoke at Jack. 

MARVITA
You got the cash? 

Jack cocks her head at the bros, gesturing them forwards. 
Brad and Chaz swagger to the counter, hands in their pockets, 
backs hunched. Owen has great posture, and smiles. 

Owen opens his satchel, taking out one hundred dollars in 
crisp 20s. The other bros each take out only twenty, and they 
lay the cash on the counter. Marvita counts it carefully. 

OWEN
I thought everybody was bringing 
one-hundred?

Jack chuckle-snorts. Brad elbows her in the gut. 

BRAD
Really? My bad, dude, I must’ve 
misspoken. 

MARVITA
You’re still short. 

Jack leans forwards, looking Marvita up and down, biting her 
lip. She runs her hand through her hair, as if in slo-mo. 

JAKE
C’mon, Marvita. I’m sure we can 
work something out...



Jack winks, licking her lips. Marvita smiles, leaning in 
close to Jack. 

MARVITA
Oh, you think so?

Marvita purses her lips, and Jack purses hers. They are about 
to kiss when Marvita picks up her water glass and throws it 
into the right side of Jack’s head, soaking her. The bros 
laugh hysterically, and Brad slaps Jack’s back. 

BRAD
Smooth moves, bro!

Jack shakes the water off, sniffling. 

JACK
Not funny, dude!

Marvita stands, walking towards the back of the store. 

MARVITA
I’ll be back with your goodies in a 
sec. Better come up with another 
fifty while I’m gone. 

Marvita heads into the back, the door shutting behind her. 
Brad, Jack, and Chaz turn to Owen. Owen opens his mouth. 

OWEN
Oh, c’mon, guys, no way! I already 
put up three times what you did! 
This isn’t fair!

JACK
Life isn’t fair. 

CHAZ
I know it doesn’t seem just, and 
maybe it’s not, but we need you--

OWEN
No way! Do you know how many Taco 
Villa toilets I cleaned for this 
money? Do you know what people do 
to toilets at Mexican restaurants! 

BRAD
C’mon, bro, take one for the team! 

OWEN
I always take one for the team! 
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BRAD
Ah, whose counting. C’mon, bro! 
Please? Chaz’s right, we need you!

Owen sighs, taking out more cash and slamming it on the 
table. The bros disperse, looking around the store. 

Brad picks up a lighter. Jack picks up a baseball bat, 
slamming it against the ground, then nodding. Owen checks the 
price tag on a bag of skinny pop. Chaz is looking at stuffed 
animals and wholesome Mother’s Day cards. 

JACK
Dude, what are you doing?

Chaz whips around, dropping the stuffed animal and raising 
his hands above his head. His forehead shines with sweat.

CHAZ
Nothing, bro! It’s for my mom!

Jake looks at Chaz, then the stuffed animal on the floor. She 
proceeds to whack the animal with her bat. 

MARVITA
Hey! No pummeling the merchandise!

Jack whips around, dropping the bat and raising her hands 
above her head, while Chaz still holds the same position 
behind her. Marvita has a big crate in her hands, and slams 
it down on the counter. On top of it is a tray of 
individually foil-wrapped lemon bars that look like (and we 
assume are) pot brownies.  

OWEN
Whoah. Are those the... edibles?

Marvita huffs, putting her hands on her hips. 

MARVITA
No, dipshit, they’re drinkables. 

Brad, Jack, and Chaz look at Owen angrily. Jack steps 
forwards, setting the bat and the lighter onto the counter, 
next to the crate, as well as binoculars and duct tape.

JACK
We’ll take these, too. 

Marvita nods, ringing up the extra items. Jack turns to Owen, 
raising an eyebrow. Owen pouts as he hands Jack another crisp 
twenty, crossing his arms over his chest. 
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Brad’s phone buzzes. It’s a text from “Chuck,” that reads: 
“headed to Wendy’s now.” Brad smiles, then slides his phone 
back in his pocket. 

BRAD
All right, bros, target’s moving 
into position. Lets roll!

FADE OUT.
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