
INT. ROOM SIX - MORNING

Piper stirs, her bed making questionable noises. She
turns in her sleep, toward the bunk bed stands against.

Piper, half-conscious reaches out to pull up her extra
fur blanket.

Only this is prison, and there's no fur blankets in
prison.

Piper's eyes flicker open.

She takes in her surroundings, she let's out a heavy
sigh.

NICKY
If you want... you can come over
here.

Nicky continues, unaware of Piper's discomfort.

NICKY (CONT'D)
I read somewhere once, in a book
type thing, that if two people
strip down and lay under a
blanket then it gets a little
warm and sweaty...

Piper turns over, glaring Nicky down. Aghast.

NICKY (CONT'D)
I'll have that pussy Chapman, you
wait. We're in here for a
while... you're urges will set in
soon enough.

Piper turns over aggressively. She bangs her head.

PIPER
Fuck!

NICKY
Exactly.

BACK AND FORTH:

INT. CAMP - DAY

Piper waits, ear pressed firmly against the earpiece of
the pay phone. She taps her fingers on the receiver,
impatient.

Poussey growls at her, she has business to attend to.

AIMEE
Piper?



Piper groans.

PIPER
Give the phone to Larry, Aimee.

Aimee clicks her tongue in offense.

AIMEE
My son is not some--

LARRY
--Piper?

Piper breathes out.

PIPER
Are you ever in the apartment
alone? Why are your parents
always there?

Larry chuckles, abashed.

Piper scowls.

Larry lays over the bed, life a luxury.

POUSSEY
This seems important...

Piper looks over her shoulder, Poussey don't take shit.

PIPER
Anyway, Larry, I need a favour.

Larry rolls over onto his back. Aimee never leaves the
room.

LARRY
Yeeeees?

Piper blushes. She holds her hand over the receiver.

PIPER
I think one of my roommates,
might rape me...

Larry sits blot upright, he dismisses his mother.

LARRY
Wait, what?

PIPER
Nichols, I mean, Nicky. She comes
onto me. It's aggressive.

Larry shakes his head.

LARRY



Are you cheating on me?

PIPER
What!? No!

Larry breathes out.

PIPER (CONT'D)
I'm scared, not horny... well.

Larry's mouth falls open.

LARRY
I've been masturbating
profusely... and I expect.. the
same... from you?

Piper messages her temples.

PIPER
Never mind, you're no help.

Poussey clears her throat.

PIPER (CONT'D)
I have to go...

Larry hesitates.

LARRY
I know you used to be lesbian and
I--

Piper hangs up abruptly.

                                                     CUT
TO:

INT. DINING HALL - DAY

Piper slams her tray onto metal bars. She looks grumpy,
the smell of the food clearly bothers her nostrils.

Sophia stands beside her, facial expression similar.

SOPHIA
Honey, I used to work in an all
black salon. Some of those ladies
hair was so fucked up, we had to
burn it off...

Both the women grimace, thinking of such a horror brings
the smell to memory.

SOPHIA (CONT'D)
Still, smelt better then this
nasty goo.



Pipers face breaks into a small smile.

PIPER
Where I'm from--

SOPHIA
The suburbs? Darling spare me...

Piper looks forward, quiet.

SOPHIA (CONT'D)
Still this is some other kind of
disgusting if you ask me.

Red piles muck onto Pipers tray.

RED
This skinny bitch is lucky to be
eating, don't make me put you on
diet. Understand.

Sophia nods. She flings her wig over her shoulder.

SOPHIA
Mmmhmm...

Poussey pushes past her.

POUSSEY
Move, tranny-ass mother fucker.

She shoves, knocking Sophia unsteady.

SOPHIA
Excuse me? Ghetto scum?

THE INMATES mumble amongst themselves. Poussey turns
ominously.

POUSSEY
Listen here dick swinger...

She steps up to Sophia, shorter yet full of confidence.
She squares her up.

POUSSEY (CONT'D)
Address me again and I'll show
you what a fight looks like.

Poussey and Sophia creeps closer, voices getting loud.
That was fast.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Pornstache and John stand outside the hall entrance. They
watch Sophia and Poussey passively.

The inmates start chaos. Women scream in enthusiasm at



the excitement.

John becomes anxiety, clearly untrained for such an
instance.

JOHN
Shouldn't we...?

Pornstache shakes his head, laughing.

PORNSTACHE
This is worth the watch. We'll
fuck 'em up later.

John looks back over to the fight. Poussey has torn off
Sophia's wig.

PORNSTACHE (CONT'D)
Best part 'o the job.

John looks around nervously.

JOHN
What if Sam comes to see what's
going on?

Pornstache licks his lips, satisfied with the
performance.

PORNSTACHE
That old geyser couldn't tell us
shit. What? Is he going to break
that up?

Sounds of skin being butchered.

PORNSTACHE (CONT'D)
These bitches are crazy--

He claps his hands together in joy. This fight is the
best in years.

PORNSTACHE (CONT'D)
Look at that!

INT. DINING HALL - DAY

Poussey and Sophia's fight has moved to the floor. Sophia
is definitely stronger.

Because well, she was a man.

Susann hits her forehead repeatedly.

She straddles Poussey smacking her shitless. Her bald cap
visible and slipping.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY



John looks horrified.

JOHN
We have to do something.

INT. DINING HALL - DAY

Poussey's lip bleeds.

SOPHIA
Call me a dick swinger again and
I'll fucking kill you trailer
trash.

Cindy head appears from behind the action.

CINDY
Well we's ain't calling you black
but..

She gets up, spitting on her as she leaves.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

PORNSTACHE
Man that was fucking golden.

John's eyes bulge from his skull. His innocence may be
lost after all.

Pornstache moves forward, a dance he had rehearsed many
times.

EXT. POUSSEY'S CHILDHOOD HOME - DAY

Poussey stands on the porch of this closed door, her arms
lay limply folded. She waits, she looks through the
curtains.

There's no telling if anyone's inside or not.

She is raising her hand to knock once more, when...

VOICE (O.S.)
What happened!?

Poussey turns, seeing a thin, exhausted (but attractive)
woman hurrying over.

PAULA, mid 20s, Poussey's mother.

Her waitress uniform, just off the night shift.

She goes right to Poussey, pulling her up into her arms.

PAULA
What happened Poussey? Why you
didn't come home like you



supposed to?!

Nothing from Poussey, eyes cast down, afraid, ashamed.

Paula finally gets a good look at her.

Paula, looking past her, thoughts drifting off. She's in
over her head.

INT. POUSSEY'S CHILDHOOD HOME - DAY

Paula standing as Poussey sits on the couch.

Paula, standing above Poussey, hands on hips. Doesn't
speak, just looks at her, bewildered.

Still in that uniform, strain at the corner of her eyes.

PAULA
You a real damn prize, Poussey,
you know that?

Poussey just looking at her feet, staring at the floor.

PAULA
You gotta come home when you
meant to come home, you hear?

Nothing from her.

Paula gets down to a knee, takes both her shoulders in
her hands.

PAULA
You hear?

A slow nod from Poussey.

Paula relaxes, makes her soft, loving again.

PAULA
That's alright baby, that's
alright.

Paula rests a hand on Poussey's head, pulls her in tight.

PAULA
I just want to make sure you're
okay, that's all baby.

Paula still holding onto her, to say Poussey looks
uncomfortable, would not be an exaggeration.

She releases her. Poussey moves in front of the
television, reaching for the remote.

PAULA
Your TV privileges revoked, go to



your room and catch up on the
homework you missed.

Poussey hops up the stairs.

PAULA
I didn't teach you this way, ya'
hear?

Poussey doesn't respond.

PAULA
School fees are expensive
Poussey! Don't be making a fool
of me.

Silence.

INT. CAMP - BATHROOM - DAY

Sophia stands, resting a cloth with ice on her nose. She
hisses at the pain, Poussey got a few in herself. She
leans closer to the mirror, flaring her nostrils,
examining the damage inside.

SOPHIA
Bitch these things cost money...

She looses her attention span, cloth settling beside her.
She explains her battered face.

She steps back, letting more of her body become visible.
She runs her hand over her chest, eyes far away.

She notices her eyelashes pulling away.

SOPHIA (CONT'D)
Oh for crying out loud...

She takes it all off, the wig, the lashes, the make-up.
Even her earrings.

She looks at herself, disappointed.

INT. CAMP - VISITING QUARTERS - DAY

Rosemarie and CHRISTOPHER, a strapping elder man, sit
across from each other. Rosemarie is flustered, arms
swinging wildly as she speaks.

The remaining visitors stare at her in horror. The inside
behavior is being analyzed by the older guests.
Christopher sits calmly.

CHRISTOPHER
You did what? Why are you
freaking out? Because you had sex
with a woman?



Rosemarie scoffs, leaning back in her seat.

ROSEMARIE
Okay, yes. Yes, I did, and it's
weird, and you're being weird.
It's just weird--

CHRISTOPHER
Is it maybe weird? So what? It
isn't a big deal... So you have 
lesbian tendencies? It's
perfectly natural to want more
out of life.

He laughs at her apparent ridiculousness. He moves
causally about in his seat, amused.

CHRISTOPHER
Man there are so many lesbians
these days...

Rosemarie's face remains aghast. Christopher leans
forward, he has wisdom to share.

CHRISTOPHER
At least you've opened up. There
need to be no secrets, when
exploring ones sexuality.

ROSEMARIE
It's not like I'm keeping it a
secret--

CHRISTOPHER
So what?

Rosemarie centers herself.

ROSEMARIE
Okay, okay. Well, let's just
leave aside the whole infidelity
portion for a moment and just
discuss the fact that I had sex
with a woman.

Panic grows in her eyes.

ROSEMARIE (CONT'D)
(Voice growing louder)

I'm not a lesbian, Christopher, I
like dick!

The visitors turn quiet.

They whisper amongst themselves, Rosemarie looks about
the room.

CHRISTOPHER



Rosemarie, you are a straight
woman.

ROSEMARIE
I have always said I might be bi.
I have always said that.

Christopher sighs. Rosemarie is being awfully energetic
and high maintenance.

CHRISTOPHER
Listen you need to be able to
express yourself--

Rosemarie groans.

ROSEMARIE
--Ugh.

Christopher holds his hand up. He seems more annoyed,
growing tired of this boring conversation.

CHRISTOPHER
--I just let you talk because
that's what certain 25-year-old
girls need when their mothers are
from Boulder Springs--

ROSEMARIE
Her name is Nicky...

CHRISTOPHER
NICKY. NICKY. NICKY.

Christopher starts to create a scene, this is all to
melodramatic for him.

Everyone in the room is watching the chaos unfold.

He exaggerates his expressions.

CHRISTOPHER
(Acterly)

Fuck you, Nicky! I've never even
met you, but fuck you!

ROSEMARIE
Okay, you know what, Christopher?
I'm sorry, but sexuality is
fluid.

CHRISTOPHER
That's fucking ridiculous. You
come out of the closet. You don't
go back in.

He nods in agreement with himself.



CHRISTOPHER
(eyebrows cocking)

It's fucking stuffy in there.

ROSEMARIE
Why is it so hard to believe I
can get my vagina wet for a
beautiful woman... and an
attractive older man?

She looks slightly abashed.

CHRISTOPHER
You could get off over a bloody
watermelon.

Rosemarie gasps.

ROSEMARIE
Do not act like this is normal.

CHRISTOPER
I thought this whole age thing
was not going to be a problem,
but--

ROSEMARIE
Whoa, whoa, whoa.

Rosemarie holds both her palms in the air. Christopher
shuffles his jacket.

ROSEMARIE
You're not breaking up with me,
are you--

Christopher shushes her abruptly.

CHRISTOPHER
--I'm afraid I am.

ROSEMARIE
Because I fucked Nicky?

He nods.

CHRISTOPHER
Yes, exactly.

ROSEMARIE
You don't wanna give this one
more try--

CHRISTOPHER
--I do not, no.

Christopher looks around. He spots the exist. Rosemarie
notices his attention.



She panics.

ROSEMARIE
Okay, look, I made a mistake--

CHRISTOPHER
--I know.

ROSEMARIE
Listen.

Christopher becomes impatient.

CHRISTOPHER
It just says so much about who
you are right now.

Rosemarie's eyes  widen in surprise.

CHRISTOPHER
You've spent so much time
confused and I'm not anymore, so
I don't want to be with someone
who's confused or, or... or bi?

ROSEMARIE
What does that mean? -

CHRISTOPHER
I thought you knew what you
wanted.

ROSEMARIE
I did. I do. I want this, okay?
So let's just move past this.

She pleads with her eyes. Hoping her mascara isn't
smudged.

ROSEMARIE
Let's, I... you will forget that
I fucked Nicky and I'll forget
that you got drunk and humiliated
me in front of everyone that I
know at my mother's third
wedding.

She wipes away a few stray tears.

ROSEMARIE
I wasn't even with her for that
long. It was, like, three
thrusts.

She is crying now.

ROSEMARIE
It was, like, two and a half



thrusts, and then I was dry as
the Sahara dessert... Okay? Can
we do that please? Christopher?

CHRISTOPHER
What are these thrusts?

ROSEMARIE
Pumps... thrusts... whatever. All
I'm saying is that it was over
really quickly.

A lie. Mock horror.

CHRISTOPHER
Don't expect me to be waiting
when you get out of here.

ROSEMARIE
Nicky would never say something
like that...

Christopher scoffs.

CHRISTOPHER
Oh, dear God. I can't imagine how
Nicky must be taking this.

ROSEMARIE
Oh, I'm definitely not telling
her now. This it's over and all?

CHRISTOPHER
What? I'm leaving...

Christopher gets up with grace. She attempts too, but her
overalls get caught on a nail.

He leaves without saying another word.

The room full of people watch as he leaves.

INT. ROOM SIX - DAY

Piper crotches, ass up, peering under the bottom bunk.
Nicky strolls in, confidence of a mediocre white man.

She spots Piper's booty, making herself more comfortable
as she enjoys the view.

NICKY
Ay, Chapman!

Piper's head clangs against the steal framing.

PIPER
OW!



Nicky chuckles in delight.

NICKY
Whoa. Go easy on the noggin. You
nearly bashed it in this morning
already...

Piper crawls out from underneath the bed. She rubs her

scalp, glaring at Nicky.

A weird pause.

NICKY (CONT'D)
So uh... Whatcha looking for? Or
looking at?

Nicky moves toward the opposite wall.

NICKY (CONT'D)
Is it a rat? A dead one?

She shakes her head, her mop of curly hair bounce around
her shoulders.

NICKY (CONT'D)
I can take all cute and alive,
but when they're those suckers
reek.

Slowly, Piper crawls onto all fours.

PIPER
No, I wasn't...

She stands on her knees, aligning herself with Nicky's
crotch. Piper gasps at the unexpected view.

NICKY
Well don't stop on my account...

Piper gets up faster.

PIPER
Listen I don't know what you're
playing at... but I'm not
interested. I'm engaged.

Nicky nods, fake concern.

NICKY
All the best ones are.

She winks at her.

EXT. PAULA'S APT - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Poussey walks down a dark and dingy hallway. Her living



situation has changed as she has aged. She looks worse
for wear. Busted lip and a solemn expression lie on her
face.

VOICE (O.S.)
Pou.... hey!

Poussey turning, spots Paula hurrying over, breathing
heavy:

PAULA
Hey baby, where did you go last
night? Poussey...

POUSSEY
What? Why?

PAULA
I'm yo' mama, ain't I?

Poussey just holding her eyes, not worth a reply.

PAULA
Why you ain't just come home
later, girl?

Paula smiles, the kind of smile that's lets Poussey know
there isn't much Paula can feel right now.

PAULA
You had me worried about you. But
you getting grown I guess I can't
be keeping up with you all the
time.

PAULA
Anyway how is school going? I
ain't seen your report cards
since you was a little girl.

POUSSEY
It's fine.

PAULA
That's good baby. Listen, Mama
locked herself out the door, can
you... come let me in?

Poussey watches her, confused.

INT. PAULA'S APT - NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

Paula and Poussey ascending the steps toward the
apartment door.

Paula moves ahead of her. She gets to the door first, but
moves just past it to let Poussey do the honors.



Smiles at her, something disguised in the gesture.

Poussey digging for her keys, Paula watches intently.

Poussey searches, first in her pockets and now in her
backpack. Paula's arms folded in a show of impatience.

After a moment of nodding nervously, scratching at her
neck...

Paula pushes past her, takes the door handle and lets
herself in.

POUSSEY
I thought you said....

Paula cannot hear her.

INT. PAULA'S APT - NIGHT (MOMENTS LATER)

Paula walking the apartment determinedly, looking behind
half- closed doors and even opening a closet or two.

Easing now, she settles in the middle of the space, hands
rested at the top of her head.

She turns to Poussey, still there watching from the
threshold of the apartment.

Paula smiles. Poussey approaches her.

PAULA
I need some money. Poussey.

POUSSEY
For what?

PAULA
That's my business, don't you ask
me no shit like that.

POUSSEY
I don't have no--

PAULA
Don't lie to me. I'm your mama.
I'm your blood, remember?

PAULA
Now I ain't feeling good. I need
something to help me out, baby,
just float me across this shake,
you hear?

POUSSEY
Where I'm supposed to get money
from?



PAULA
The school teacher's aint give
you nothing, huh? Your lil'
play-play orphange ain't put
something in your hand? Now give
me that damn money--

POUSSEY
--I don't have no--

PAULA
--Poussey!

Poussey reaches into her pockets, grabbing a few bills
there, can't be more than forty dollars.

PAULA
Uh huh. You my child, okay? And
tell that fucking school not to
be calling nobody.

Poussey just stares at Paula. Paula unfold the bills,
counting its contents.

PAULA
Go on to school. Ain't you late?

POUSSEY
I just got back from school ma...

Poussey just staring, her mother in physical form but
someone entirely different in mind and spirit.

Paula looks up from her counting, finds that scornful
face so much like hers looking down on her.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY (PRESENT DAY)

Nicky flouts about the kitchen. Sticking her fingers into
various bowls of ingredients.

Red notices her lingering, quickly returning to her work.

RED
Why aren't you at work?

NICKY
Luschek never showed.

RED
Probably passed out in his own
vomit somewhere.

She peers up at her through her glasses.

RED (CONT'D)
So you chose to come in here and
help?



NICKY
Yeah. Figured you could use it.

RED
Then get your away from my
counter and help Gina pull the
meat from the freezer.

Nicky runs toward Gina. She passes a large, unattractive
bag of meat to her.

NICKY
Shit, we got real pork!

RED
We got trimmings from the
factory.

NICKY
Trimmings? Jesus.

Red nods, unsurprised.

NICKY (CONT'D)
The shit no one else wants.
That's a bag of pig assholes
right there.

RED
Taxpayers don't give a shit.
We're the bad guys.

Nicky nods.

RED (CONT'D)
Why are you really here, Nicky.
I'm a busy women.

Nicky slumps about the silver counter top.

NICKY
I was thinking about Chapman's
ass.

RED
Oh? So we're no longer screwing
the brunette pin-up?

NICKY
Nah...

RED (CONT'D)
Why the change of heart?

Nicky scoffs, a small laugh is hidden.

NICKY
Yeah she's hung up man. She told



Christopher about my magic
fingers.

RED
Oh he's real?

NICKY
Not in her world anymore. Vos
told me there was one hell of a
show.

Red continues her work, pacing about as Nicky speaks.

RED
Maybe it's time for you to stop
screwing confused, engaged women.

NICKY
That doesn't sound like fun at
all.

Nicky leans seductively on the counter, looking as sexy
as a sea clam.

NICKY (CONT'D)
And I prefer brunettes...

Nicky solutes, swaggering from the kitchen. She grabs an
apple on the way out.

RED
Hey! I had to petition for those!

INT. CAMP - REC ROOM - DAY

Rosemarie sits alone at a table, isolated by geography
and aura.

She knits profusely, an aggressive old woman resides
within her. Her expression; tormented.

Her "peace" is disturbed by the scrapping of metal chair
legs.

Sophia gracefully takes a seat opposite her, flinging her
hair over her shoulder as she descends.

Rosemarie analyzes the unexpected guest. Sophia hasn't
spoken.

ROSEMARIE
Listen 'Miss Minority', I'm kinda
in the middle of something if you
couldn't tell...

Sophia eyes trail from her knitting to the smudged
mascara under her eyes.



SOPHIA
I see...

Rosemarie's knitting gets tired.

ROSEMARIE
What's the reason for such a
displeasure.

SOPHIA
I wanted to ask your opinion...

Rosemarie scoffs loudly, waking Cindy in the corner of
the room.

ROSEMARIE
I don't do favors for black
she-males--

SOPHIA
--could you please just!

A beat.

SOPHIA
I need help. Woman to woman...

Rosemarie's lip quivers.

ROSEMARIE
So ask Chapman... or Vause. Hell,
ask that ton of lard.

She points in Cindy's direction. She has gone back to
sleep, lying slumped over her chair.

SOPHIA
I need your help...
Specifically... You're so
beautiful and--

ROSEMARIE
--Oh my...

Rosemarie's demeanor changes entirely, pleased by the
compliment. 

SOPHIA
I want you to train me in the art
of femininity.

ROSEMARIE
The fuck?

SOPHIA
Hear me out.

Rosemarie sets aside her knitting indefinitely. Fully



curious at this point.

SOPHIA (CONT'D)
I feel like, since they've halved
my dosage, I've been-

ROSEMARIE
Aw, cant get it up anymore
princess?

Sophia is visibly loosing her patience, brows furrowing
together.

SOPHIA
Listen. You couldn't possibly
understand what I--

ROSEMARIE
--What you've been through?

Sophia silences.

ROSEMARIE
Last I checked, we're all sitting
here... same shithole, same shit.
I've had my heart broken twice
this week, and I'm just about up
to here--

Rosemarie lifts her knitting needle, indicating at a
place far above her head.

ROSEMARIE
--With both men AND women putting
me on a fucking pedestal. I'm not
your "Miss Congeniality" fantasy
sugar.

Sophia opens her mouth to speak, but thinks better of it.

ROSEMARIE (CONT'D)
I'm fucked, you're fucked. Only
difference is my clit probably
works better.

Sophia breathes in, offended, embarrassed. She's been in
trouble before today.

INT. CAMP - BATHROOM - DAY

Piper showers, the water a warm even temperature for her
skin to turn a cosy peach.

In her element, she hums, moving her hips slowly to the
beat in her head.

CUT TO:



INT. CAMP - BATHROOM - STALL - DAY

Cindy sits on the toilet, reading an upside down book.
Fierce sounding farts escape her.

She hears the humming and promptly begins a powerhouse
ballad, overshadowing Piper's moment and shower.

INT. CAMP - BATHROOM - DAY

Piper takes the interruption in good humor, beginning to
dance with Cindy's voice instead.

She lathers her hair, obvious to Nicky, who has
positioned herself over the wall of the adjacent cubicle.

She hums, watching Pipers body move. Piper catches wind
of the tune, opening her eyes sharply.

PIPER
Oh my God! Nicky!

She attempts to hide herself, and although there isn't
much of her, she fails dismally

NICKY
Next time Imma just keep quiet...

Piper grasps for her towel, hanging over a pathetic
excuse for a door.

PIPER
(toweled up)

What do you want?

Nicky licks her top lip. Cindy's singing is incessant,
booming in the background.

NICKY
Well I was looking for ya. Wanted
to apologize.

Piper's eyebrows raise, begging Nicky to wrap it up. Her
nipples grow hard from the cold.

NICKY (CONT'D)
I didn't mean to make you feel
uncomfortable Chaps.

PIPER
So you chose to interrupt my
private bathing in order to
apologize for making me
uncomfortable.

NICKY
Well, uh, yeah. When you put it
like that...



Nicky inspects Piper's visible collarbones, loosing track
of all thought.

NICKY (CONT'D)
But, um, genuinely, I'm sorry.
Been tryna take my mind off some
pretty red lips and I may have
overstepped a boundary or two.

Gingerly, Piper climbs from the cubicle, hanging onto her
towel for dear life.

Cindy coughs out a few off key notes.

She turns toward Nicky, mock confidence blinking behind
her eyes.

PIPER
Thank you, I appreciate that.

Nicky pumps her fist, swinging her tongue about some
more. Piper waits, but she doesn't move.

PIPER (CONT'D)
So...

Nicky nods, enthusiastic.

PIPER (CONT'D)
Would you mind?

Piper gestures to the shower, begging, pleading, for some
alone time.

NICKY
Ah, right! I'll leave to it ya
then.

She pounces around her, diving toward the door. Piper
smiles softly to herself.

INT. CAMP - BATHROOM - STALL - DAY

Cindy pauses her soiree, in order to push out her
business.

She has no qualms about the attention the sudden lack of
music draws.

INT. CAMP - BATHROOM - DAY

Piper climbs back into the shower, removing her towel
once more. Nicky's head pops in from the doorway.

NICKY
Oh and uh, Chapman.

PIPER



Yeah?

Nicky winks in her general direction.

NICKY
Nice titties white girl.

Piper face palms, unable to resist laughter.

INT. CAMP - THE GHETTO - EVENING

Sophia does her make-up in a makeshift mirror. She seems
intent on her left eyebrow, it's just not working.

Poussey steps into her cubicle, looking solemn.

Sophia tosses her charcoal toward counter, sending it
flying in Poussey's direction.

She dodges with ease, yet her expression becomes ever
more uneasy.

POUSSEY
Yo, Burset. Um, Sophia.

Sophia turns, left eyebrow a muck.

SOPHIA
Here to get your teeth punched
in?

POUSSEY
Nah. I mean, not like you could
but--

Sophia looks unimpressed.

She folds her arms, testing Poussey.

POUSSEY (CONT'D)
--I, I, well Morello, she, uh--

Sophia's hand comes down on the counter, causing an
intimidating clang.

Poussey steps back slightly.

POUSSEY (CONT'D)
She said yous were looking for
advice, you know, about womanhood
and shit...

Poussey eases into conversation, obvious to Sophia's
harsh gaze.

POUSSEY (CONT'D)
At first I was like "the fuck
bitch, don't talk to me". But



then she said shed knit me a
beanie... My head gets really
cold sometimes, having no hair
and all--

SOPHIA
Could we maybe speed this process
up a tad.

She takes another quick look at the ungodly state of her
eyebrows.

SOPHIA (CONT'D)
I kind of have a pressing issue
to attend to and although this is
riveting--

POUSSEY
So I was like, nah nah nah, I
ain't yo gal...

Poussey voice turns softer, understanding.

POUSSEY (CONT'D)
Cause well, if you ain't manly...
I am.

Sophia drop slightly.

POUSSEY (CONT'D)
My ma wasn't much help in that
department... But I have had my
vagina longer..

Sophia fights back a smile.

POUSSEY (CONT'D)
And I know we got into a tussle
back there. But like, if you need
away "advice", I can see what I
can do...

SOPHIA
Thank you, Washington. That's big
of you.

Poussey runs her hand over her spiky bald head, feeling
sentimental.

SOPHIA (CONT'D)
And for what it's worth, I think
you make bald look feminine. Like
Natalie Portman.

Poussey looks confused.

POUSSEY
Who?



SOPHIA
Natalie--

She gives up.

SOPHIA (CONT'D)
A beautiful woman, such as
yourself.

Poussey nods, pretending she understands.

POUSSEY
Aright. Imma bounce, but for
reals. Hit me up.

CINDY (O.S)
Fucking shut man ya bunch 'o man
bitches.

They laugh together.

INT. CAMP - EVENING

Rosemarie lays a top her bed, face buried into her
pillow.

She proceeds to wail, calling out Christopher's name now
and then.

Nicky approaches her bed, taking a seat at the foot.

She places her hand on Rosemarie's leg, rubbing in
circular motions.

Rosemarie's face shoots up from the pillowy cavern, Her
makeup stains both her face and the white linen case.

ROSEMARIE
Don't don't know if I want you to
do that or not...

Nicky places her hand back in her lap.

NICKY
I heard about you and
Christopher. I'm so sorry
Rosie...

She attempts to wipe away her tears, smearing her bright
red lipstick across her face.

ROSEMARIE
I figured you'd find out. Here to
take advantage.

NICKY
No no no. I'm here as a friend.



Rosemarie blows half the contents of her body into a
small paper towel.

NICKY (CONT'D)
Easy kid, you're gonna need some
brains for when you get outta
here.

Rosemarie shovels the paper into her nose, preventing it
from running.

ROSEMARIE
Whats the point? What am I
returning home to?

Rosemarie's sniffs loudly.

ROSEMARIE (CONT'D)
An empty apartment and a smelly
dog that I'm pretty sure my
neighbor forgot about. Probably
rotting on my floor right this
second...

Nicky frowns in disbelief.

ROSEMARIE
There is no Christopher. There is
no plan.

She wails.

ROSEMARIE (CONT'D)
I'm at a loss here.

Nicky pats her face out of her face.

NICKY
Maybe you were looking in the
wrong places for happiness.

ROSEMARIE
What? Am I gonna marry you? Let's
be real for a quick second.

Nicky's posture tightens, waiting for Rosemarie to
deliver her blow.

ROSEMARIE (CONT'D)
You're a dyke, heroin addict.
Plus I'm a heterosexual woman.

NICKY
Funny.

ROSEMARIE
Oh, is it?



NICKY
Well, when you were being eaten
by my tongue you didn't really
seem to care about dick in
general, never mind that old
fuck.

Nicky gets up, enough is enough.

NICKY (CONT'D)
I'll see you around Morello.
Don't bother chatting with me
again--

ROSEMARIE
--I--

NICKY
--Dykes are bad influences...

Nicky leaves Rosemarie bewildered.

INT. MR. HEALEY'S OFFICE - EVENING

Sam (Mr. Healy), types painfully slow on the keyboard to
a giant, dusty monitor.

Piper sits across the desk awkwardly, waiting for the
conversation she was promised.

The tapping on the keyboard drones through Pipers world,
she zones out as she waits.

PIPER
Mr--

He places his index finger up, signaling her to let him
finish that fucking long sentence.

SAM
Shush. I'll be with you in a
moment Chapman.

Piper zips her lips, taking this opportunity to let her
eyes wonder about his office.

There is no sign of family, photo frames hold the
original A3 description.

The tiles shine spotless, there's no way the girls
cleaned it that thoroughly.

Sam's glasses fall toward his nostrils, he concentrates
hard on the monitor.

He backspaces an annoying amount.

PIPER



Sir?

Sam sighs impatiently, he takes off his glasses, folding
them neatly and placing them in his pocket.

His age is clear in his mannerisms.

SAM
Piper. Are you always this rash?
Do you make decisions with your
ass?

PIPER
Excuse me--

SAM
--Lesbian activity is never
excused.

PIPER
Lesbian activity sir?

SAM
Yes. Ungodly. Lesbian. Activity.

PIPER
With all due respect, I haven't
participated in any "lesbian"
affairs.

Sam tests her with his eyes.

PIPER (CONT'D)
I'm engaged...

SAM
And I'm well aware of this
information.

PIPER
So... Why am I here?

SAM
I've been informed by one of the
inmates that you and miss Nichols
shared a shower cubicle.

Piper is taken aback.

SAM (CONT'D)
Now, I'm not a prude, but that
sounds like lesbian activity to
me...

PIPER
No, this is a huge
misunderstanding. We were just
talking...



SAM
Naked? Together? In a shower?

Piper senses something off about the way he speaks. It's
creepy and prying.

PIPER
No... We were making amends.

SAM
Amends?

Piper grows tired of this game.

PIPER
Yes, Mr. Healy. Amends.

SAM
Next time you, and any other
woman, would like to make
"amends", do it somewhere less
provocative.

He truly is, very creepy.

SAM (CONT'D)
Clothing on.

Piper nods, sensing she should be submissive at this
point in the conversation.

Sam looks menacing, and as Cindy says; they gotsa keys.

SAM (CONT'D)
Do we have an understanding
Chapman?

PIPER
We do.

Sam nods, slowly turning back toward the computer screen.

Piper sits, unsure of what to do next.

Sam turns back toward her.

SAM
You may leave...

Piper nods, getting up from her chair.

SAM
I have high hopes for you,
understood.

PIPER
(through gritted teeth)

Understood.



INT. CAMP - NIGHT

Sophia gets ready for bed. This time however, there is no
hatred in her eyes.

She removes her wig, and everything else she piled on
throughout the day.

She feels her soft skin, her slim waistline, appreciating
the parts of her that are both natural, and admirable.

A sense of peace passes over her.

The paraphernalia lays on her bunk, forgotten. 

Silent music plays, and she proceeds to worship her ever
beautiful new body, without judgment or apprehension.

INT. CAMP - NIGHT

Sophia and Rosemarie make eye contact in the hall.

An understanding glance passes between the two of them.

Sophia walks confidently. Rosemarie eyes shoot back down
in hesitation.

TAG:

INT. CAMP - NIGHT

Tricia stands on her bed, entering a few women before
bed. Her arms exaggerate her story.

TRICIA
When I was 22, this Colombian
girl dumped me. She was both
Colombian and went to the
university of Columbia.

She caresses an absent human.

The women are enchanted by her passion.

TRICIA
And she was beautiful and she was
smart and she was related to
Gabriel Garcia Marquez...

ALEIDA
How the hell do you know who that
is?

Tricia climbs onto her haunches.

TRICIA
She thought me loads of things.
book things.



She crosses her legs, settling back into her story.

TRICIA (CONT'D)
And just as fast as we fell in
love, she disappeared. And I knew
she had just used me.

DAYANARA
How?

The women haven't read romance novels for as long as they
can remember, this is as good as it gets.

TRICIA
You know, she was an intellectual
and I was a thug.

The women laugh, she is a thug.

TRICIA (CONT'D)
I just stared at the ceiling all
day remembering the first time we
fucked on my couch after a
rainstorm on a Thursday...

They all coo in sympathy.

MADELINE
Okay, I'm not a jealous person by
nature, but I really hate this
story...

Tricia moves to Madeline's side, placing her arm over her
shoulder.

TRICIA
In the end though. I'm glad it
happened the way it did...
Otherwise I wouldn't have met
this beauty over here.

A chorus of "Aws" run through the group.

Suddenly the lights black out.

PORNSTACHE
No more fun! Shut your eyes
ladies!

The women disperse, the mood has been thoroughly killed.

END OF EPISODE.




