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FADE IN:

INT. DAE’S CAR - DAY (PARKED)

EXTREME CLOSE UP of Dae’s hands tightly gripping the steering 
wheel, knuckles white. Through his gripping hands, we see one 
of Rachel’s hands tightly holding onto the door handle on the 
passenger's side.

We PULL BACK to reveal DAE, 22, sitting in the driver’s seat, 
intently staring straight ahead and RACHEL, 19, sitting in 
the passenger’s seat, staring at Dae, studying him.

It’s dead silent and tense. Car is off. No radio. No sound 
from outside, like a bomb just went off. Dae and Rachel look 
unnerved and exhausted.

After a long beat, Rachel opens her mouth, about to speak, 
but Dae looks the other way, leaning his head against the 
window, avoiding the confrontation. Rachel closes her mouth 
and looks down, holding back.

Through the window, Dae watches a FATHER, late-30s, and his 
SON, no older than five, walking across the parking lot, 
holding hands. We watch them but can’t hear them. The son 
looks frustrated, just about dragging his father who’s 
completely given up on trying to tame him. The MOTHER, early-
30s, is walking behind them, paying no attention to the scene 
ahead, distracted on her phone.

Dae pulls the keys out of the ignition and gets out of the 
car.

EXT. PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

Dae moves around the car to Rachel’s side and opens the door 
for her. Rachel apprehensively gets out.

As they start walking, Rachel tries to grab Dae’s hand, but 
he puts it in his pocket, avoiding again. Rachel becomes more 
anxious, still holding back.

Dae looks up and catches eyes with a MAN, late-40s, who 
casually gets out of his car and walks to the back. He’s 
astringently staring at Dae and Rachel as he pops the trunk 
and pulls out a picket sign that reads--

“MURDER”

--in all red letters on white.
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Dae stares at the sign for a beat then slowly reaches out and 
grabs Rachel’s hand.

INT. WAITING ROOM/ABORTION CLINIC - DAY

The place is pale and dull.

CLOSE UP of Rachel’s foot rapidly tapping. We PAN UP to her 
face and watch her scan through a pamphlet that hints to us 
that they’re in an abortion clinic.

Dae is sitting next to Rachel, watching her read the 
pamphlet. She looks at him. He looks at the pamphlet then 
back at her, then after a quick beat, he looks away, slightly 
piqued. Rachel puts the pamphlet back in the display case on 
the wall.

INT. ULTRASOUND ROOM/ABORTION CLINIC - DAY

CLOSE UP of the screen showing the ultrasound of a young 
FETUS, heart faintly beating, rapid flickering. It slightly 
moves, a small twitch.

We slowly PULL BACK to reveal Dae attentively looking at the 
screen and Rachel looking at Dae, studying him more.

INT. EXAMINATION ROOM/ABORTION CLINIC - DAY

Rachel is sitting on the examination table, wearing a 
hospital gown. Dae is sitting in a chair across the room.

Rachel keeps shuffling, physically manifesting her anxiety, 
trying to get comfortable, causing the sound of the 
protective paper to echo throughout the small room.

Dae looks at Rachel. She stops moving. Silent again. Rachel 
stares at Dae, burning a hole through him.

After a long, very tense beat, a NURSE, 40s, walks in, 
breaking the silence. It’s obvious that she doesn’t want to 
be there.

NURSE
(to Rachel)

Ready?

Rachel looks to Dae, scared, anxiety at the peak of her 
being, almost like she’s pleading. Dae reluctantly stands and 
moves to the nurse.
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DAE
We’re not ready yet.

Dae looks back at Rachel then back to the Nurse.

DAE (CONT'D)
Can we have more time?

The nurse hesitantly nods then leaves the room, annoyed.

Dae moves to the table and stands by Rachel, looking down at 
her. She looks up at him for a beat, then puts her head down, 
finally letting go of her tension, letting out an ample and 
raw cry.

Dae gently pulls Rachel’s face up and close to his. They lock 
eyes. As Dae embraces Rachel, we--

FADE TO:

TITLE SEQUENCE: 

“Dae”

FROM THE BLACK--

Over thumping party music, we hear the chaos of a gaggle of 
partygoers, laughing, drinking, smoking, and conversing half-
drunkenly. After a beat, letting this roar crescendo to an 
almost unbearable volume, we begin to lose the conversations 
one at a time, until we only hear--

MEGAN (V.O.)
What are you trying to convince me 
of right now?

SNAP TO:

EXT. KASIE’S HOUSE - NIGHT

The conversation below continues as we get our bearings.

It’s a Sunday night in Los Feliz. The house is big, not 
mansion-big, but big enough to hold a slightly upscale, 
fairly typical, LA party. It’s two stories, four bedrooms, 
old but in a charming way.

We’re spying into the house through the front door, watching 
PARTYGOERS moving in and out. We peek into the living room, 
seeing a couch with only two people sitting on it. We slowly 
begin to PUSH IN toward the door, couch as the primary focal 
point. We move through the door and into the--
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INT. LIVING ROOM/KASIE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where we continue pushing in. Through a crowd of 
partygoers, we now make out the two people sitting on the 
couch:

Dae, subtly different looking here, piercing stare, brilliant 
smile, and MEGAN, early-20s, in-college-type, are sitting 
close to each other, presenting themselves in a flirtatious 
manner. We continue to push in as the conversation deepens 
and stop when we're on a stark MEDIUM SHOT of Dae and Megan.

DAE
I’m not trying to convince you of 
anything, Megan.

(beat)
It is “Megan,” right?

Megan nods.

DAE (CONT'D)
I’m just being real. It’s what 
physics tells us about the nature 
of reality.

MEGAN
That you and I mean nothing?

DAE
Nihilism.

MEGAN
Nihilism?

DAE
Yes. And no, it’s not a negative 
thing.

MEGAN
I didn’t say it was.

DAE
But you were thinking it.

MEGAN
How do you know what I was 
thinking?

DAE
I can see into your soul.
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MEGAN
If you could see into my soul, 
you’d see that I’m currently 
reading Nietzsche and going to be 
writing a paper on Nihilism as soon 
as I leave this party and get back 
to reality.

DAE
Impressive...

MEGAN
But I happen to completely disagree 
with you. Nihilism notoriously 
leads people to hopelessness, which 
almost certainly leads people to 
anxiety, depression, suicide... I 
mean, look at the amount of suicide 
happening--

DAE
Those people just aren’t too 
intelligent.

MEGAN
Like you?

DAE
Like us, Megan. Like us.

(beat)
You see... I used to be a 
pretentious Atheist, right?

MEGAN
(sarcastically)

Oh, really?

DAE
Nihilism was my religion. Sam 
Harris was my God. But that only 
led me to question every single 
notion of my fucking existence, 
which of course is pathetic because 
there are no answers. I went 
through the whole hopeless, 
depressed, anxious, suicidal stage.

MEGAN
You? I’d never have guessed.

DAE
But there are two types of 
Nihilism: Ignorant Nihilism or... 
You ready?
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MEGAN
So ready.

DAE
Optimistic Nihilism.

MEGAN
The most contradictory phrase to 
ever exist.

DAE
It’s not a contradiction. It’s a 
choice. I choose to embrace the 
fact that nothing matters and there 
are no answers. And the result?

MEGAN
(half-jokingly)

School shootings.

Dae sighs.

DAE
No, Megan. No... Confidence in my 
ability to play the game.

MEGAN
What game?

DAE
Life.

Megan just shakes her head, rolling her eyes.

MEGAN
You’re one of those.

DAE
What?

MEGAN
(like it’s a fact)

You’ve never had to deal with a 
real problem.

DAE
Ouch. Judgmental, a little? Maybe?

MEGAN
(mocking)

I can see into your soul.
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DAE
I’m a struggling actor living in 
Hollywood. You think I’ve never 
faced problems?

MEGAN
Oh... I see. So now you’re a 
“struggling actor.” Just a minute 
ago you were a “working actor” who 
just got a pilot.

Dae shrugs, staring Megan in the eye, seemingly enjoying the 
pushback.

DAE
I like you.

MEGAN
So what do you do when a problem 
arises, Dae?

Dae’s phone starts ringing just as he’s about to respond. He 
pulls it out and checks it--

INSERT: “Rachel” (With a picture of her and Dae together)

Dae ignores the call as he responds to Megan with--

DAE
Listen, Meg, the whole purpose of 
this elaborate, insightful 
conversation was to try to convince 
you that it isn’t such a big deal 
for us to have conditional sex.

Megan grins, giving Dae a playfully judgmental glare.

MEGAN
You think I didn’t know that?

Dae’s phone rings again. He checks it. Rachel again. He 
debates for a beat then finally decides to take the call, 
making sure Megan sees his dislike of having to end the 
conversation.

DAE
(to Megan)

I gotta take this. I’m sorry. But 
I’ll be back.

MEGAN
I’ll be here as long as you promise 
to never call me “Meg” again.
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Dae smiles as he quickly turns away and answers the phone.

DAE
(into phone)

One sec.

Dae quickly turns away, moving through the whole house, 
fighting his way around all the people, and through the front 
door into the--

EXT. FRONT YARD/KASIE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where he finally answers the call. He takes a seat by a 
lone tree right in the middle of the yard.

DAE
(into phone)

Hey, Rachel.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. BATHROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - NIGHT (SAME TIME)

Rachel, looks more-or-less the same, not as exhausted, is 
sitting on the toilet, which is right across from the mirror 
and sink, peeing.

RACHEL
(into phone)

Hey.

Rachel waits on Dae to initiate further and vice versa. After 
a long, acrimonious beat--

DAE
You feeling better?

RACHEL
I guess. I finally stopped throwing 
up.

DAE
What do you think it was?

RACHEL
(listening to the faint 
music in b.g.)

Where are you?

DAE
Kasie’s.
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Rachel finishes her pee, wipes, and goes to the sink to wash 
her hands.

RACHEL
You don’t remember, do you?

DAE
Don’t remember what?

RACHEL
You promised to take me to LAX. 
Tonight. I need to leave soon.

Dae looks at the time on his phone.

DAE
Oh. Shit. Uh... I literally just 
had some stuff come up that might 
keep me tied up.

Dae is silent for a beat, waiting for some kind of approval 
from Rachel.

DAE (CONT'D)
But let me figure it out.

Rachel goes into her--

INT. BEDROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--and lays on the bed. She grabs a pillow and cuddles with 
it.

RACHEL
I feel like we haven’t seen each 
other in a while, you know? I miss 
you...

DAE
(beat)

Yeah?

Dae gets up and heads back into the--

INT. LIVING ROOM/KASIE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where he starts to search for someone in specific.

RACHEL
And there’s something else I need 
to talk to you about.

9.



10.

DAE
(jokingly)

Oh no. I know that tone.

RACHEL
It’s serious, Dae. I’d rather not 
tell you over the phone, but you 
seem to be so busy lately...

Dae mouths to a PARTYGOER--

DAE
(mouthing)

Where’s Tyler?

The partygoer shrugs.

RACHEL
Dae? Are you there?

DAE
Yeah. What do you want to talk 
about?

RACHEL
Nevermind. Can you just try and let 
me know if you can come or not 
soon?

Dae rolls his eyes as he walks into the--

INT. KITCHEN/KASIE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where he sees two GIRLS, 20s, making out by the kitchen 
sink in front of the window.

DAE
(to Rachel, distracted)

Come on. You have to tell me now. 
You can’t leave me hanging like 
that.

Behind the girls, through the window, Dae spots TYLER, 30s, 
his manager, talking with Megan by the pool.

RACHEL
I don’t know...

One of the girls glances at Dae as she’s making out and 
slightly grins, almost like she’s teasingly inviting him. Dae 
watches the girls for a beat before--
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RACHEL (CONT'D)
Dae?

--he’s snapped out of it by Rachel.

DAE
Yeah?

Dae moves passed the girls, hopelessly looking back at them, 
and heads into the--

EXT. BACKYARD/KASIE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where he makes a beeline straight to the pool.

RACHEL
Just don’t get mad.

Rachel gets up and starts pacing.

DAE
You are serious.

Dae arrives at the--

EXT. POOL/KASIE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where he goes up to Tyler and nods to him.

TYLER
Ready?

DAE
To leave?

RACHEL
Who are you talking to?

DAE
(to Rachel)

Tyler.

RACHEL
Did you hear me?

DAE
One second, Rachel.

Dae puts his phone on mute and puts it against his chest.
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DAE (CONT'D)
(to Tyler)

I have to take Rachel to LAX soon.

TYLER
You can’t do that.

DAE
I promised her. Can’t you just get 
Kasie’s shit? I don’t need to go.

MEGAN
(to Dae)

Who’s Rachel?

TYLER
(to Megan)

His girl.

Dae glares at Tyler.

MEGAN
(trying to not look hurt)

Oh... That’s sweet.

DAE
(to Megan)

She’s not--

TYLER
(to Dae)

Kasie’s guy wants to meet you. Not 
me. And we have something else to 
do tonight anyway. Something way 
more important than that.

DAE
(sarcastically)

What could possibly more important 
than doing Kasie a favor?

TYLER
You have the most important meeting 
of your life tonight.

That gets Dae’s attention. He’s fully focused on Tyler now.

DAE
I have a meeting tonight? With who?

TYLER
A director.

Tyler pauses, consciously creating anticipation.
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DAE
And?

TYLER
Who’s shooting a feature in about 
eight months.

Tyler pauses again, grinning.

DAE
Come on, man. You know I hate--

TYLER
Who likes you but doesn’t like you 
enough to not want to meet you 
first. And last but not least, 
who’s leaving tomorrow morning and 
going to be out of town for a 
while. So you can’t fucking flake 
tonight. Is that a good enough 
reason?

DAE
Are you serious?

Tyler nods with a smile. Dae can’t help but do the same. He 
takes his phone off mute and puts it back to his ear.

DAE (CONT'D)
Let me call you back, Rachel.

As Dae pulls the phone away, about to hang up--

RACHEL
(bravely)

Dae. I’m pregnant.

Dae pauses and slowly brings the phone back to his ear.

DAE
What did you just say?

RACHEL
I’m pregnant.

Everything goes dead silent.

Dae pulls the phone away from his ear, dazed. He blankly 
stares at the ground then at Tyler then at Megan. He looks at 
his phone then scans everything around him, watching all the 
people laughing, drinking, and smoking, watching everyone 
carelessly enjoy themselves.
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The party music and noise from all the partygoers starts to 
rapidly escalate until it turns into a monotone hum.

Tyler is saying something to Dae but we can’t make it out. 
Megan puts her hand on Dae’s arm, also saying something we 
don’t hear, then walks away, disappearing into the crowd.

Tyler stares at Dae, questioning.

After a long beat, Dae finally snaps out of it with--

TYLER
What the fuck are you going to do?

Dae stares at Tyler, confused.

TYLER (CONT'D)
Kid. There’s absolutely no way 
you’re flaking on this meeting. 
This meeting is the one you’ll be 
talking about in interviews when 
you’re telling everybody how you 
got famous. I shouldn’t have to 
tell you this.

(beat)
Why the fuck can’t Rachel just take 
an Uber to LAX?

SNAP TO:

INT. TYLER’S CAR - NIGHT (MOVING)

CLOSE UP on Dae sitting in the passenger’s seat, leaning all 
the way back, curled up in the fetal position. He’s holding 
his stomach like he’s sick.

Tyler is driving his BMW, glancing down at his phone every 
few seconds.

DAE
I’m about to vomit. Why the fuck 
didn’t you let me drive?

TYLER
I know exactly where we’re going. 
You know how I hate having to use 
GPS.

DAE
That’s not the reason.
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TYLER
It’s 50% of the reason. You know 
that. And you know that I know that 
you know that. So why do you even 
bring it up?

DAE
I swear to Christ I’ll puke on your 
lap.

TYLER
There’s more of a risk of you 
wrecking when you drive than you 
puking right now.

DAE
Ass.

TYLER
You’re the one threatening me with 
your puke.

DAE
We’re taking my car next time.

TYLER
We can’t take your 1990-something 
Honda to meetings. You’re just 
going to have to live with being 
sick until you have a nicer car 
than me.

DAE
Thanks, man.

TYLER
I think I have ginger root pills 
somewhere in the glove compartment.

Dae gives Tyler a questioning look.

TYLER (CONT'D)
What? They’re really good for 
motion sickness.

Dae slowly leans his chair up and starts looking.

TYLER (CONT'D)
When are you going to see Rachel?

DAE
Morning.
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TYLER
I thought she was going to see her 
dad.

DAE
I canceled her flight.

Tyler shakes his head.

DAE (CONT'D)
What?

TYLER
(beat)

How far along is she?

DAE
No idea.

TYLER
The movie is filming in eight 
months.

DAE
You already told me that.

Tyler starts to passively look for the ginger root pills on 
his side of the car.

TYLER
That’s when Rachel will be giving 
birth to your baby.

DAE
Maybe.

TYLER
Maybe?

DAE
Perhaps. Possibly.

TYLER
(beat)

You think she’d do that?

DAE
I don’t know.

(beat)
Maybe she’s not even pregnant. The 
tests are wrong sometimes, right? 
Aren’t they wrong a lot of the 
time?
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TYLER
They’re almost always right.

Dae deflates.

DAE
I was about to break up with her, 
Tyler.

TYLER
Yeah, well. That’s how it goes, 
right?

Dae avoids the topic as Tyler finally finds the ginger root 
pills, tossing the bottle to Dae. Dae inspects the bottle for 
a quick beat before he pops it open and throws a couple of 
pills down his throat.

TYLER (CONT'D)
You’re only supposed to take one of 
those.

Dae stares out the window, leaning his head against it.

TYLER (CONT'D)
What are you thinking?

DAE
She’s a bitch.

(beat)
Life... Is a bitch.

EXT. LOWER PARKING LOT/GRIFFITH PARK - NIGHT (LATER)

Tyler pulls into one of the many Griffith Park parking lots 
at the bottom of the mountain, just off North Vermont Canyon 
Road. He parks behind a very out of place, beaten down, 80s 
WINNEBAGO.

TYLER
Alright. Let’s go.

DAE
Go where?

TYLER
(pointing at Winnebago)

In there?

DAE
In there?

Tyler nods as he gets out of the car.
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MOMENTS LATER

Dae and Tyler are standing in front of the Winnebago, right 
in front of the door.

DAE (CONT'D)
What the hell is waiting for us in 
there?

TYLER
Kasie’s shit is waiting for us in 
there.

DAE
Kasie’s shit? I thought we were 
going straight to the director’s 
house. I have real problems to deal 
with. Life-altering problems. Kasie 
is the last thing on my mind.

TYLER
How many times do I have to tell 
you? Kasie is a huge asset for us. 
For you. She knows people. She 
knows the people of those people 
and all their guys. She basically 
runs nights around here and can get 
you through doors that some people 
never even get the chance to knock 
on. Have some--

DAE
What? Appreciation? For what? What 
has Kasie done for us other than 
make us her fucking errand boys?

TYLER
She got you this meeting with the 
director.

Dae shuts up after that.

TYLER (CONT'D)
Have some foresight is what I was 
going to say. I know it’s hard 
right now, but just try to keep 
your mind clear.

DAE
None of this shit even matters now.
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TYLER
(beat)

Kasie’s guy saw you on TV, by the 
way. He’s a big fan.

DAE
Is that a good thing?

TYLER
Of course. I’ve heard--I’m pretty 
sure he used to be an actor.

DAE
Did he do anything?

TYLER
If he did, not a single soul has 
ever seen it.

DAE
Okay...

TYLER
Yeah. Don’t bring that up. He’s 
bitter about it.

(beat)
And don’t stare at his birthmark. 
But if you do, God forbid, just 
don’t fucking ask about it.

DAE
Why not?

TYLER
Kasie said she watched him break 
someone’s hand with a hammer.

Dae scoffs.

DAE
You believe that shit?

TYLER
I’d rather not take the risk.

Just as Tyler moves up the steps, about to knock, the door 
opens, leaking out extremely bright, white lights.

After a beat, out steps SY, young but impossible to know his 
exact age, innocent face, tatted up from neck-down, wearing a 
white T-shirt and grey sweatpants (think Post Malone). He has 
a golden birthmark that circles his left eye, similar to Pete 
The Pup. He steps down from the Winnebago and as epic as it 
can be--
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SY
What’s good, bruhs?

SNAP TO:

EXT. DRIVEWAY/RACHEL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Rachel is stepping through her front door, leaving her house. 
It’s somewhere in The Valley. Not the nicest area, more-or-
less average, and visually boring.

Rachel walks to her old, vomit-green Chevy Cavalier and 
manually unlocks the door. She opens the door and slowly gets 
in. She sits in the car for a long beat, staring at nothing 
in front of her before she puts the keys into the ignition.

INT. CONVENIENT STORE - NIGHT

Rachel is slowly walking through the candy aisle, intently 
debating which candy item to get like it’s a life-or-death 
decision. She finally decides and grabs a Twix, then heads to 
the drink section and very decisively grabs a grape soda. As 
she moves to the register, she passes by a rack of cheap 
wine, eyes glued to the bottles.

INT. LIVING ROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Rachel walks through the front door, cheap wine bottle in one 
hand, candy bar and soda in the other.

Rachel’s mom SHERYL, 40s, is waiting for her, eyeing the 
wine.

RACHEL
I just went to the gas station.

SHERYL
Where’s Dae?

RACHEL
Coming. Later.

SHERYL
Did you tell him?

RACHEL
I did.

SHERYL
(beat)

He knows how far along you are?
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Rachel shakes her head “no.” Sheryl sighs.

SHERYL (CONT'D)
He should.

(looking at wine)
And what’s that? I thought you were 
going to--

RACHEL
I’m just going to have one glass, 
mom. One.

(sarcastically)
Celebratory.

Sheryl pauses, not believing Rachel in the slightest, then 
hesitantly turns away.

INT. BEDROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Rachel is laying on her bed, over the covers. She’s cuddled 
up next to her phone, scrolling through Instagram, eating her 
candy bar, and drinking her soda. The wine is on the 
nightstand right next to her, unopened. She looks at it for a 
beat, debating, then back at her phone. As she opens up her 
contacts, about to call Dae, we--

CUT BACK TO:

INT. WINNEBAGO - NIGHT (PARKED)

It’s an absolute mess in the claustrophobic space. There are 
bright LED studio lights on either side of the place, 
lighting everything up, along with random Christmas lights 
scattered about.

In the very back, laying on a tiny, unkept bed is DIZARAY, 
20s, watching a small TV mounted on the wall, volume all the 
way down. She’s high on heaven knows what.

In the middle is Dae and Tyler, sitting on a fold-out couch, 
smashed next to each other, touching shoulders.

In the front, sitting at the steering wheel is none other 
than SY himself, hand casually placed right next to a hammer 
on the dashboard by the wheel. He’s reticently staring at 
Dae, smoking a cigarette. He’s definitely flying high on 
something strong.

TYLER
So, so.

After an awkward beat--

21.



22.

TYLER (CONT'D)
(to Dizaray)

What’s your name again?

DIZARAY
Dizaray.

TYLER
Well, Dizaray, do you know how much 
a polar bear weighs?

Dizaray blankly stares at Tyler, barely keeping her eyes open 
and slightly shakes her head “no.”

TYLER (CONT'D)
(realizing it’s pointless)

Enough to--uh--break the ice.

Dizaray flops her head back down, drifting back into her own 
drug-induced altered reality. Tyler looks slightly defeated.

Sy is still staring at Dae, studying him. After a long beat 
of more unbearable awkwardness--

DAE
(to Sy)

So, what’s up with your birthmark?

Tyler immediately turns to Dae, silently pissed, eyes wide.

Dizaray lets out a guffaw.

Sy gets up from the wheel, bringing the hammer, and slowly 
moves to Dae and Tyler. He squats in front of Dae.

SY
(to Dae)

It ain’t a birthmark. It’s a 
tattoo.

Sy stares Dae right in the eye for a tense beat. Then out of 
nowhere, there’s a low, almost inaudible, growling sound. Sy 
immediately responds to the sound by abruptly smacking the 
hammer against the floor as hard as he can, startling 
everyone, silencing the growl.

Dae and Tyler are scared but more than that, utterly 
confused, both staring at Sy. Sy smiles at them, flashing his 
golden grill.
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SY (CONT'D)
There’s some kind of fucking animal 
living somewhere under this piece 
of shit, and I swear to God it’s 
fucking with me.

Dae and Tyler are just about dumbfounded. Sy stands and sets 
the hammer back on the dashboard.

DAE
(beat)

Well. That’s--uh--that’s pretty 
badass. Your tattoo is badass.

SY
I’m glad someone thinks so.

DAE
(trying to ease up)

People really think it’s a 
birthmark?

SY
No one ever says anything about it. 
Hurts my feelings. I started 
regretting getting it.

Dae gives Tyler a “are you serious?” look.

TYLER
I knew it was a tattoo.

Sy moves to the back and hops on the bed with Dizaray.

DIZARAY
It’s the ugliest thing I’ve ever 
seen.

Sy kisses Dizaray.

SY
That’s why I like you. Being honest 
with me. Not because that ass. I 
would die for that ass, though.

DIZARAY
It’s rude to ignore your guests, 
doggy.

SY
(to Dizaray)

Where’s the weed?
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Dizaray reaches behind her and hands Sy two pharmacy bottles 
filled with weed. They makeout for a long beat. Dae and Tyler 
awkwardly watch, waiting.

DAE
(to Tyler, mouthing)

You’re such a pussy.

TYLER
(mouthing)

I’m going to murder you.

Sy hops off the bed and moves back toward Dae and Tyler. He 
hands Tyler the pharmacy bottles as he passes by.

SY
Can’t and won’t find that shit in 
any dispensaries. Got a secret 
formula more valuable than the 
Krabby Patty recipe.

TYLER
Kasie will be pleased.

SY
How’s she doing, though?

Sy moves to a small refrigerator and opens it.

SY (CONT'D)
You guys wanna drink?

TYLER
I’m good. We can’t stay long 
anyway.

DAE
Do you have grape soda?

Sy looks Dae right in the eye.

SY
Bruh. I like you. I like the shit 
outta you.

Sy grabs an almost empty bottle of vodka from the 
refrigerator and hands it to Dae.

SY (CONT'D)
Good shit right there.

Dae takes a swig. Tyler gives him a look.
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DAE
I’m fine.

TYLER
(to Sy)

Kasie’s back is worse, by the way.

SY
I told her not to go to that 
asshole chiropractor. They ain’t 
nothing but scam artists. Look that 
shit up.

Sy starts searching through the cabinets.

TYLER
So what’s the deal this new shit? 
The you-know-what. Kasie thinks 
it’s going to change the nightclub 
game.

SY
We’ll get to that. For now--

Sy grabs a two-liter bottle of grape soda out of what looks 
to be some kind of munchie cabinet. It’s filled with other 
sodas and all kinds of childish snacks.

SY (CONT'D)
--let’s have a drink.

Sy grabs the bottle of vodka from Dae and starts making 
drinks.

SY (CONT'D)
Of course I have fucking grape 
soda.

DAE
So, you liked my guest appearance 
on--

SY
You’re a movie star. Stop doing TV. 
TV is for people who ain’t good 
enough for movies.

TYLER
I completely disagree with that.

SY
How long you been out here acting?
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DAE
A little over six months.

SY
Damn, bruh. Moving up fast.

Dae looks to Tyler. As Tyler grins with an affirming nod, 
Dae’s phone rings. He checks it--

INSERT: “Rachel”

Dae ignores it, sighing.

Sy hands Dae the first drink, staring at him with in intense 
look. Dae is distracted, nervously holding his phone in his 
hand, squeezing it tightly.

SY (CONT'D)
(to Dae)

Alright. What the fuck’s on your 
mind?

DAE
What?

SY
You look emotionally constipated. I 
can read people. It’s my gift. I 
just gotta look them in the eye for 
a slightly awkward amount of time, 
then I know when some shit’s going 
down. You have cancer or somethin’?

DAE
I wish.

SY
Don’t joke with that shit.

DAE
I was just informed--

Tyler kicks Dae’s leg, trying to get him to shut up.

DAE (CONT'D)
--that I might be a father really 
soon.

TYLER
He’s freaking out a little. Over 
exaggerating.
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DAE
I happen to think I’m under-
exaggerating.

Sy moves close to Dae, still looking him in the eye, 
contemplating.

SY
Abortion.

Dae is taken off guard by that.

TYLER
I don’t think that’s a good idea.

SY
Abortion? It’s the only idea. He 
has to do that.

TYLER
He isn’t the one who’s going to be 
doing anything, but regardless, I 
just mean talking about it right 
now.

Sy moves back to the front and sits back by the wheel. He 
starts making himself a drink.

SY
I think it’s a good idea to talk 
about it.

(to Dae)
Take your girl to get an abortion 
first thing in the morning. Get it 
out of the way.

TYLER
It’s not the only idea. There are 
many other options. And you’re 
still saying it like he’s the one 
who’d be doing it.

SY
Listen, Dae. You have a bright 
future ahead of you. A kid will 
ruin it all. There ain’t no way 
you’re really considering not 
having an abortion, right?

DAE
What do you think? But Tyler’s 
right. It’s not my decision to 
make.
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SY
Quit justifying. You better make it 
your decision to make, then make 
the right decision. Which is 
obviously to abort the fetus. I’m 
telling you--

TYLER
For fuck’s sake, why don’t we keep 
it light, guys?

(beat)
Now, where are the hard drugs?

SY
(ignoring Tyler)

I’ve been with many women who’ve 
had abortions. Dizaray over there 
had one not too long ago, if you 
wanna get real.

Dae looks at Dizaray. She’s still off in her own world on the 
messy bed.

SY (CONT'D)
Look at us.

(waits)
We living the real life--the free 
life. You think we’d be living this 
free with kids?

Tyler rolls his eyes, judgmentally scanning the mess-of-a-
space.

DAE
Most likely not.

TYLER
You’d be in jail if you had kids.

SY
(to Tyler)

Listen, bruh, I’m just trying to 
help.

TYLER
And I appreciate--we appreciate 
that. But an abortion wouldn’t be 
good for his image. A young, up-and-
coming star selfishly has an 
abortion out of fear? Doesn’t look 
too good.
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DAE
(to Tyler)

You think that?

Tyler shrugs and just as he’s about to answer--

SY
(interrupting)

He won’t become a fucking star if 
he has a kid. That’s the truth.

Tyler is visibly hit by that and tries to hide it, and Tyler 
being hit causes Dae to be hit as well.

DAE
You don’t think abortion is--you 
know--it’s killing a baby, right?

SY
Stop right there. Fetuses aren’t 
babies. That whole goddamn notion 
needs to be flushed directly down 
the toilet.

DAE
What about those asshole protestors 
who’re always holding up those 
disgusting signs, trying to show 
how they are babies. Just really 
small, red babies.

SY
Listen, there’s an unspoken moral 
cutoff for abortions. Like 12 
weeks. When it starts to show. 
After that, you are killing a baby. 
But before that, it’s totally 
chill. Everyone does it.

(beat)
You religious or something?

DAE
You mean Christian or--

SY
Do you follow Jesus Christ of 
Nazareth? Or any other fake 
saviors?

DAE
I don’t.
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TYLER
Why are you bringing religion into 
this?

SY
I’m bringing religion into this to 
make a profound point.

(back to Dae)
Fuck Jesus.

TYLER
That’s your point?

SY
Just listen. You know the brain is 
what makes us human, right? Not the 
soul. Not what all the fake-savior-
followers believe.

DAE
Honestly, I have no idea what makes 
us human. I don’t think anyone 
really knows.

SY
But you can agree that the brain is 
everything. The brain is what makes 
us do this and that and the other 
thing.

DAE
Sure.

SY
Do you know what’s going through a 
fetuses brain?

(waits)
Nothing. Electrical impulses and 
shit.

DAE
You know that for sure?

SY
(beat, he doesn’t)

Of course I do.

TYLER
(sternly)

Well. I know, 100%, how these 
things work in this business. 
Regardless of religions and morals.
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SY
(to Tyler)

Who the fuck have you made famous?

Tyler shuts up, starting to get really annoyed.

SY (CONT'D)
(back to Dae)

How much money you got right now?

TYLER
You don’t have to answer that, Dae.

DAE
I’m in debt, actually. Fucking 
student loans.

SY
So you ain’t got enough to pay for 
a child. Am I right? All the 
bullshit a child needs to not die? 
Diapers, wipes, food, toys, crib, 
medical expenses, pediatrician 
visits, etcetera, etcetera.

DAE
Not even close.

SY
Think about that. How you gonna 
keep acting if you can’t even 
afford to cover the basics? You’d 
have to get a day job. There goes 
half your week right there. 
Probably more.

DAE
A lot can happen in eight months.

SY
Human nature ain’t gonna change in 
eight months.

TYLER
Do you think we can get the drugs 
now? We have other, more important 
things--

DAE
(to Sy)

Wait. What do you mean?
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SY
Eight months your girl is going to 
have the baby?

DAE
If it happens.

TYLER
(fed up)

We're going to be filming his first 
feature film in eight months with 
an amazing director. That’s what’s 
going to be happening. That’s 
what’s in our future. His future. 
Why don’t we all focus on that and 
not focus on things that haven’t 
manifested yet?

SY
(enviously)

You got a feature?

Dae looks to Tyler.

TYLER
Well--

SY
What?

TYLER
We have a meeting tonight with the 
director. That’s why we really 
should get going--

SY
It’s not set in stone?

DAE
(looking at Tyler)

I guess not.

Sy laughs, looking at Tyler.

SY
Like I said, human nature ain’t 
fucking changing in eight months. 
Your girl--

DAE
Rachel.

SY
--wants you around, right?
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DAE
(beat)

Yeah.

Sy gets up and moves to Dae, reading him for a beat.

SY
Shit, bruh. You don’t even love 
her, do you?

Dae hesitates to answer then just as he’s about to speak--

TYLER
Alright. Enough. Let’s fucking drop 
this. I want his mind clear for--

SY
(to Tyler)

We just talkin’, boss-man.

Sy chugs the rest of his drink.

SY (CONT'D)
All I’m trying to say, love or not, 
Rachel ain’t gonna let you run off 
and act every day with other girls 
and shit while she’s taking care of 
your baby. And if you leave her, 
there goes all your money to child 
support. But the worst thing--the 
absolute worst fucking thing is the 
guilt. You can leave Rachel and 
fight her for the money--that’s 
easy--but the guilt is gonna eat 
your fucking “soul.”

(beat)
Unless I’m wrong and human nature 
miraculously changes in eight 
months.

Sy opens a drawer and pulls out a death-black ziplock bag and 
shakes it.

TYLER
Finally.

SY
This shit is the best shit there is 
on this tiny planet. Dangerous. But 
the best. If you like instantly 
solving all your problems at least.
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DAE
(half jokingly)

Let’s do some right now.

Tyler gives Dae a look.

SY
That’s the fucking spirit.

DAE
(to Tyler)

It would be nice to just relax for 
one fucking second.

Tyler rolls his eyes.

Sy opens the bag and squints his eyes, looking into it.

SY
(to Dae)

I’m sorry if I’m coming across 
harsh, bruh. I like you. Just 
keeping it real.

DAE
I appreciate that.

SY
Cray-cray. Having a baby the same 
time you’d be filming. It’s like 
the universe is making you choose.

TYLER
(fed up again)

It will all work out. It’s not the 
end of the world, you know? There 
are people who literally never know 
where their next meal is coming 
from. People fearing for their 
lives on a daily basis. And even 
worse shit. Real fucking problems.

SY
Fuck all that. All us obese 
Americans watching all the skeletal 
black kids in Africa are feeling 
more shitty about it than the black 
kids are themselves. Pain is 
relative, and who’s to say one 
person’s pain means less than 
another’s? God? Jesus? You?

(beat, reaching in bag)
Who wants to do this first?
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TYLER
You are serious.

Dizaray pops up from the bed.

DIZARAY
You know I do.

Dizaray stumbles her way to Sy, who’s now sitting back at the 
wheel. We don’t see how she does it, but we know she’s doing 
the drug, watching her from behind. She hands the black bag 
to Dae on her way back to the bed. Sy gets up and follows 
her, playfully tossing her on the bed.

Dae reaches into the bag, but Tyler puts his hand on Dae’s 
and gives him a sincere look, and not a patronizing, sincere 
look, more like a fatherly, sincere look.

DAE
Fuck. Alight.

Tyler takes the bag.

TYLER
Get your head straight.

Sy comes from the back and snatches the bag from Tyler on his 
way back to the wheel.

SY
Good shit, right?

TYLER
(obviously fake)

The best.

Sy reaches into the bag and does the drug. We see it happen 
the same way we did with Dizaray.

DAE
I don’t think Rachel’s that way.

SY
Huh?

DAE
I don’t think she’s manipulating me 
like that. She--well--she supports 
me, you know? She always has.

SY
What has she done to prove that to 
you?
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Dae contemplates.

SY (CONT'D)
She “says” she supports you?

(waits)
Listen, the first girl I was with--
sexy bitch, with her since high 
school--tried to fuck me over. You 
sound exactly like me when I was 
with her.

DAE
How do I sound?

SY
Like a pussy.

DAE
Maybe you’re right.

TYLER
He’s not right.

SY
I get it, though. This bitch tried 
to trap me and shit. She got me 
working for her dad but made me 
think it was cause I was a good 
worker. Not because she talked him 
into hiring me. I was making that 
paper and dropped everything else I 
was doing. Made my life all about 
her and the cash. I became 
dependent because she knew how to 
fucking manipulate men. You feel?

DAE
What did she do?

SY
(uncertain)

She just--you know--she was, like, 
being a bitch. All the time. Lying 
and shit.

Tyler scoffs at that, easily seeing Sy’s insecurities coming 
through.

SY (CONT'D)
(to Dae)

You better get a handle on your 
fucking fancy-pants friend.
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DAE
He’s cool.

(to Tyler)
You cool?

TYLER
I’m cool.

SY
Anyway, she basically blackmailed 
me into getting her pregnant. Said 
I’d lose my job if I didn’t. Lose 
the job, lose the cash. Lose the 
cash, lose my life.

DAE
What did you do?

SY
Got her pregnant. Stupidest fucking 
thing I ever did.

DAE
Wait. You have a kid?

SY
I tried making her get an abortion, 
but she ended up passing the moral 
cutoff. So I booked it outta there. 
Haven’t seen her since and don’t 
plan on ever seeing her ever again.

(beat)
And look at me now: Got it all.

Dae and Tyler let that soak in for a beat, examining the 
Winnebago, which all of a sudden seems even more pathetic 
than before.

SY (CONT'D)
I love this, bruhs. Chilling and 
talking about this raw shit. It’s 
bomb as a bitchin’ bitch.

TYLER
Uh--yeah. Us to. Anyway--

(looking at Dizaray)
Thanks for the great company.

(looking around Winnebago)
Thanks for the hospitality.

(looks to Dae)
But I think we gotta book it 
ourselves now. Really.

Sy stares at Tyler for a beat, then--
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SY
Shhh. Wait.

TYLER
What? The animal again?

SY
(harshly)

Shhh.

Sy creeps to the back window and looks out.

DAE
Are you okay?

SY
(to everyone)

Hold up, hold up, hold up.

Sy stares out of the window for a beat then rushes to the 
wheel.

TYLER
What the hell’s going on?

SY
Turn off the lights.

TYLER
What?

SY
Diz, turn off the fucking lights.

Dizaray jumps up and yanks a cord out of the wall, turning 
the studio lights off. She goes back to the bed and flops 
down like nothing is happening.

Dae and Tyler are utterly confused.

SY (CONT'D)
Security’s coming. Everybody hold 
on.

EXT. LOWER PARKING LOT/GRIFFITH PARK - NIGHT

The Winnebago starts up and takes off, pulling out of the 
parking lot and onto the main street, North Vermont Canyon 
Road, heading up the mountain.

SY (O.S.)
And don’t spill the fucking drinks!
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INT. WINNEBAGO - CONTINUOUS (MOVING)

Sy is casually driving, like he’s done this many times, while 
Dae and Tyler are a bit dismantled. Dizaray is just about 
passed out now, swaying with all the turns.

TYLER
What about my car?

SY
It’s chill.

TYLER
You’re paying for the ticket if I 
get one.

SY
It’ll probably get towed, but--

TYLER
You better be fucking kidding.

SY
--it’s chill, bruh.

DAE
(jokingly mocking to 
Tyler)

Don’t freak out, kid. It’s not the 
end of the world.

Dae puts his hand on Tyler’s shoulder, trying to calm him. 
Tyler takes a deep breath, deflating.

Sy makes a sharp turn, causing everyone to suddenly move. We 
hear a thud in the back and--

DIZARAY (O.S.)
Fuckin’ shit, Sy. Calm your ass 
down.

Sy laughs.

TYLER
(to Dae, mouthing)

I really am going to murder you.

EXT. LOS FELIZ BLVD/GRIFFITH PARK - NIGHT

Various exterior shots of the Winnebago on the windy street, 
heading up the mountain.
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INT. WINNEBAGO - CONTINUOUS (MOVING)

They’re at the top of the mountain now, close to the 
observatory, overlooking the city.

SY
Look at that goddamn view. Fuck 
every asshole who says this place 
is too touristy.

Sy slows down for a beat then keeps driving, heading down the 
opposite side of the mountain, going in a big circle.

SY (CONT'D)
You know, Tyler’s right about one 
thing at least. Just focus on doing 
that feature.

TYLER
Of course I’m right.

SY
Still get the abortion--get the 
abortion first thing tomorrow--but 
focus on the feature, you feel?

DAE
There’s no winning in this 
situation.

SY
Don’t be a bitch.

DAE
One way or another, I’m fucked.

SY
(to Dae)

You meditate?

DAE
I don’t.

SY
Why not?

DAE
I don’t know. Lazy. Pessimistic.

SY
Meditating makes your mind go 
blank. Makes you forget about 
everything. I used to do it every 
day.
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DAE
Really? You of all people are going 
to suggest that I meditate?

SY
Fuck no. Now I just stay high every 
day. Actually fucking works. That’s 
what I’m suggesting.

Sy laughs, almost maniacally. Tyler patronizingly shakes his 
head.

EXT. LOS FELIZ BLVD/GRIFFITH PARK - NIGHT

Various exterior shots of the Winnebago on the windy street, 
heading down the mountain now and getting onto Los Feliz. 
They circle back around to the parking lot off North Vermont 
Canyon Road.

INT. WINNEBAGO - CONTINUOUS (MOVING)

Dae starts slowly curling up into a ball.

SY
Shit, bruh. I’m not trying to scare 
you. You okay?

Tyler reaches into his pocket.

TYLER
(to Dae)

Hey.

Dae looks up, pale, like he’s about to vomit.

And like a hero out of a Marvel movie, Tyler holds up the 
bottle of ginger root pills. He tosses it to Dae. Dae quickly 
opens it, throws a couple of pills down his throat, then puts 
his head down, taking deep breaths.

TYLER (CONT'D)
(to SY)

Carsick. Winnebago-sick.
(beat)

How can you live in this thing?

SY
(offended)

I don’t live in this fucking thing. 
This is for my drug operations 
only. Keeps the cops never knowing 
where I’m going to be.
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TYLER
What’s up with the studio lights?

SY
I was making a film of my own with 
Diz over there. Know what I’m 
saying? That’s another one of my 
gifts.

Sy looks back at Tyler who’s judgmentally looking back at 
Dizaray.

TYLER
She okay?

SY
She’s great. She’s an insomniac.

TYLER
Insomniac? She looks passed out to 
me. You mean narcoleptic?

Sy looks back at Tyler again, right in the eye.

SY
What’s your fucking deal, bro?

Tyler is caught off guard by that. Dae looks up.

TYLER
What?

SY
You’re questioning every word out 
my mouth. Just like every other 
douchebag suit I know. It’s why 
dropped out of the godforsaken 
business.

TYLER
I’m not a “suit.”

SY
Nobody gives a shit about anybody 
but everybody gives a fuck about 
themselves.

DAE
(to Sy)

Don’t mind him. He always has a 
stick shoved right in his asshole. 
Took me a while to get used to his 
assholeyness.
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SY
(to Tyler)

How long you been his boss?

TYLER
(correcting)

I’m his manager.

SY
How long?

TYLER
Why are you asking me?

SY
(to Dae)

You know you’re doing so much more 
for him than he is for you, right? 
Don’t disregard that shit, bruh.

Tyler gets tense, about to say something--

DAE
(half jokingly)

I’ll make that call after I see how 
this meeting goes.

TYLER
(to Dae)

Really?

DAE
(changing subject)

How does ginger help with 
carsickness anyway? I already feel 
better.

TYLER
(letting go)

Magic. Fucking magic.

SY
They say people who get motion sick 
also get scared shitless of change 
in their lives.

DAE
Makes sense.

TYLER
Who says that?
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SY
I say that. I just made that shit 
up. But it’s accurate as fuck.

DAE
I can admit that.

SY
What does your bitch--excuse me--
what does Rachel have to say about 
all this?

DAE
She just told me she was pregnant. 
We haven’t discussed the details.

SY
She told you tonight?

Dae nods.

SY (CONT'D)
Damn.

(beat)
At least tell me you met her in a 
romantic way.

(teasingly)
Gotta have a good story for the 
kid.

DAE
Fuck you.

SNAP TO:

INT. BEDROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

CLOSE UP of Rachel’s phone, Instagram open on Dae’s profile. 
We PULL BACK to reveal Rachel sitting in her bed, looking 
into a hand mirror, cleaning off up her makeup. Next to her 
is her phone. She’s looking through all of Dae’s photos. More 
than half of them are of him with what seems to be random 
girls. Selfies. She scrolls and scrolls, until there’s a 
knock at the door, interrupting her.

RACHEL
Yeah?

Sheryl comes in, holding a big bowl of buttery popcorn.
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SHERYL
(offering)

I just rented a particular movie on 
Amazon.

RACHEL
Definitely not in the mood for a 
movie.

SHERYL
Not even your favorite movie?

RACHEL
Especially not my favorite.

SHERYL
(holding out popcorn)

I put extra serendipity.

RACHEL
Mom.

Sheryl looks at the wine. Rachel follows her eyes. It’s still 
unopened.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
I’m fine.

SHERYL
(awkwardly)

Just know--you know I’m always--

RACHEL
You’re my mother. Of course I know 
you’re always here for me. I’d just 
rather not talk to you at this 
particular moment about this 
particular thing.

SHERYL
(beat)

Okay, Rachel.

Sheryl turns to leave but hesitates for a beat, then--

SHERYL (CONT'D)
You know, I know how you feel about 
me after what happened with your 
dad. And I completely get it. But 
I’m not going to come in here all 
desperately with popcorn to get you 
to talk to me again. 

(MORE)
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You have control of whether you 
want to let me in or not, and it’ll 
be your loss if you don’t.

Sheryl leaves, not waiting for a response, leaving the door 
slightly cracked open.

Rachel reaches out and grabs the wine. She tears the label 
off and studies the cork for a beat.

INT. KITCHEN/RACHEL’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Rachel grabs a slightly rusted corkscrew from a drawer.

Sheryl is slumped into the couch in the living room, watching 
the sports channel, popcorn untouched on the coffee table in 
front of her.

Rachel slowly heads back to her bedroom, watching her mom the 
whole way.

INT. BEDROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Rachel is sitting in the middle of her bed, wine open in one 
hand, her phone in the other. She’s scrolling through Dae’s 
Instagram page again. She stops and looks down at her 
stomach, putting her hand on it, then looks at the wine. She 
breaks for a beat and starts to tear up, but stops herself, 
wiping her tears. She brings the wine bottle to her lips and 
takes a swig.

DAE (O.S.)
Pathetic.

CUT BACK TO:

EXT. LOWER PARKING LOT/GRIFFITH PARK - NIGHT

The Winnebago pulls back into the parking lot they started 
in, parking behind Tyler’s car.

INT. WINNEBAGO - CONTINUOUS (PARKED)

Sy gets up from the wheel and moves close to Dae. Tyler jumps 
up and moves to the window, looking out at his car which is 
parked right where it should be.

TYLER
Thank the fucking lord.

SHERYL (CONT'D)
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DAE
(to Sy)

Right?

SY
Damn right, bruh. Meeting through 
social media is more than pathetic. 
It’s not real. Social media is 
fucking the human race right in the 
ass. In a bad way.

(beat)
Let me get the rest of Kasie’s shit 
together.

Sy starts looking through drawers and cabinets.

DAE
You got it backward. How do you 
think social media got the way it 
is?

SY
Humans wouldn’t be the way we are 
if social media was never invented.

DAE
Bullshit. Social media could be the 
best thing to ever happen to us, 
but because we’re all selfish and 
insecure, it--well--it is what it 
is today: A way for people to 
secretly validate themselves 
without being judged for being self-
centered pricks.

SY
(laughing)

Someone has some serious issues.

TYLER
(to Dae)

Sorry to say it, kid, but you’re 
going to have to learn to love 
social media.

DAE
That’ll never happen.

TYLER
You want to be a star?
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DAE
Not posting every stupid detail of 
my life on the internet will aid in 
the making of me becoming a star. 
Think about it. Did Marlon Brando 
have an Instagram? Did James Dean?

TYLER
(calling him out)

You have an Instagram.

Dae shrugs.

TYLER (CONT'D)
You know the infamous “if you had a 
time machine” question, right?

DAE
Sure.

TYLER
Well, my answer would be going back 
to the 50s and bringing Instagram 
with me--bringing all social media. 
I’d find Marlon Brando and James 
Dean, before they were famous, make 
them accounts and post every stupid 
little detail of their lives, 
making them even more famous--more 
famous than The Beatles and Elvis 
combined. Think about how much more 
people would’ve admired them if 
they would’ve seen their real 
lives.

SY
Wow. Spoken like a real Hollywood 
agent.

TYLER
I’m a fucking manager. Managers 
care more than agents. Everyone 
knows that.

SY
The writers of Entourage know that.

DAE
(to Tyler)

It’s the opposite of what you just 
said, man. There would be no 
admiration for stars if people 
fully saw their real lives. People 
would see how normal they are. 

(MORE)
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That’s why as soon as I get to the 
place I have in my head with my 
career, it’s all going to be 
deleted.

Sy is now back at the front, by the steering wheel, tying up 
more black bags.

SY
What is that place?

Dae looks at Tyler.

DAE
After my first feature.

SY
Well. I gotta say it: You ain’t 
getting to that place if you have a 
fucking kid.

Sy moves to Dae and hands him the black bags.

DAE
You really don’t care that you 
ended--even if they’re not really 
babies--possible human lives?

SY
Listen, bruh. One of the most 
important things I ever realized--
thank God at a young age--was that 
I am the most important motha fucka 
in my life. No other motha fuckas 
matter. The moment you start 
compromising for others is the same 
moment you start digging your own 
grave. I don’t want to sound all 
cheesy and shit, but it’s the same 
thing all the hippy-dippy 
douchebags believe: Love yourself.

(beat)
Are you really loving yourself 
letting this bitch--letting Rachel 
manipulate you into having a 
fucking kid? That’s what you want?

Dae stares down at the black bags for a long beat before--

DIZARAY
(calling)

Sy...

Dae snaps out of it and looks to the back.

DAE (CONT'D)
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SY
What now?

Sy moves across the whole Winnebago to the back to find 
Dizaray sprawled out on the bed, covered in vomit.

DIZARAY
I don’t feel--

Dizaray throws up again, off the bed this time.

SY
Shit, Diz!

Tyler moves to Dae and puts his hand out.

TYLER
I’ll hold on to those.

Dae slowly hands the black bags to Tyler, not taking his eyes 
off them.

TYLER (CONT'D)
Dae.

Dae looks up at Tyler.

TYLER (CONT'D)
Don’t even think about all this 
bullshit Sy is saying right now. 
He’s fucking crazy.

Dae looks to the back and watches Sy struggling to lift 
Dizaray out of the bed.

SY
(in the b.g.)

I told you not to fucking overdo it 
again.

TYLER
We’ll figure everything out. Just 
get your head clear before this 
meeting. Okay?

Dae is still watching Sy and Dizaray.

TYLER (CONT'D)
(louder)

Okay?

DAE
Yeah, man. I’ll be good.
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Dae moves to the back, leaving Tyler, and starts helping Sy 
lift Dizaray.

DAE (CONT'D)
Where?

SY
Bathroom.

Dae and Sy lift Dizaray, wrapping her arms around their 
shoulders, and slowly walk her to the tiny bathroom and 
gently sit her down on the toilet.

The low growling faintly starts again right under Tyler.

TYLER
(calling)

Sy! I think the--uh--animal is 
back.

SY
Hammer!

TYLER
What?

SY
Smack the fucking floor with the 
hammer!

Sy turns on the water and starts soaking a rag.

Tyler grabs the hammer and smacks the floor. The growling 
doesn’t stop this time.

SY (CONT'D)
(to Dae)

I’ll let Kasie know you were a good 
guest. I know you’re doing this as 
a favor. She’s a needy bitch, ain’t 
she?

DAE
(re: Dizaray)

Is she going to be okay?

SY
Bruh, this happens at least three 
times a week. She never learns. 
This ain’t nothin. I’ll handle it. 
But you better get back to your 
boss--
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TYLER (O.S.)
(interrupting)

Manager!

DAE
I’ll hit you up when I’m famous and 
need the good shit for my parties.

SY
Have a good life, brotha. Don’t do 
any more TV.

(looking at Tyler)
And don’t let the suit--

Tyler smacks the floor with the hammer again.

TYLER (O.S.)
Fucking manager!

SY
--fuck you over.

Dae glances back at Tyler then back to Sy. Sy puts his hand 
out in a fist, and like true bros, they fist-bump as a 
goodbye.

EXT. LOWER PARKING LOT/GRIFFITH PARK - CONTINUOUS

WIDE SHOT of Dae and Tyler leaving the Winnebago. Through the 
doorway, we see Dizaray sprawled out in the bathroom and Sy 
wiping vomit off of her. We hold on this for a long beat 
before we--

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Rachel is sprawled out in the middle of her bed, wine on the 
nightstand, about a third empty now. Her phone rings, 
breaking the silence, slightly startling her.

She sits up and searches for it, finding it under the same 
pillow she’s been cuddling with. She checks it--

“Dae”

She debates answering, then decides to take the call.

52.



53.

RACHEL
(into phone)

Dae.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. TYLER’S CAR - NIGHT (SAME TIME)

Dae is driving now, speeding down Santa Monica Blvd. His 
phone is connected to the Bluetooth in the car.

Tyler is sitting straight up, holding on to the grip above 
the window, a little tense. His phone is on his lap, GPS 
directing them.

We can feel the subtle, underlying tension growing with every 
line throughout the scene.

DAE
(to Bluetooth)

Hey.

TYLER
Slow down, kid. It’s the middle of 
the fucking night. No need to 
speed.

RACHEL
What?

TYLER
Hey, Rachel. It’s Tyler. I can hear 
you. You can hear me. You know the 
drill.

RACHEL
Oh...

DAE
The middle of the night is the only 
time to speed in LA.

RACHEL
When are you going to be here, Dae?

DAE
(to Rachel)

I have a meeting.

RACHEL
You have a meeting? This late?
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DAE
With a director.

RACHEL
Uh... Okay.

TYLER
It’s a big one, Rachel.

RACHEL
So when are you going to be here?

DAE
Before the sun comes up.

RACHEL
The only flight I could book was in 
the morning.

DAE
Shit. Really?

(waits)
I’ll get you there. Don’t worry.

Rachel gets up and moves into the--

INT. BATHROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where she turns the shower on and keeps her hand in the 
water, waiting for it to get warm.

RACHEL
I just--we were going to talk.

DAE
We can talk now.

RACHEL
With Tyler there?

DAE
You’re going to have to get used to 
him being around all the time. 
Things are going to be changing 
really soon.

RACHEL
I’d rather not. I’m about to--

DAE
Why not?
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RACHEL
Why not what?

DAE
You just said you’d rather not get 
used to Tyler being around all the 
time. Why the fuck not?

RACHEL
(beat, knows where this is 
going)

I meant, I’d rather not talk on the 
phone right now.

DAE
Okay. Well. I do.

RACHEL
Can we not do this right now?

DAE
Do what?

RACHEL
This.

DAE
What is “this?”

RACHEL
Can we not play games?

DAE
Games? I’m just trying to talk.

RACHEL
Just call me later. Or call me 
whenever. Or just come here when 
you want. Do whatever. But I don’t 
want to fucking sit here and argue 
over the phone in the middle of the 
night like two fucking children.

DAE
What about what I want? This isn’t 
just about you.

RACHEL
I never said it was, Dae.

DAE
You implied that. And implication 
the way you just did it is also 
known as passive aggression. 

(MORE)
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Which in almost all cases is a 
fucking “game.”

Rachel sits on the toilet, frustrated. She puts her face in 
her hand, ready to give up.

RACHEL
Okay. Sorry.

DAE
What?

RACHEL
What?

DAE
You’re mad?

RACHEL
What did I do, Dae?

DAE
You’re just--I can tell when you’re 
mad. You never say it, but I can 
tell.

RACHEL
I’m not mad.

DAE
Let me guess, you’re hurt?

(waits)
You always say that. “I’m not mad. 
I’m hurt.” Either way, you’re 
treating me like shit right now. 
And Tyler.

TYLER
Rachel, you’re good. I don’t feel 
like you’re treating me like 
anything.

RACHEL
Thanks, Tyler.

DAE
(annoyed)

Do you even care about my side, 
Rachel? Do you understand that I’m 
going through something too? I feel 
so much. I feel so many complex 
emotions on a daily basis. You know 
that.

DAE (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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(beat)
I’m a fucking Scorpio.

Rachel moves back to the shower and puts her hand in, feeling 
the water. She yanks her hand back from the heat.

RACHEL
I can’t do this.

DAE
And now you’re just going to give 
up? Typical. Let me guess--

TYLER
(purposefully intruding)

Make a right up here, Dae.

That snaps Dae out of it. He looks at Tyler who’s giving him 
the kind of look a father gives his child after saying 
something stupid in public. Dae deflates.

DAE
(to Rachel)

Rachel. I’m just--

RACHEL
I know. I am too.

TYLER
Just stay here for now, Dae.

RACHEL
(easing)

You’re heading to the director’s 
right now?

DAE
Beverly Hills.

RACHEL
It’s serious, huh?

DAE
I really, really hope so.

They both pause. Rachel starts taking her clothes off, ready 
to get in the shower, steam starting to flow out of it.

RACHEL
Call me later, I guess. I’ll be 
here, waiting for you--

DAE (CONT'D)
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DAE
Don’t wait for me.

(beat)
I’ll just call you when I’m there.

RACHEL
Well.

DAE
(beat)

Rachel?

RACHEL
Yeah?

Dae finally gathers the courage to ask what he’s been wanting 
to this whole time.

DAE
How many weeks pregnant are you?

That catches Rachel completely off guard.

Tyler looks at Dae, filled with dread.

RACHEL
What?

DAE
How many weeks pregnant are you? Do 
you know?

RACHEL
I’m--I mean--I don’t like know-
know, exactly.

DAE
What do you think?

RACHEL
Dae--

DAE
(sternly)

Rachel.

RACHEL
Can we just talk about this later?

DAE
How many fucking weeks pregnant are 
you?
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Rachel leans against the wall and slides to the floor, right 
next to the shower, steam flowing out more heavily, filling 
the room.

RACHEL
Almost 12.

There’s a long, silent, and deadly beat.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Dae?

EXTREME CLOSE UP on Dae’s hands squeezing the steering wheel, 
then his eyes. He gets livid, ready to explode. He’s just 
about to go off when--

TYLER
We’ll call you later, Rachel.

Tyler quickly yanks Dae’s phone away from him and hangs up.

DAE
What the fuck?!

TYLER
Calm down.

DAE
Calm down? Did you just hear her?

TYLER
I did. Turn left here. I don’t want 
you saying something you don’t 
mean.

Dae angrily yanks the wheel.

DAE
The moral cutoff! The fucking moral 
cutoff!

TYLER
It’s fine, Dae.

(pointing)
Turn right up there. Everything is 
fine.

Dae speeds to the turn and slams on the breaks to make it.

DAE
Fine? What world are you living in? 
She must have known for a while. 
Right? I swear to fucking--
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TYLER
You don’t know that.

(pointing)
Park right over there.

DAE
Where?

TYLER
(pointing again)

Between those two cars. Don’t 
assume anything.

Dae speeds up to the spot and starts trying to parallel park 
between the two cars, having a hard time. Tyler is helplessly 
watching.

DAE
I can’t fucking do this!

TYLER
You can.

DAE
It’s too fucking tight!

TYLER
Need help?

DAE
(beat)

No.

Dae keeps backing up, cutting, and pulling forward. Backing 
up, cutting, and pulling forward.

DAE (CONT'D)
Goddammit!

TYLER
Come on, Dae--

Dae ignores Tyler, still viciously trying to park.

TYLER (CONT'D)
(snapping)

Dae!

DAE
(snapping back)

What?!

Tyler grabs the wheel and looks Dae right in the eye.
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TYLER
Slow down, think for a second, and 
just fucking do what you need to 
do.

Dae pauses, taking a breath, then finally forces the car into 
the spot, slowly and methodically.

Dae turns the car off, slowly pulls the keys out of the 
ignition, and holds them out to Tyler. Before Dae let’s go, 
looking right at Tyler--

DAE
I’m taking her to get an abortion 
first thing in the morning.

SNAP TO:

BLACK

We’re listening to a baby crying. After a beat, a doorbell 
rings. We PULL BACK to reveal--

EXT. FRONT DOOR/ANNE’S HOUSE - NIGHT

--Dae and Tyler standing at the door of Anne’s beautiful, 
Beverly Hills house. Tyler rings the doorbell again.

ANNE (O.S.)
You’re really putting me in a tight 
place, honey.

(beat)
Please go back to your bedroom. 
Just watch your brother while I 
have the guests over. I’m not in 
the mood for the games tonight.

(re: doorbell)
Coming. Be there in a sec.

Dae moves away from the door and leans against the wall next 
to it, finishing a cigarette. Tyler moves closer to the door, 
about to ring the doorbell again when--

ANNE (O.S.) (CONT'D)
Sorry, sorry.

ANNE, 40s, wearing all black, pops the door open and hops out 
of the house. She shuts the door behind her, taking a breath 
and closing her eyes like she’s on a mini-vacation.

ANNE (CONT'D)
I’m sorry, guys.
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TYLER
No need to be sorry. Thank you so 
much for meeting with us.

Dae steps forward and puts his hand out, flashing his 
charming smile.

DAE
Truly. You have no idea how much we 
appreciate this.

INT. LIVING ROOM/ANNE’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

It’s a typically nice, sleek, and modern Beverly Hills almost-
mansion. Everything is black and white. Hardly any of the 
furniture has rounded corners. It’s extremely organized, 
borderline-obsessively, other than the few kid toys scattered 
about. But the most important aspect of it is that it’s the 
polar opposite of Sy’s Winnebago.

Dae and Tyler are sitting on the large black couch which sits 
right between the kitchen and the hallway that leads to the 
kid’s bedrooms.

Anne is squatting in the hallway with her daughter, MORA, 
eight. We can’t hear what they’re saying over the baby crying 
in the bedroom right next to them, but we can see that Anne 
is pleading with Mora. Finally, Mora storms into the bedroom, 
slamming the door behind her.

As Anne moves toward Dae and Tyler, down the long hallway, 
the crying finally stops.

ANNE
Once again, I’m sorry, guys. It’s 
been hectic around here. We’re 
leaving tomorrow morning and I 
can’t get my daughter to pack. I 
never knew how hard it would be 
getting a 10-year-old to pack for a 
trip. It’s the hardest thing I’ve 
ever done in my life. She hates 
flying. Hates New York even more. 
It’s a nightmare--

(cutting herself off)
Anyway. We’re not here to talk 
about my kids, are we?

TYLER
Thanks again for even doing this on 
such short notice in the middle of 
the night.

62.



63.

ANNE
You guys don’t mind if I pack while 
we’re talking, right?

DAE/TYLER
Of course not/not at all.

INT. LIVING ROOM/KITCHEN/ANNE’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Extreme HIGH ANGLE shot of Anne’s clothes all laid out on the 
large bar in the kitchen. Anne is behind it, methodically 
organizing her clothes by size, color, type, etc., and 
precisely packing them into her suitcase. She’s facing Dae 
and Tyler as she does this.

ANNE
Do you guys want anything to drink? 
I have all the normal stuff. Milk, 
soda, water.

DAE
Do you have grape soda?

TYLER
What’s with you and the grape soda?

DAE
What?

TYLER
Is that, like, all you drink?

DAE
Of course not. It’s just--I don’t 
know--it’s a long story.

ANNE
That’s probably the one thing I 
don’t have in here. Grape flavored 
medicine has scarred the kids for 
life.

TYLER
How old are they again?

ANNE
My daughter is almost eight now. My 
son, the crier, is just about two. 
Worst age. Teething.

DAE
How do you handle everything?
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Anne stops packing and looks right at Dae.

DAE (CONT'D)
Taking care of two kids, 
constantly, while making films, 
frequently. And whatever other 
problems I’m sure you face on top 
of those.

ANNE
I sometimes have no idea.

TYLER
Unwavering focus, right?

ANNE
You want to know something really 
funny? The long breaks between all 
my films aren’t there because I’m 
some kind of artistic, soul-
searching director. Like everyone 
thinks. They’re there exclusively 
because my kids.

DAE
Really?

TYLER
I always assumed you were like 
Daniel Day-Lewis or something.

ANNE
That’s what everyone assumes. And I 
don’t stop them from assuming it. 
It adds weight to my name. But 
yeah, it’s solely because my kids. 
I honestly can’t even imagine what 
it would’ve been like making a film 
when I was pregnant, or worse, when 
they were firstborns.

Tyler looks at Dae who’s blankly staring at the ground.

ANNE (CONT'D)
It’s worth it, though.

TYLER
That’s for sure.

(looks back at Dae)
The movies you’ve made, Anne, I’d 
do anything to be a part of 
something like that.
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ANNE
I meant my kids. Don’t get me 
wrong, I love filmmaking. 
Obviously. But it’s virtually 
meaningless relative to my kids. 
They’re what run my world. My kids 
have taught me more than any film 
I’ve ever made. Or will make. 
There’s no comparison. They’re what 
drive me to make films now.

Dae looks up at Anne. Tyler studies Dae for a beat.

ANNE (CONT'D)
Watch my first movie, before I had 
kids. You’ll see what I mean.

TYLER
I’ve seen it multiple times.

ANNE
I don’t want to sound snobby, but 
it lacks real depth. I faked it 
back then.

TYLER
I thought it had depth.

ANNE
What you saw was artificial depth. 
Watch it again. Really watch it. 
You’ll see now after I said 
something.

DAE
I thought that when I saw it. Not 
to sound “snobby.”

Tyler looks at Dae, slightly stunned by his bluntness. Anne 
looks at him, intriguingly amused.

ANNE
Really? What exactly did you think?

DAE
It reminded me of Steven 
Spielberg’s short--first short?

ANNE
Amblin’?

DAE
Yeah.
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ANNE
(grinning)

You don’t have to say anymore. I 
know exactly what you’re getting 
at.

DAE
I loved the movie, but--well--you 
know...

TYLER
(to Dae)

I want to know what you’re getting 
at.

(to Anne)
What’s he getting at?

ANNE
Have you seen Amblin’?

TYLER
No.

DAE
That’s what you’re missing.

ANNE
Amblin’ was the film Spielberg used 
to get noticed by the studio heads. 
Long story short, he made a film 
that he knew would catch their eye. 
I don’t want to say it, but it was 
slightly--

DAE
Gimmicky?

ANNE
Exactly. It was a good short. But--

DAE
If you really pay attention to all 
the tiny details, you’d see the--

ANNE
Artificial depth.

Tyler notes how Dae and Anne are finishing each other’s 
sentences. He’s impressed.

TYLER
(to Anne)

And that’s what you did with your 
first feature?
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ANNE
Yeah, but I’m not as smart as 
Spielberg. I wasn’t consciously 
doing it.

DAE
But you didn’t do it for studio 
heads. You did it for the--

ANNE
Indie filmmakers and indie film-
watchers.

Anne finishes packing one of three suitcases. She closes it, 
puts it aside, and starts on the next one.

DAE
So, what’s your new film about?

ANNE
Slow down there, rocket. We’re 
still in the courting stage.

DAE
Oh. I’m sorry. I was just--

ANNE
How does your leg feel?

DAE
What?

ANNE
From being pulled so hard.

Dae forces a fake laugh.

DAE
I see.

ANNE
Loosen up, Dae. We’re here to talk 
about life. We’ll have plenty of 
time to talk about the film when 
production starts.

Dae and Tyler look at each other, making sure they both heard 
correctly. Tyler nods, trying to hold back his excitement.

ANNE (CONT'D)
(to Dae)

Tell me about yourself.
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TYLER
You have to ask him questions. He’s 
too modest.

DAE
Really? I don’t think “modest” is 
the word you’re looking for.

ANNE
Where are you from, Dae?

DAE
Texas.

ANNE
Is it true what they say?

DAE
Everything’s bigger in Texas?

ANNE
Everyone’s racist in Texas.

DAE
I grew up surrounded by right 
racists. And I don’t mean “right” 
as in Republican, though they were 
that too. I mean “right” as in they 
were never wrong. Literally, they 
would never accept that they were 
wrong--even if they knew they were 
wrong, they were right.

ANNE
Sounds fun.

DAE
I learned a lot. Mostly, how to not 
be as a human being.

ANNE
What about your parents?

DAE
Dad was--

(quotes with fingers)
--Christian. At least he called 
himself that. And of course racist. 
And my mom wasn’t anything. She 
kinda went crazy later in her life.

TYLER
He’s doing it now. Being modest.
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ANNE
What do you mean?

TYLER
His mom is completely crazy. 
Schizophrenic and bipolar. You 
should hear some of the horror 
stories.

Anne looks to Dae and reads him for a beat, seeing that he’d 
rather not go into it.

ANNE
Are you?

DAE
What? Crazy?

ANNE
Are you Christian or racist?

DAE
I’m neither Christian nor racist.

ANNE
(beat)

But you must be prejudice. 
Everybody is in some way. And you 
being from Texas and all--

TYLER
Actually, Dae has this unique 
ability that--

DAE
Not this again.

TYLER
What? You do.

ANNE
Ability?

DAE
Under the bus isn’t a comfortable 
place, man.

TYLER
Being modest again.

DAE
It’s not, like, an “ability.” It’s 
more like--as an old friend once 
said--an innate judgment blinder.
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ANNE
Okay. You got my attention now.

TYLER
(to Anne)

Do you mind if I use your bathroom?

ANNE
(pointing)

Not at all. Door on the left at the 
end of the hall. Just be very 
quiet. Little one is sleeping.

Tyler gets up and makes his way to the bathroom, jokingly 
tiptoeing, over exaggerating.

ANNE (CONT'D)
(to Dae)

Continue.

DAE
I don’t know. I guess I really 
don’t see people as anything other 
than exactly what’s presented to me 
when I first meet them. Race, 
gender, ethnicity, even weight and 
hair-state. Nothing registers. I 
just see them as a person. Of 
course, after talking or doing 
whatever we’re doing, I form my 
called-fore judgments. That’s 
impossible to avoid but--

(beat)
Does this make sense?

ANNE
It does. It actually makes perfect 
sense. I see that in you. I saw 
that in you in the audition tape 
Kasie showed me of you.

Dae looks to Anne, confused.

ANNE (CONT'D)
The audition you did for the 
transgender role.

DAE
How the hell does Kasie have that?

ANNE
I know, right? She has her hands in 
everything.
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DAE
I really thought I was going to get 
that part.

ANNE
We wouldn't be sitting here now if 
you did.

DAE
And not getting it was my first 
real wake-up call pertaining to 
rejection in this business. It was 
good for me.

ANNE
It wasn’t even your performance 
that got me anyway. I honestly 
think auditions are pointless. 
Ridiculous actually. How are you 
going to judge someone’s talent and 
personality in a five-minute, 
degrading dissection?

DAE
Right?

ANNE
It was how you treated the director 
that got me.

DAE
What do you mean?

ANNE
You’d never see it. But if I were 
to show you the signs, you’d 
quickly spot how most people act 
toward a woman director. At least 
initially. But you didn’t act like 
anything. You didn’t even treat her 
like anything. You treated her like 
she was just a human, like you 
said. It’s the tiny details. Body 
language and whatnot.

DAE
I love that about you.

ANNE
What?

DAE
(looking around house)

Your attention to detail.
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ANNE
It’s not something I choose. And to 
be completely honest, it’s a 
burden. Other than when I make 
films. And I’m not saying that 
hyperbolically like most people do. 
I’ve seen specialists. They want to 
put me on medication, which is 
complete bullshit. But there’s no 
way I’d let my creativity be 
stunted.

DAE
Why do you think medication is 
bullshit?

ANNE
Prescriptions are as good as gold. 
If not better.

DAE
So, how do you handle everything? 
You never answered before. No 
medication, no alcohol, no drugs, I 
assume. How do you--

ANNE
Films are my medication. I 
prescribe myself with a story I 
want to tell. It’s true, my kids 
drive me to make films. But films 
keep me from driving away from my 
kids and never looking back. I 
don’t know what I’d do if--

There’s a loud thud, echoing from the bathroom, interrupting 
Anne.

CLOSE UP of Anne. She closes her eyes, dreadfully waiting. 
After a moment of dead silence--

ANNE (CONT'D)
And--

--the baby starts crying again.

ANNE (CONT'D)
--there it is.

Tyler pops out of the bathroom and hurries to the living 
room. Anne pops up from the couch and hurries to the hallway.
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TYLER
I’m so sorry, Anne. I am so so 
sorry. I didn’t see--

ANNE
It’s okay. It happens. This is 
normal for me.

TYLER
Really, Anne. I am so sorry. What 
can I do to help? I’ll rock the 
baby if I have to. Just tell me 
what I can--

Mora pops out of the bedroom with her arms crossed and stomps 
to the kitchen.

MORA
I’m not staying in there with him 
anymore, mom.

ANNE
Mor, don’t start this. Go take care 
of your brother. Only a little bit 
longer.

MORA
No.

ANNE
Let’s compromise. What do you want?

MORA
Sleep.

ANNE
You can sleep on the plane in the 
morning and all day tomorrow if you 
want.

MORA
Get me a first class ticket and 
I’ll go back in there.

ANNE
Absolutely not. Are you crazy?

(waits)
But what I can do is make sure you 
get the window seat. You can have 
my seat.

Mora grabs a bottle of water from the fridge, considering.
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MORA
No. That’s so stupid. It’s not even 
fair. Why do I have to rock him?

ANNE
Why do you have to say “stupid” 
like that? And it’s just for a 
little bit longer. I never ask--
when was the last time I asked you 
to help me with your brother?

MORA
Give me a soda.

ANNE
(beat)

You’re really pushing--

MORA
I want a coke. I need the caffeine 
if you want me to stay up. You’re 
making me do it. That’s fair.

ANNE
Mor--

Anne stops herself, about to lose it, but takes a deep 
breath, looking at Dae and Tyler.

ANNE (CONT'D)
(harsh look and tone)

Follow me, Mor.
(waits)

Now.

Mora knows this all-too-familiarly. Filled with dread, she 
moves to her mom who grabs her arm and pulls her back into 
the bedroom. Anne pokes her head out and--

ANNE (CONT'D)
Sorry again, guys. Just give me a 
minute.

Anne shuts the door behind her, leaving it slightly cracked.

Dae and Tyler look at each other, slightly bemused, and over 
the faint crying baby--

DAE
You’re a buffoon, man.
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TYLER
Kid. Listen, I may be slightly 
buffoonish, but she’s--she’s maybe 
a little crazy. There’s shit in the 
bathroom.

DAE
Trust me. She’s not crazy. And what 
do you mean “shit?”

TYLER
Not shit-shit. There are these 
little fucking weird statues in 
there in odd places. There was one 
on the back of the toilet that I 
didn’t see. That’s what fell.

Dae can’t help but laugh.

DAE
I don’t even know what to say, 
other than I honestly don’t care if 
she’s crazy. All geniuses are.

TYLER
(beat)

Seems like you already got the role 
anyway.

DAE
I know, right?

Tyler scoots a little closer to Dae, lowering his voice a 
tad.

TYLER
How are you feeling?

DAE
I was feeling great. Distracted. 
Why’d you have to fucking bring it 
up?

TYLER
Calm down. I just asked a question.

DAE
But you knew the implication.

TYLER
You’re going to have to say 
something about it to Anne. You 
know that, right?

75.



(MORE)

76.

DAE
Nope.

TYLER
She’s going to have to know. She 
has--

(even quieter)
--control issues.

DAE
There’s no way I’m telling Anne 
that I’m taking my--taking Rachel 
to get an abortion right after 
this.

(beat)
I was joking before when I called 
you a lunatic, but you’re really 
starting to convince me now.

ANNE (O.S.)
Who’s Rachel?

Dae and Tyler trepidly look up to see Anne walking from the 
hallway to the kitchen. She moves to the pantry and looks in 
for a quick beat, then pulls out an unopened two-liter grape 
soda. She sets it on the counter, then moves to the cabinets 
and grabs two wine glasses. She functions precisely, like she 
knows every single step she’s taking far in advance. She sets 
the glasses down and begins pouring.

DAE
(awkwardly)

Oh, you do--awesome--you have grape 
soda.

ANNE
It’s from Moras birthday a few days 
back. Who’s Rachel?

TYLER
How much did you just hear?

ANNE
I do have control issues. I like 
things the way I like them. I don’t 
compromise.

(to Dae)
Rachel is your girlfriend?

DAE
She’s--I don’t even know. I’ve only 
been dating her for like six 
months, but not dating-dating. 

(MORE)
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More casual, but not casual-casual. 
You know?

Anne makes her way back to the living room and sets the two 
glasses on the coffee table, scooting them toward Dae and 
Tyler. She pulls one of the sleek chairs up to the coffee 
table and sits right in front of them, leaning forward.

ANNE
Let’s talk about this.

SNAP TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Rachel is curled up on the couch, laying with her head on 
Sheryl’s lap. Sheryl is running her fingers through Rachel’s 
hair, comforting her. The wine bottle is on the coffee table 
in front of them, just about empty now, next to two wine 
glasses. The TV is on, volume all the way down.

We chime in right in the middle of their conversation.

SHERYL
We can if you want. But I’ve 
already told you that I don’t love 
your dad anymore. That ended a long 
time ago.

RACHEL
If that’s the case, then what was 
the trigger? What made you finally 
tip after so long?

SHERYL
There was no trigger. I tipped 
years ago. Honestly, I tipped when 
you were a baby. It didn’t take me 
long to realize how things were 
going to turn out.

RACHEL
So you just--what? You faked being 
happy? Faked being content?

SHERYL
Your dad and I didn’t fake 
anything.

RACHEL
You guys fooled me.

DAE (CONT'D)

77.



78.

SHERYL
We hated--we very strongly disliked 
each other and we both knew it. We 
just--

RACHEL
So why did you stay for so long?

SHERYL
(beat)

Money.

Rachel gets quiet, blankly staring at the silently playing 
TV. After a beat, she looks up at her mom.

SHERYL (CONT'D)
I didn’t have enough money to be 
free.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/ANNE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Right where we left off.

Dae takes a sip from his wine-glass-grape-soda then sets it 
back down on the coffee table, not where he got it, slightly 
unaligned. Anne notes that. Tyler doesn’t touch his.

ANNE
Do they not have sex education in 
school anymore?

TYLER
Listen, we should just be 
straightforward--you like that, 
right?--and get to the real problem 
here.

ANNE
I agree. We should.

TYLER
Theoretically, the baby--if they 
have it--will be born somewhere in 
the same time-lump that the 
production is in. You are still 
wanting to start filming at the end 
of the year, right?

ANNE
Not wanting. I am filming at the 
end of the year.
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TYLER
So, would that be--you know--if 
they have the baby, would that be a 
problem? Assuming that you want him 
for the part of course.

ANNE
(beat)

Tyler, the issue here isn’t the 
production. The issue isn’t whether 
I want Dae or not for the part. The 
issue, or the “problem” as you 
said, is the abortion. The problem 
is that he seems to be confident in 
allowing it to happen. The 
production is the last thing on my 
mind at this moment. And to be 
“straightforward,” I’m a little 
concerned that it’s the first thing 
on yours.

DAE
There’s a lot on both our minds, 
Anne. And it’s his job to have that 
particular thing on his. We just 
want--listen, I’ve had literal 
dreams about this moment. I was 
trying to play it cool, but you’re 
one of the best directors--best 
filmmakers of my generation, in my 
opinion. Just the thought of being 
this close to working with you and 
it all going to shit because of--
well--anyway. It’s life-chaningly 
scary.

ANNE
Because of what?

DAE
What?

ANNE
“All going to shit” because of 
what?

DAE
(beat)

Having a baby.

Anne leans back, contemplating.
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ANNE
Did I hear you correctly earlier? 
You’re taking your girlfriend, 
Rachel, to get an abortion right 
after this?

DAE
I didn’t--

TYLER
He was exaggerating.

DAE
I was exaggerating.

ANNE
I appreciate everything you just 
said, by the way. But this isn’t 
about that. What is your fear?

DAE
I just told--

ANNE
Your real fear.

Dae has no response. He looks to Tyler who’s completely 
checked out. No response this time either.

SNAP TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Right where we left off.

Sheryl looks down at Rachel. Rachel sits up, scooting a tad 
away from her mom. She grabs her wine glass and puts back the 
last little bit.

RACHEL
Really? Money? Not for my sake at 
all? Not for dads?

SHERYL
(beat)

Honestly? No.

RACHEL
You stayed for money. That’s it?
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SHERYL
Not “for” money. Because I needed 
to save--wait--why are you asking 
that like this?

RACHEL
I just want to understand. Things 
ended up a very particular way with 
you and dad and me, and I think 
it’s worth understanding.

SHERYL
What exactly are you trying to 
understand and why? And it’s much 
more complicated than any answer 
that can be given over an empty 
bottle of wine in the middle of the 
night.

RACHEL
But Dad did only stay with you--to 
my understanding--dad only stayed 
with you for my sake, right? And 
you didn’t even--you didn’t love 
him or even try to give him a 
chance? What were you afraid of?

SHERYL
If feeling like a complete asshole 
after taking advantage of a young 
woman in a manipulative way and not 
wanting to have to look over your 
shoulder for the rest of your life 
out of fear of getting cancer-from-
guilt is “for your sake,” then yes, 
your father only stayed with me for 
your sake.

(beat)
Now, why do you want to know this 
the way you do, and why are you 
asking me the way you are?

CUT BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/ANNE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Right where we left off.

ANNE
Okay. Am I correct in saying that 
you’re afraid that your dreams will 
no longer be fulfilled as a direct 
result of you having a baby?
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DAE
I guess--

ANNE
Yes or no.

DAE
Yes.

ANNE
What reason or reasons make you 
believe having a baby will put a 
halt on you being able to fulfill 
your dreams?

DAE
The obvious one is money. The money 
that’s associated with having a 
child. And the money that 
disappears as soon as you have it. 
How much do you spend on a daily--

ANNE
Not that much. Not nearly as much 
as you must think. But that doesn’t 
even matter for someone like you. 
You’re an actor. A working actor. 
You’re a handsome and intelligent 
working actor. And you’re only 
going to continue to work if you 
keep your mind straight.

(beat)
Next reason.

TYLER
She’s right.

DAE
(beat, contemplates)

Time.

ANNE
What about it?

DAE
The amount of time that goes into 
taking care of a child seems to be 
all-consuming.

ANNE
Once again, Dae, you’re an actor 
who has or will have money. Soon. 
You know what most actors do, 
right?

(MORE)
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(waits)
Nanny.

TYLER
Can’t having a nanny be the primary 
caretaker of your child mess with 
its psyche?

ANNE
Some people believe that. But I 
think it’s unlikely. Of course if 
you have some kind of abusive 
nanny, then there’s more likely 
more of a chance of your child 
having problems with his or her 
psyche. But that’s an issue easy to 
avoid. Regardless, all kids develop 
problems with their psyches. That’s 
what being a human is. Anyway, my 
point is that time is never a 
problem when you have money.

(beat)
Next reason.

DAE
(beat)

Responsibility.

ANNE
Responsibility? Explain.

DAE
You know--uh--having to--

ANNE
You know what? Let’s face it, Dae, 
and what I’m about to say may sound 
somewhat cold, but we’re all adults 
and we all know it’s true: Money 
solves almost any problem, 
including insecurities pertaining 
to being a parent.

DAE
What about you’re kids? Aren’t you 
having to take them--you said it 
earlier--aren’t you having to take 
them with you tomorrow? That 
situation seems like it’s not going 
to lend itself well to helping you 
stay productive, which directly 
relates to money and time and 
responsibility.

ANNE (CONT'D)
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ANNE
What you just said is true. But the 
very important component that 
you’re missing is that I’m choosing 
to take my kids tomorrow. I want 
them to come with me. Not only 
because they feed my creativity, 
but also because I want them to see 
the world. I want them to live 
lives most others don’t get to 
live. And that’s part of the joy of 
being a parent for me. But that 
isn’t the way it is for every 
parent nor does it have to be.

Dae leans back in his chair, contemplating.

TYLER
(to Anne)

So, you still never answered the 
main prob--issue here. Him for the 
part. Whether he keeps the baby or 
not, do you still want--

DAE
I’m not ready.

ANNE
What?

DAE
I’m just not ready. At all. That’s 
the honest-to-God truth.

ANNE
Why?

DAE
I can’t even imagine taking care of 
another human life when I can 
barely take care of my own. And on 
top of that, I’m selfish. I’m 
easily much more selfish than the 
average person. The first thing I 
think about when I wake up in the 
morning is me and the last thing I 
think about before I go to sleep is 
guess what?

ANNE
You.

DAE
Me.
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ANNE
And you think that’s different than 
everyone else on this planet?

(waits, then to Tyler)
What about you?

TYLER
Huh?

ANNE
Can you say the same thing Dae just 
said?

TYLER
Honestly? Yes. I can.

DAE
(to Anne)

And you’re the same?

ANNE
Of course. That’s another part of 
what being a human is. Being 
selfish. People want to say they're 
selfless and think of others first. 
But why do they do that?

DAE
Is that a rhetorical question?

ANNE
They do it because it makes them 
feel good. And doing things to 
fulfill the yearning to make 
yourself feel good is--

DAE
Selfish.

SNAP TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/RACHEL’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Right where we left off.

Rachel scoots back to her mom and falls back into her lap. 
She stares into the silently playing TV again, hand on her 
stomach.

RACHEL
I’m asking because I don’t even 
think I want to have this baby, 
mom. I need justification.
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Sheryl doesn’t quite know how to respond to that. She just 
puts her hand on top of Rachel’s, on top of her stomach.

SHERYL
No matter what you decide, I’m here 
for you.

(beat)
But I will say, you’re the best 
thing that ever happened to me, 
Rachel.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. LIVING ROOM/ANNE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Right where we left off.

DAE
It almost seems like you’re saying 
you don’t think being a bad parent 
is such a bad thing, even if you 
don’t want or aren’t ready to have 
a baby.

ANNE
I never said that. But I do believe 
ending a life is worse than keeping 
a life despite the fact that you 
may think you’re not ready to be 
responsible. You’ll never be ready. 
Not a single person is ready, 
rightfully, especially if you’re 
young and even more so if you’ve 
never had a kid.

(beat)
What does “ready” even mean?

TYLER
(beat)

So, you’re not going to want him 
for the part if they have an 
abortion?

ANNE
Really, Tyler? That’s what you got 
out of all that?

DAE
I just can’t get past this. I get 
what you’re saying, but what about 
me? What about what I’d go through?
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ANNE
What do you mean?

DAE
Everything will change. This isn’t 
some--this isn’t like a--this is 
another human life.

ANNE
Did you hear anything I just said?

DAE
Yes.

Anne waits for elaboration.

ANNE
Okay. Let’s go below the surface. 
And let’s start with this question: 
What do you think life is about?

DAE
There’s no answer to that question.

ANNE
That’s debatable.

Dae blankly stares at Anne, waiting for some kind of 
elaboration.

ANNE (CONT'D)
Okay. Let’s just assume there’s no 
answer for the “what’s the meaning 
of life” question pertaining to all 
humans. I’m not asking all humans, 
I’m asking you. Now, what do you 
think life is all about?

DAE
(beat)

Prosperity.

TYLER
Success.

ANNE
Really, guys? Prosperity and 
success?

TYLER
I thought those were pretty damn 
good words.
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ANNE
Those two nouns are undoubtedly the 
most common nouns used when 
answering that question. I expected 
better.

DAE
Knowledge.

ANNE
That’s slightly better.

DAE
Why are you asking?

ANNE
I’m trying to get an inner sense of 
your inner mind without being too 
direct. Being direct lends itself 
well to answers that are only given 
to please.

DAE
I promise I’ll be as unpleasing as 
I possibly can.

Anne looks Dae right in the eye.

ANNE
Are you religious?

DAE
(beat)

Are you?

ANNE
I asked first.

DAE
(reading Anne)

I’m not.

ANNE
Okay.

TYLER
(to Anne)

Wait. Are you?

ANNE
I’m Christian.

DAE/TYLER
Really?
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ANNE
Yes.

DAE
I would’ve never guessed.

ANNE
Just because I’m Christian doesn’t 
mean I’m like most--

(quotes with fingers)
--Christians.

TYLER
Listen, Anne, I don’t know what 
you’re getting at--I’m sure it’s 
important and all--but what we need 
to get at is an answer to the 
important question: Is Dae getting 
this part or not? That’s what this 
is all about, you know?

DAE
(to Anne)

He represents my talent. Not my 
intentions.

(to Tyler)
I actually want to hear what she 
has to say.

(back to Anne)
I’m sorry.

Tyler leans back, getting anxious.

ANNE
You’re not religious at all, 
correct?

Dae nods.

ANNE (CONT'D)
So we could both agree that 
physics, or science in general, can 
be considered your “religion,” 
right?

Dae hesitates, debating, then nods again.

ANNE (CONT'D)
So according to science, what life 
is about is--

TYLER
I know where this is going.
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ANNE
--procreating.

TYLER
Knew it.

ANNE
It’s about procreating at the 
forefront, but it’s also about 
happiness. And the most efficient 
way to feel happiness is through 
love. And the most efficient way to 
feel love is through procreating. 
Why? The only way to undoubtedly 
feel true, unconditional love is by 
creating another human being made 
from your own atoms.

(beat)
Aside from what God feels for me, 
what I feel for my children is the 
only unconditional love that exists 
on this Earth. Studies of the brain 
have proven that. So, love is the 
key to happiness, happiness in the 
key to a good life, and procreating 
is the key to love. A circle.

(beat, gestures a circle 
with her hand)

That’s just science.

Everyone is silent for a beat, soaking that in. Dae’s eyes 
are closed and he’s slightly bobbing his head like he’s 
praying or meditating or something.

TYLER
That’s beautiful, Anne. Really is.

(beat, easing)
So--not trying to disregard 
anything you just said--but is Dae 
getting--

ANNE
(purposefully interrupting 
Tyler)

I like you, Dae.

Tyler rolls his eyes, biting his tongue, holding back.

Dae finally notices the wine-glass-grape-soda is unaligned. 
He thoughtlessly moves it, aligning it perfectly with 
Tyler’s.
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ANNE (CONT'D)
(noting the glass)

I really want you for this part.

TYLER
(overly excited)

Really? Great. That’s just great.
(bumping Dae’s arm)

See? That’s amazing.

ANNE
But--

TYLER
Oh, come on.

ANNE
--I need extreme focus and 
commitment from you.

TYLER
That’s not a problem.

ANNE
And it seems like you’re in quite 
the pickle.

TYLER
If that’s what you need from him--
if focus is what you need from him, 
I can promise you that--

ANNE
Why don’t we let him talk?

Tyler bites his tongue again.

DAE
So I have this part as long as I 
can give myself to you? That’s what 
you’re saying?

Anne nods.

DAE (CONT'D)
Regardless of whether the abortion 
happens or not?

ANNE
It’s not my place to judge or base 
my decision on anything other than 
the evidence proving that you are 
meant for this role. And there’s a 
lot of that evidence.
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Tyler deflates, a wave of relief crashing over him. He grabs 
Dae’s knee and squeezes the hell out of it.

ANNE (CONT'D)
You just deserve to know that you 
and Rachel will regret the abortion 
for the rest of your lives.

Dae and Tyler both pause and look right at Anne.

ANNE (CONT'D)
Not only will you regret killing an 
arguable human life at it’s most 
vulnerable state, but you’ll later 
in life regret missing out of 
something that would’ve and 
should’ve rocked your world in the 
best way your world can be rocked.

(beat)
Unconditional love.

TYLER
You’re really playing with our 
emotions here, Anne.

ANNE
As long as you can promise me you 
won’t be hindered in any way, 
shape, or form pertaining to you 
fully giving yourself to me and 
this role, the part is yours.

Dae pauses, looking at Tyler, contemplating, then--

DAE
I promise.

MORA (O.S.)
He’s up.

Everyone quickly turns their attention to see Mora coming out 
of the bedroom and casually heading to her room, further down 
the hall.

MORA (CONT'D)
I give up. He’s had gas. He’s been 
farting this whole time.

Anne gets up and begins to move toward the hallway.

MORA (CONT'D)
(slightly amused)

He’s just laughing now. 
(MORE)
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He won’t stop laughing and he’s not 
gonna sleep. I’m so tired, mom.

Anne turns back to Dae and Tyler.

ANNE
Guys--

MORA
Can I sleep now? Please?

ANNE
(to Mora)

Yes, yes. Go to sleep. Love you, 
Mor.

(back to Dae and Tyler)
Thank you, guys. This was great. 
Conversational stimulation is 
something I strive for in my life.

Dae and Tyler get up and begin heading to the door.

ANNE (CONT'D)
I’ll be in touch.

Tyler moves to the door and opens it, ready to leave. Dae is 
slowly moving toward the door, still looking at Anne.

ANNE (CONT'D)
(to Dae)

By the way, I think feeling like 
you have purpose is the other 
meaning of life. And you know what 
gives you purpose?

Dae shakes his head “no.”

ANNE (CONT'D)
Responsibility.

(beat)
I’d be lost without the 
responsibility of taking care of my 
kids.

Dae nods. Anne nods back in an affirming manner.

DAE
Thank you, Anne.

TYLER (O.S.)
Let’s go, Dae.

Dae turns away and moves to the door, but just as he’s about 
to leave, he looks back at Anne.

MORA (CONT'D)
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Anne fully opens the bedroom door, allowing the faint sound 
of the baby laughing to echo to Dae. Dae intently watches 
Anne move into the bedroom with a sincere and glowing smile 
on her face, giddily saying something to the baby that we 
can’t hear... until Tyler shuts the door in his face, 
completely ruining the view. As the door slams, we--

SNAP TO:

INT. TYLER’S CAR (MOVING) - NIGHT

Dae is in the passenger's seat. Tyler is driving. They sit in 
complete silence for a long beat before--

TYLER
Well...

DAE
Well.

TYLER
(beat, overly excited)

Fuck yes, kid. Fuck yes.

Dae turns his head away from Tyler, staring out of the 
window.

TYLER (CONT'D)
What’s your deal? You got a 
feature. What could be better?

EXT. KASIE’S HOUSE - NIGHT

We’re back where we started when we were first introduced to 
Dae. The same exact shot but now Dae and Tyler are in frame, 
walking together, heading toward Kasie’s front door. We 
follow right behind them as they head into the--

INT. LIVING ROOM/KASIE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--and make their way through the now dying party. A 
substantial amount fewer people are still there, all of them 
either really drunk or so high that they can barely keep 
their eyes open.

Dae and Tyler study everyone, staying clear of them all, 
trying to find Kasie. They move through the living room and 
into the--
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INT. KITCHEN/KASIE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

--where they see that virtually all of the alcohol is gone. 
The only full bottle left is a whiskey bottle.

Tyler moves to the table and pours two shots.

TYLER
Now is truly the time to celebrate.

(beat)
Oh yeah, and you got something else 
important to do.

DAE
What?

TYLER
(holding out glass)

You gotta delete all your social 
media accounts now.

Dae rolls his eyes as he reluctantly takes the glass and puts 
back the shot.

TYLER (CONT'D)
Come on. You should be--

DAE
What? I should be what?

TYLER
We got a feature. You got a 
feature, Dae. You should be 
ecstatic.

DAE
I’m starting to believe what Sy 
said.

TYLER
What the hell is going on with you 
right now?

DAE
I get it. We’re all secretly 
selfish or whatever. But you really 
could at least pretend to pass as 
my friend and stop being my fucking 
manager for one second.

(beat)
Ecstatic? Really?

TYLER
I’m ecstatic and you should be too.
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DAE
Of course you are.

TYLER
What’s the issue here? You have the 
part and you and Rachel can decide 
whatever you guys want with no 
consequences.

DAE
No consequences?

TYLER
What are you not getting?

DAE
Me not getting?

Tyler moves closer and closer to Dae as--

TYLER
I’m just looking out for you, kid. 
I want you to be successful. And of 
course I want it because that’ll 
also allow me success, but I also 
want it because I see in you the 
fucking “thing” that rarely becomes 
visible in humans. The intangible 
thing that makes one human able to 
change another’s human’s life with 
nothing but the words they say and 
a look they give.

(beat)
Let’s be serious here. Are you 
really going to choose to not live 
up to your potential because you 
might end up having more 
responsibility than you thought 
you’d have at this point in your 
life?

Tyler is now standing right in front of Dae, who looks like 
he’s just about had it with the banter.

DAE
(defensive)

What the fuck are you trying to 
say?

TYLER
Be a fucking adult.
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Dae snaps and shoves Tyler, propelling him backward, smashing 
him into the table. The table rocks, knocking the whisky 
bottle off, shattering it.

Tyler is shocked, staring at Dae, just about ready to pounce, 
but he stops himself. There’s a long, tense beat.

TYLER (CONT'D)
I’m going to turn and walk away 
because I’m an adult and know 
you’re just acting out of self 
hatred right now. You’ve been 
delusional all night, thinking you 
can control Rachel and control 
everything that happens to you.

Dae is physically struck by that.

TYLER (CONT'D)
Just think about your future, Dae. 
And try to do it from outside 
yourself.

Tyler tuns and walks away. Dae blankly stares at the broken 
glass as we--

SNAP TO:

INT. DAE’S CAR - DAY

Dae is sitting in his 1990-something Toyota, parked on the 
street in front of Rachel’s house.

DAE
(into phone)

I have no idea.
(beat)

The GPS said like an hour and 30 
minutes.

(beat)
I’m here now.

Dae hangs up and looks to Rachel’s house, and after a beat, 
Rachel steps out, carrying her purse and a bag of luggage.

We HOLD STILL on the shot, watching Rachel grow as she slowly 
makes her way from her house to Dae’s car.

Rachel finally arrives just as Dae pops the trunk. She waits 
for Dae for a quick beat at the back of the car, then throws 
her bag in the trunk and shuts it. She moves to the 
passenger’s side and goes to open the door but it’s locked. 
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Dae, as if it’s the most irking event in his life at the 
moment, reaches all the way across the car and manually 
unlocks the door, opening it for Rachel. Rachel sits and 
buckles her seat belt. Dae doesn’t waste any time, taking off 
as soon as Rachel snaps the buckle. Neither of them say a 
word to each other.

INT. DAE’S CAR (MOVING) - DAY

They're on the highway, stuck in traffic. The radio is on, 
low, and there is an obvious tension in the air, lingering. 
Dae is staring straight ahead. Rachel is slightly turned 
toward Dae, secretly looking at him, waiting for any moment 
to start any kind of conversation.

RACHEL
What are you thinking about--

Dae reaches for the volume knob and slightly turns it up, not 
looking at Rachel.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Really?

Dae doesn’t respond.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Dae.

Dae finally looks to Rachel, giving her a deadpanned look. 
Rachel sighs.

DAE
You want to talk?

RACHEL
I mean--

DAE
You really want to talk about this 
right now? You want me to turn--

(turns volume down)
--the volume down and listen to 
what you have to say about this 
fucked situation?

RACHEL
What else can we do? Ignore--

DAE
Yes. Exactly. We can and we should 
ignore it for the time being.
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RACHEL
Come on. Grow--

DAE
Don’t say it.

RACHEL
--up.

Dae clenches the steering wheel.

DAE
Way too many people have said that 
to me in the past 12 hours.

RACHEL
What do you expect?

DAE
How is it not in the ether of 
women’s collective consciousness 
that talking to men when they’re 
mad is the absolute worst thing to 
do if you want any kind of civil 
conversation to even possibly take 
place.

RACHEL
Fine. Let’s drop it if you really 
feel like that’s the case.

DAE
It’s too late now. You really want 
me to tell you how I feel?

RACHEL
I do.

DAE
You sure?

RACHEL
What? You want to make a deal?

(beat)
And maybe everyone is telling you 
to grow up for a reason. Have you 
thought about that?
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DAE
I don’t want to grow up. I’m not 
ready to be a father, and not only 
am I not ready, but I don’t want to 
be a father, and not only am I not 
ready and don’t want to be, 
generally, but I don’t want to be a 
father to your child, specifically.

Rachel closes her eyes and takes a deep breath. Dae slightly 
flinches at the fact that he just said that.

RACHEL
You’re just mad right--

DAE
Obviously.

RACHEL
I never said I thought you were 
ready. You’re definitely not ready. 
That’s obvious.

DAE
What’s that suppose to mean?

RACHEL
It means what it means. You always 
act like everything I say is a jab 
at your manhood.

DAE
Jesus. How in the world of all 
worlds do you think this will ever 
work or ever should?

RACHEL
You’re really on fire, aren’t you?

DAE
You know, I even tried to be calm 
about this and “meditate” last 
night, but all I could think about 
is how you deliberately didn’t 
divulge the fact that you’ve been 
pregnant, possibly, for 12 weeks. 
Why didn’t you tell--

RACHEL
I did tell you.
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DAE
Yeah, thanks. 12 weeks later. 12 
weeks is a lot of time. 12 weeks is 
passed the moral cutoff.

RACHEL
Moral cutoff? What does that--

DAE
I don’t know.

RACHEL
I was scared.

DAE
That’s no excuse.

RACHEL
I know it’s not. I’m just telling 
you the truth.

DAE
What were you scared of?

RACHEL
It’s not obvious?

DAE
Of me being pissed off?

Rachel is silent, looking away from Dae.

DAE (CONT'D)
Of me judging you?

Rachel is still silent, still looking away.

DAE (CONT'D)
Of me not wanting to be with you?

Rachel slightly turns her head toward Dae after that.

DAE (CONT'D)
What is it? All of it?

(waits)
You think I want you to get an 
abortion?

RACHEL
Do you?

DAE
You want to be a mother at 19 years 
old?
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RACHEL
It’s not like I was planning on it.

DAE
I’ve never even slightly considered 
the notion of me having kids. That 
version of Dae is living in another 
dimension.

RACHEL
(beat)

Take me to get an abortion then.

DAE
Is that what you want?

Rachel ignores the question. Dae is quickly moving toward a 
crawling-out-of-skin state.

DAE (CONT'D)
Really? You’re going to ignore me 
now? You wanted to talk. I feel 
like I’m being pretty--

RACHEL
What? Nice?

DAE
You know what? Yeah. I wasn’t going 
to say that, but I am being nice. 
Most guys would lose their shit.

RACHEL
You didn’t lose your shit last 
night? And what you’re doing right 
now isn’t considered losing your 
shit?

DAE
(almost threateningly)

It could be way worse.

RACHEL
How?

DAE
(beat)

I don’t know.

RACHEL
You don’t know or you don’t want to 
say?
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DAE
Why do you always ask me that?

RACHEL
Why do you always say “I don’t 
know” like that?

Dae deliberately pauses then--

DAE
I don’t know how to verbalize how 
I’m feeling right now, and you 
constantly patronizing me because 
of that is quickly starting to 
become the bane of my existence.

RACHEL
You hate me, don’t you?

DAE
(beat)

No.

RACHEL
You took way to long to answer 
that.

DAE
Remember, Rachel. You wanted me to 
tell you how I feel, and I warned 
you it was a stupid suggestion.

RACHEL
I’m serious about--

DAE
I really don’t hate you.

RACHEL
--you taking me to get an abortion.

DAE
What?

RACHEL
I want you to take me. Now. I’ll 
cancel the flight. I don’t even 
want--this is so ridiculous--I 
can’t do this. This is the kind of 
shit that causes cancer.

DAE
Are you serious or are you just 
saying that because you’re mad?
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RACHEL
How many times are you going to 
tell me that I’m mad?

DAE
You’re doing what you do again.

RACHEL
I’m completely serious. I’m over 
this.

DAE
Over what?

RACHEL
You being a child.

Dae immediately shifts to a more truculent demeanor after 
that. He gets his phone out, determined, and unlocks it.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

DAE
You want me to take you to get an 
abortion now. You just said that. I 
gotta find a place first.

RACHEL
Dae--

DAE
Me being a child? Really? You have 
no right saying that. You’re the 
one who lied to me for weeks about 
one of the most detrimental things 
that can happen to a young adult 
because you were “scared.”

RACHEL
You were right and you are right.

DAE
About--

RACHEL
I was mad, okay? And I don’t have 
any right telling you to grow up. 
But I’m also fucking hurt. Mad and 
hurt go hand-in-hand. 

(MORE)
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And though I don’t have the right 
to tell you to grow up, I 
absolutely have the right to 
express my feelings to you about 
how you’re acting like a little 
prom queen right now.

DAE
(glaring at Rachel)

What a fucking mistake this all is.
(holding up phone)

Thank God. There’s one not even ten 
minutes from here.

RACHEL
What about us?

Dae either ignores the question or doesn’t hear.

DAE
(pushing)

You want to go now? Huh?

RACHEL
Seems like it’s what you want.

DAE
You said it.

RACHEL
(bitterly)

Just do what you want.

Dae puts his phone on his lap.

DAE
Why can’t you just be real with me 
for once?

RACHEL
It’s scary.

DAE
What’s the worst that could happen?

RACHEL
You’re the one who has no right. 
Asking me about being real? Really? 
You’re the epitome of not-realness.

DAE
I’m an actor.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
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RACHEL
Did you really just say that?

DAE
I did.

RACHEL
That card?

DAE
You don’t understand the pure 
pleasure I get from acting and how 
important it is to me. You never 
did and you never will.

RACHEL
I get it.

DAE
No, you don’t.

RACHEL
I promise I do. You’ve only told me 
a million times how pleasurable and 
important it is to you.

Dae shakes his head, rolling his eyes.

DAE
Then why do you get so pissed or 
hurt or whatever-the-fuck when I go 
to my classes and whatnot?

RACHEL
Look at your Instagram.

Dae shuts up after that.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Yeah.

DAE
That’s just how it is.

RACHEL
How what is?

DAE
Being a very handsome actor.
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RACHEL
Oh, really? I didn’t realize being 
a very handsome actor comes with 
taking selfies with every plump, 
dim-witted girl you see.

DAE
Being a very handsome actor comes 
with getting attention.

RACHEL
I thought you hated attention.

With a burst of anger, Dae smacks his hand on the steering 
wheel.

DAE
You’re the most talented person who 
exists on Earth right now when it 
comes to pushing buttons, you know 
that? You should be in The Guinness 
Book of World Records for button-
pushing.

RACHEL
I’m not trying to push your 
buttons. I’m just speaking the 
truth. You say it all the time, no?

(tauntingly)
“I hate attention and social media. 
I only use it when I’m taking a 
shit out of boredom.” No?

DAE
God. You’re so insecure.

RACHEL
I’m insecure?

DAE
Insecurity the root of jealousy. 
And you’re always jealous and all 
up in my ass. So yes. You’re 
insecure. Obviously.

RACHEL
(mocking)

How is it not in the ether of men’s 
collective consciousness that 
completely invalidating women’s 
emotions is the absolute worst 
thing to do if you don’t want them 
to fight with you.
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DAE
That’s what you’re perpetually 
doing to me.

RACHEL
How is that even remotely true?

DAE
You never take me serious or 
believe in me.

RACHEL
What are you talking about?

DAE
You never believed I’d make it as 
an actor. If you did, you wouldn’t 
root for me to fail just because 
you’re jealous. Why do you think 
we’re always fighting?

RACHEL
You have it so twisted, Dae. We’re 
always fighting because you’re 
constantly in a state of 
defensiveness, assuming I’m, like, 
planning my fights with you, 
playing “games.”

DAE
I got my first feature last night.

RACHEL
(beat)

That makes sense.

DAE
What?

RACHEL
That explains why you’re treating 
me even more like a pile of shit 
than normal. You just want to get 
me out of your life now that you’re 
going make it big, don’t you?

Rachel waits for a response. Dae doesn’t even look at Rachel, 
he’s looking down at his phone.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
That’s what I thought.
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DAE
I’m trying to get the right 
directions, Rachel. Calm down.

(beat)
I’m just--what the hell are we 
doing? Think about it.

RACHEL
Trust me. I have been. Nonstop.

DAE
Let’s be honest with ourselves, 
we’d be irresponsible human beings 
if we bring a child into the world 
right now.

(beat)
I’m a selfish actor with no time, 
and you’re a college student who’s 
a casual-alcoholic.

RACHEL
I’m not an alcoholic.

DAE
So what do you call a half a bottle 
of wine a night?

RACHEL
(defensively)

It fucking helps me sleep. You know 
I have sleeping problems. I haven’t 
even drank in a while--whatever--
you’re just bringing that up right 
now on purpose to piss me off.

DAE
I’m just trying to make a point 
that paints a clear picture that 
proves that neither of us are 
realistically in the best place to 
be parents.

Rachel is looking at her stomach, hand on it. Dae glances at 
Rachel, looking at her hand.

RACHEL
What do you really want?

DAE
What do you mean?

RACHEL
What do you want in life?
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Dae pauses for a long beat, thinking.

DAE
I don’t kno--

Dae stops himself from finishing that, glancing at Rachel.

RACHEL
Just tell me, Dae. Be honest with 
me. Be honest with yourself.

DAE
I just want to be happy.

RACHEL
Don’t we all?

Dae shrugs.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
What do you think makes you happy?

DAE
I want to be a successful actor. I 
want to make the kind of movies 
that saved my life when I was a 
kid.

RACHEL
No one’s stopping you from doing 
that.

DAE
I don’t want to have even the 
slightest inkling of worry in me 
about money, ever, or have any 
responsibilities that take away 
from my acting endeavor. I want to 
travel and explore the world, you 
know? I want to explore myself. I 
don’t even know who the fuck I am.

(beat)
I just want to be free, Rachel.

Rachel lets that soak in, looking out the window, hand still 
on her stomach.

RACHEL
That’s all you have to say.

Dae looks at Rachel. She’s contentiously wiping her tears 
away.
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DAE
What?

RACHEL
Just keep fucking driving.

DAE
What’s going on with you now?

RACHEL
(mocking)

I don’t know.

DAE
You asked me.

RACHEL
I just want to get rid of this 
thing that’s keeping you from being 
free. Okay? You’ll never have to 
worry about any little fucking 
thing in your life again, alright?

DAE
Rachel--

RACHEL
I don’t want you to be the father 
anyway. You’d be a horrible father. 
Look at you? You’re just a little 
prom-queen-pig who needs attention 
like an Instagram-whore. Who’d want 
that to be the father of their 
child?

(beat)
And you fucking hate me. Who’s 
wants to have a kid with someone 
who ignorantly hates them?

DAE
I don’t hate you.

RACHEL
You’re doing an amazing job of 
making me feel otherwise.

DAE
Why didn’t you tell me you were 
pregnant as soon as you knew?

RACHEL
Why do you keep asking me that?
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DAE
Why do you keep avoiding answering?

RACHEL
I was scared.

DAE
Jesus shits himself, say that one 
more time please. What an amazing 
answer.

RACHEL
You think I didn’t tell you for 
some malevolent reason or 
something?

Dae is impassively staring out of the window, hands clenching 
the steering wheel.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Wow. You do, don’t you?

DAE
(beat)

I didn’t say that.

Rachel’s aggression starts to visibly show now, her body 
language completely shifting.

RACHEL
You didn’t have to say it.

DAE
Rachel--

RACHEL
What do you think? Huh? You think 
I’m trying to trap you?

(waits)
You think I want to keep--

(points to stomach)
--this just so you’ll stick around?

(waits)
What?

Dae is biting his tongue.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Please don’t tell me you think I 
got pregnant on purpose. You’d be a 
complete moron if you--
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DAE
How does someone just “miss” their 
birth control a few days?

Rachel looks right at Dae, staring at him in complete 
disbelief.

DAE (CONT'D)
I didn’t mean--

RACHEL
(finally snapping)

Fuck you, Dae.
(beat)

Take me to get an abortion.

DAE
Rachel--

RACHEL
Take me now.

Dae is staring at Rachel, studying her.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
I’m fucking serious.

Dae hesitates for a beat--

RACHEL (CONT'D)
Fucking selfish, childish, prom-
queen-pig-asshole!

--then, with a burst of rage, immediately starts to pull off 
at the next exit.

DAE
Whatever the fuck you want, Rachel.

FADE TO:

INT/EXT. DAE’S CAR - DAY (PARKED)

EXTREME CLOSE UP of Dae’s hands tightly gripping the steering 
wheel, knuckles white. Through his gripping hands, we see one 
of Rachel’s hands tightly holding onto the door handle on the 
passenger's side.

We're back at the beginning.

This time, we PULL BACK, moving out of the car and stop when 
we’re hovering above it, extreme HIGH ANGLE.
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We see the SON pulling his FATHER again, now able to hear 
them. The SON is actually laughing, trying to play with his 
father. As they move out of frame, we faintly hear--

MOTHER (O.S.)
Let me take a picture of you guys.

A completely different perspective.

Dae and Rachel get out of the car, repeating everything just 
as before: Dae opening the door, the MAN with a picket sign, 
holding hands, etc., but we never leave the HIGH ANGLE, 
steadily watching them as they make their way to the 
building.

INT. WAITING ROOM/ABORTION CLINIC - DAY

This time, we’re watching Dae and Rachel from all the way 
across the room, now able to see that there are actually 
quite a few other people also waiting. Couples, single women, 
single men, daughters and mothers, etc. We watch Rachel 
tapping her foot, looking through the pamphlet again, along 
with mostly everyone else doing the same thing.

INT. ULTRASOUND ROOM/ABORTION CLINIC - DAY

We watch from far behind Dae and Rachel as they look at the 
FETUS on the screen.

INT. HALLWAY/ABORTION CLINIC - DAY

We’re heading down the moderately busy hallway, honing in on 
an open door at the end. Just as we’re about to move into the 
room, the same NURSE from the beginning walks out, rolling 
her eyes. We move past her and into the--

INT. EXAMINATION ROOM/ABORTION CLINIC - DAY

--where we see Dae and Rachel just as we left them at the 
beginning, Dae still standing over Rachel.

We continue to PUSH IN and stop when we’re on a MEDIUM SHOT. 
Rachel pulls back from Dae and looks up at him, trying her 
best to hold back tears.

RACHEL
I’m just so scared, Dae. I really 
don’t know if I can do this.

(beat)
That sign...
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DAE
Murder?

Rachel nods. Dae sighs, debating, then after a long beat--

DAE (CONT'D)
I’m scared too. Terrified.

(beat)
But whatever you decide, it’s okay.

RACHEL
(slightly snapping)

Of course it’s okay. It’s my body. 
It’s my choice. You have no say in 
what I do, Dae. You know that, 
right?

Dae is physically struck by that. Rachel looks down, wiping 
her tears.

DAE
I know... I just mean that I 
support you. No matter what.

Rachel looks up at Dae, reading him.

RACHEL
I just forgot.

DAE
What?

RACHEL
I just... I forgot to take my birth 
control pills. I promise that was 
it. I just fucking forgot. I’m so 
stupid.

DAE
You’re not stupid.

(beat)
You really believe I think you did 
it on purpose?

Rachel shrugs.

DAE (CONT'D)
Of course, I don’t believe that, 
Rachel. I was just--I don’t know--
being a child, like you said. I was 
acting delusional.

115.



(MORE)

116.

RACHEL
Then why are you so mad at me? What 
did I do to you to make you hate--

DAE
I don’t hate you.

(beat)
Everything you said about me is 
true. I need attention, need 
approval. Need love.

RACHEL
From everybody but me.

DAE
Because you know the real me. You 
know the me that’s deep down trying 
to hide from everyone.

(beat)
And if there’s anyone I hate, 
that’s who it is.

Rachel deflates, looking up at Dae. He’s blankly staring at 
the ground, hand over his face.

DAE (CONT'D)
I’m so sorry for putting you 
through last night, Rachel.

Rachel looks a Dae with a glimmer of admiration, seeing that 
he’s being completely vulnerable in this moment, tears 
forming again.

DAE (CONT'D)
(softly)

Let me get you a tissue.

Dae moves to the counter and grabs a few tissues then hands 
them to Rachel.

RACHEL
You know, the truth is--the reason 
I was scared to tell you was 
because I was--it’s so ridiculous 
now--I was just scared of losing 
you.

Dae freezes.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
I just--fuck--I think I love you, 
Dae. I was scared that exactly 
what’s happening right now would 
happen.

(MORE)
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RACHEL (CONT'D)

117.

(beat)
I do know the real you. And I want 
the real you to be successful. I 
admire you and your drive and your 
everything. I really admire you. 
It’s actually pathetic. You 
obviously don’t feel the same 
toward me, but I just want you to 
know that, okay? Before whatever is 
gonna happen happens, I want you to 
know that.

Dae is speechless, staring at Rachel, intently trying to read 
her.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
But I don’t know if I can go 
through with this.

DAE
I didn’t know you felt that way 
about me. At all.

RACHEL
I know.

(beat)
Everything you said about me is 
true. I am really insecure. Look 
where that got us.

After an awkward beat, Rachel wiping her nose with the 
tissues--

DAE
Remember our first date?

RACHEL
Of course I do. It’s was the worst 
date I’ve ever been on. Grape soda 
at the beach and--

DAE
--sex in the sand.

RACHEL
Which was not sexy at all. I was 
wiping sand out of my ass for a 
week.

DAE
You never told me that.

RACHEL
Why would I? It’s embarrassing.

RACHEL (CONT'D)
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DAE
I’m still pulling grains of sand 
out of my ass every now-and-then.

Rachel slightly laughs.

RACHEL
And you got me hooked. I pretty 
much only drink grape soda now.

DAE
(beat)

Why?

Rachel shrugs, then--

RACHEL
I honestly don’t know...

DAE
I never told you this, but you’re 
the only girl I’ve ever told my 
real name to.

RACHEL
You told me that night, didn’t you?

Dae nods with a playful smile, staring into Rachel’s eyes, 
admiring her in this moment.

We start to PULL BACK with Dae and Rachel right in the middle 
of the frame, Rachel in her hospital gown, vulnerable, and 
Dae standing over her.

After a beat of letting some distance accrue between us and 
them, Dae finally sits next to Rachel. Both of them are 
staring off into space, until--

DAE
You don’t know how I feel about 
you, Rachel. And you don’t know 
because I don’t know.

Rachel slightly deflates.

DAE (CONT'D)
But what I do know is that I’m here 
right now... And right now, I don’t 
feel like leaving.

(beat)
But that still leaves the question:

Dae turns to Rachel and--
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DAE (CONT'D)
What the fuck do you want to do?

Rachel looks up at Dae, and just as she’s about to respond, 
we finally move out of the room and--

SNAP TO:

BLACK

THE END
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