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FADE IN:

INT. HEATHER'S APARTMENT -- DAY

HEATHER (26), petite and cute as a button, sits at a small dining room table.  

Her hands are tightly clasped and her chin rests on her thumbs; she stares intently at the screen of a laptop computer.

On the computer's screen the pick arrow hovers above the UPLOAD button on a YOUTUBE page.

Heather leans back in her chair, scrunches her face in a funny little way, heaves a deep sigh and reaches for the mouse.

On the computer's screen the UPLOAD button clicks and the bar's blue line begins to move rapidly to the right.

She reaches for a half-empty glass of wine, leans back in her chair and takes a sip.

SOUND: a key turning the lock on the front door.

PAUL (28), ruggedly handsome and built like a bodybuilder, comes through the front door.

Heather doesn't look up, she is intent the screen. 

Paul moves up beside Heather and looks at the screen.  The blue bar is nearly all the way across.  The 'Progress' reads 80% and climbing.

PAUL

So you did it?

HEATHER

Yep.

PAUL

This is insane, you know that?

HEATHER

Yeah, so what's your point?
PAUL

Don't you think I have some say in it? 

Heather stands. 

HEATHER

It's my video.

PAUL

But I'm in it too.

HEATHER

So sue me.

Heather takes a few steps to a small kitchen counter. 

PAUL

You'd like that wouldn't you?

HEATHER

Bring it on.  

Heather downs the last of her wine.

HEATHER (CONT'D)

Any publicity is good publicity.

Paul looks at the computer screen.  The 'Progress' moves past 90%.

Heather pours herself a full glass of wine.

HEATHER (CONT'D)

Hey, it worked for Paris Hilton.  It worked for Kim Kardashian.  And they're just no talent bitches.  It sure as hell can work for me.

PAUL

I still don't like it. 

Heather snuggles up against Paul and hands him a glass of wine.

HEATHER

Oh, come on.  It'll probably do your career some good too.

She reaches down and gives his groin a little squeeze.

HEATHER (CONT'D)

People get a load of you and there's no telling what offers might pop up.

She gives him a little wink and moves away. 

HEATHER (CONT'D)

Besides, in a year nobody's going to remember any of this.  They'll be on to the next thing.  Relax.

Heather plops down on the couch. 
PAUL

So why do it?  You're already starting to get some notice.  What about those reviews in the ...?

HEATHER

That's exactly why now is the perfect time.  This'll rocket me right to the front page.  I'll be all over the Internet.  People are going to know my name.

She takes a drink. 

HEATHER (CONT'D)

I'm sick of this extra work and those stupid little film school shorts.  Who's ever going to see that shit?  This is going to get me noticed.

PAUL

You'll get noticed.  No doubt about that. 

SOUND: Telephone RING.

Paul picks the phone off the kitchen counter.

PAUL (CONT'D)

Yeah.

(beat)

Oh, hey Stewart.  Yeah, she's right here.

Paul reaches out the phone to Heather.

She waves him off and makes a 'push the button' sign.

Paul punches the SPEAKER button and lays the phone on the counter.
HEATHER

Yeah, Stew, what's up?

STEWART (O.S.)

Heather?  That you, baby?  You sittin' down?

Stewart's voice is scratchy but intelligible over the speaker. 

HEATHER

Yeah Stew, I'm sitting down.

She takes a sip of wine. 

STEWART (O.S.)

You're not going to believe this one, baby.  I just got a call from Jonathan Eiselberg.

Heather nearly chokes on her wine.

STEWART (CONT'D)

That's right, baby.  The Jonathan Eiselberg.  The Disney Jonathan Eiselberg.

Heather leans forward on the couch.

HEATHER

What's he want with you?

STEWART (O.S.)

He doesn't want me, baby, he wants you!

Heather looks at Paul.

HEATHER

Me?  What's he want with me?

STEWART (O.S.)

Get this, baby.  They're doing a whole new Nancy Drew thing.  Totally re-vamped, totally now.  They're talking the whole series; all the books.  A total Harry Potter thing,  Lord of the Rings, you name it.  And they're looking at you, baby!  You're the new Nancy Drew!

Stunned, Heather can't speak.
STEWART (CONT'D)

That's right, baby.  No auditions, no nothing.  You're it!

Heather can barely find her voice.

HEATHER

Why me? 
STEWART (O.S.)

You're not going to believe this.  Jonathan Eiselberg's stepson is William Short.

Heather stares at Paul and shrugs; no recognition.

STEWART (CONT'D)

William Short.  The kid who directed that last Indie short you did at USC.  Seems John saw it and loved you!  You're cocky, you're sassy, but still wholesome, you know.  They love that.  They're sick of that whole Miley Cyrus thing. 

Heather looks at Paul and the light goes on.  She makes a mad dash for the computer.

STEWART (CONT'D)

Yeah they want to get back to the family thing.  Lose the controversy.  Get back to being 'Disney'.

Paul comes up behind Heather.  

In shock, she just stares at the computer screen.  

The 'VIEWS' under the 'Heather Barbie Sex Video' shows 1,295 hits and climbing.

STEWART (CONT'D)

Be good, baby.  

