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(MORE)

FADE IN:

INT. COFFEE SHOP/BEVERLY HILLS - DAY

CLOSE UP on a coffee cup that has “Kara” written on the side 
in Sharpie.

WOMEN’S VOICE
What the fuck is this?

We PAN UP from the name on the cup and land on...

KAREN, late-40s, as rich-white-and-entitled as it can get.

She’s the perfect meme representation, haircut and all. She 
yanks her sunglasses off and slams her to-go drink holder 
with two hot coffees on the counter.

Everyone in the shop snaps their heads toward the startling 
commotion, eyes glued on Karen.

KAREN
You got my name wrong too? My name 
is Karen. Not Kara. Karen!

We slowly PUSH IN on Karen as she directs her resentment 
toward a 19-year-old BARISTA, black, who’s in slight E-girl 
attire, cliché makeup and all... The exact opposite of Karen.

KAREN (CONT'D)
What are you even doing?

BARISTA
(not sorry)

Sorry.

KAREN
Sorry, my ass.

A MANAGER, 30s, calm, collected, kind eyes, steps in and 
moves slightly in front of Barista as if to protect her.

MANAGER
(to Karen)

You need to calm down, miss.
(to Barista)

Let me handle this.

KAREN
This pretentious bitch just sits 
back there pretending to work and 
treats the people who actually pay 
her like trash.

(MORE)



KAREN (CONT'D)

2.

(grabs one of the coffees)
First, she put milk in my drink. 
Now fucking up my name?

MANAGER
(trying to calm Karen)

We’ll fix it... Don’t worry--

Karen snaps her hand and viciously waives “the finger” like 
it’s her superpower.

KAREN
I could’ve fucking died. I’m 
allergic.

MANAGER
Let us make you a new--

KAREN
She doesn’t even care. Look at her!

Karen points to Barista who’s now smirking, giving Karen a 
belittling glare.

BARISTA
Whoops.

Karen scoffs.

KAREN
(to Manager)

Look what she put. Look!

Karen shoves the drink into Manager’s face. He pulls back, 
grabbing the cup and looks.

KAREN (CONT'D)
She did it on purpose. She was 
giving me bitchy looks the whole 
time I ordered.

Barista pulls out her phone and begins recording Karen’s 
rant. She talks to her phone throughout the scene, playing up 
the whole situation like it’s reality TV.

KAREN (CONT'D)
See! Now she’s recording me without 
permission.

(to Barista)
I better not fucking see that on 
TikTok!

KAREN (CONT'D)
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BARISTA
For You here we come!

(to phone)
Guys, we have a legit Karen here. A 
Karen named Karen. Once in a 
lifetime moment.

KAREN
Really?

MANAGER
Both of you, please...

KAREN
(to Barista)

That stupid fucking thing distracts 
you from the truth.

BARISTA
And what’s that, Karen? Huh?

KAREN
We can all see the attention 
addiction seeping through that cake 
of makeup on your face.

BARISTA
I’m barely even wearing makeup.

KAREN
And let me guess? You want to be an 
Influencer?

BARISTA
(pointing at her phone)

I am an Influencer.
(to phone)

Tell her, guys.

KAREN
Yeah? And who the fuck are you 
influencing? A bunch of 10-year-
olds being rejected by their 
parents?

BARISTA
I have 600K followers. You’re just 
jealous.

KAREN
Jealous of what? An ignorant girl 
who’s too insecure to actually act 
like an actual women?
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BARISTA
So I can be a meaningless trophy 
wife and slave to the patriarchy 
like you? Uh, no thanks.

(to phone)
This bitch...

KAREN
You’re brainwashed! My man treats 
me with respect! And he’d never let 
me dress like a fucking Only Fans 
slut.

BARISTA
(to phone)

And sexist too!

MANAGER
(to Barista)

Please... Don’t make it worse...

KAREN
You don’t even know what sexist 
means, little girl.

BARISTA
Why do you keep saying girl? Learn 
my pronouns. I identify as a--

KAREN
Lick my ass with that identify 
shit!

BARISTA
(to phone)

Wow... And people wanna say Gen Z 
is the generation of snowflakes? 
What’s so hard about learning some 
pronouns?

KAREN
Are you kidding me? Maybe if you 
didn’t spend more time on your 
fucking phone than on your life, 
you wouldn’t have to be the one 
serving people coffee like a slave.

Silence.

Long beat.

RANDOM WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
You need to leave!
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MANAGER
Yeah... You’re definitely gonna 
need to go. Take the drinks for 
free and--

KAREN
Running a fucking charity here. How 
are you okay with giving handouts 
to completely incompetent people?

Barista scoffs, rolling her eyes and waving her hand at Karen 
like she’s her Queen.

That really pisses Karen off.

KAREN (CONT'D)
(to Barista)

Who’d you have to fuck to get a job 
in Beverly Hills, huh?

MANAGER
Are you really gonna make me call 
the police?

KAREN
You and I both know she probably 
fucked her way here from Skid Row. 
And I’ll call the police!

(back to Barista)
You tried to poison me with milk!

MANAGER
Okay. Fine. That’s it. I’m calling 
them--

Manager immediately pulls his phone out and dials 911.

KAREN
Do it!

BARISTA
Look around, Karen. Not a single 
soul in here is on your side. 
You’re just triggering everyone in 
here--

KAREN
Trigger my asshole, bitch!

Karen stands back, scanning the shop. Everyone is staring at 
her like she’s some kind of zoo animal. She takes a beat, 
soaking that in.
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MANAGER
(on the phone, taunting)

She’s yelling and cussing and 
making a big scene for no reason--

KAREN
Fine! I’m fucking leaving.

(yanks her drink back)
And--and I’m calling corporate. 
Both of you are done.

Karen turns to leave, pulling her phone out to call 
“corporate,” but she hesitates, shutting her eyes, taking a 
breath. She slowly turns back, staring directly at Barista.

KAREN (CONT'D)
You know what--

BARISTA
Oh, God... Just leave already! No 
one wants you here. Can’t you see 
that? Nobody gives a fuck about 
you...

(purposefully)
Kara.

Karen is visibly struck by that, gasping, putting her hand on 
her chest.

That hurt.

KAREN
You remind me so much of my 
daughter...

BARISTA
And let me guess? You guys have the 
most sensational, loving, nontoxic 
relationship in existence?

KAREN
She’s your age, supposed to be in 
school, but still living with me, 
still using COVID as an excuse to 
not get her shit together.

(beat)
Why can’t y'all just grow up?

BARISTA
Maybe we don’t wanna grow up. What 
do all you Boomers not understand 
about that?

(to phone)
It’s a simple concept, guys. 

(MORE)
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BARISTA (CONT'D)

7.

Don’t grow up.
(back to Karen)

And why should we “grow up?” It’s a 
bullshit societal construct, 
anyway. Have you ever thought... 
Maybe your daughter’s just happy 
staying at home with her family.

Karen takes a beat, looking at Barista then at her phone. She 
shakes her head, defeated.

KAREN
Maybe I’d think that... If she 
didn’t try to kill herself last 
week with her depression meds.

(leans closer)
But you probably know all about 
that, don’t you?

Barista finally puts her phone down.

Karen pulls back, sighing. She whips her sunglasses back on 
and finishes with...

KAREN (CONT'D)
Share that with your 600K 
followers, bitch.

Karen turns and struts out of the coffee shop, holding her 
head high.

EXT. SIDEWALK - CONTINUOUS

ONE-SHOT: We follow Karen as she walks out of the coffee 
shop, continuing down the sidewalk as if she just won a 
political debate.

As soon as she gets far enough down the sidewalk, completely 
invisible to the coffee shop, she breaks.

She moves to the side of a building and leans on it with one 
hand, keeping herself from collapsing.

She pulls her sunglasses off and puts her hand over her face, 
trying as hard as she can to hold back the sobs.

After a long beat, she finally wipes her tears, messing up 
her eyeliner, leaving a scar-like streak down the side of her 
cheek.

BARISTA (CONT'D)
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She puts her sunglasses back on then continues down the 
sidewalk.

SNAP TO:

TITLE:

“Karen”

INT. KITCHEN/KAREN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

It’s a nice house. Beverly Hills. Large, modern, vacant, 
cold.

A beautiful view of the hills is visible through the kitchen 
window - which is where we find Karen, blanking staring 
through the frame.

Karen moves from the window to the large island in the middle 
of the kitchen. She plops her purse down and takes a seat on 
a stool.

She lays her head on the island and closes her eyes.

Then we hear laughing. Two people. A man and a woman.

Karen opens her eyes. Blank stare.

She lifts her head and tilts it, listening.

More laughing. Genuinely happy, fun-filled laughing.

Karen sighs.

She gets up from the stool and moves to a cabinet across the 
room.

She slowly opens the door revealing that it’s filled with a 
plethora of large glass alcohol bottles.

She stares, debating, then finally reaches for the classic - 
vodka.

She grabs the bottle, shuts the door, then listens again.

More laughing.

Karen moves back to the island and sits.

She slowly twists off the cap, smells the vodka, then takes a 
large swig.
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MAN (O.S.)
What the fuck are you doing?

SNAP TO:

INT. BARISTA’S ROOM - NIGHT

It’s dark. Quiet.

Barista is sitting at her desk, hunched over her computer, 
headphones on. It’s a nice gaming PC. Alienware keyboard and 
all.

She’s on Twitch, streaming, playing the “it” game of the 
moment.

HOLD on her for a beat, light shining on her face, images 
flashing.

Then an alarm goes off.

Barista grabs her phone, turns the alarm off, then pulls her 
headphones off.

She waves “bye” to the computer then turns the screen off.

She gets up from her desk, moves to her closet, opens the 
door, then pulls out a ring light.

She plugs the light in then sets it up in the middle of the 
room, facing it toward her bed.

She looks into a full-body mirror, taking her hair out of her 
ponytail, messing it up a little bit.

She stands still, calm, blankly staring herself in the eye.

She turns away and moves to the ring light. She puts her 
phone on the stand then presses the record button. We hear 
the “ding.”

She moves to her bed and sits on the edge, blankly staring at 
the ground. After a beat, she starts to pull her clothes off.

We slowly PAN away from her as she pulls all her clothes off, 
stopping when all we see is her SHADOW on the wall.

The shadow gets on its hands and knees and poses for the 
phone.

It stays still for a beat, poses, shuffles, stays still, 
poses, shuffles, stays still, poses, shuffles...
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...and again... 

                       ...and again...

                                                ...and again.

HOLD on the shadow for a long beat, completely silent, 
observing, until...

MAN (O.S.)
Karen, what the fuck are you doing 
here?

SNAP BACK TO:

INT. KITCHEN/KAREN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

CLOSE UP: Karen’s HUSBAND, 50s, standing at the entrance of 
the kitchen, piqued, arms crossed.

HUSBAND
You’re not supposed to be back 
until tonight.

Karen is still sitting on the stool, deflated. She takes 
another swig from the bottle of vodka.

KAREN
Well... I’m back. Hi.

HUSBAND
Why?

KAREN
Canceled--uh--my thing.

HUSBAND
Why the fuck’d you do that? I made 
it really fuckin’ clear to not be 
here. I have a guest over.

KAREN
Oh... I see. Sorry bout that.

Karen takes another swig.

HUSBAND
And why are you drinking in the 
middle of the fuckin’ day?

KAREN
Just trying to have some fun, 
honey.

(MORE)
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KAREN (CONT'D)

11.

(winks)
Same as you.

HUSBAND
You’re pathetic.

KAREN
Don’t leave your guest alone. 
That’s rude.

Husband looks behind him, offscreen, then looks back at 
Karen.

HUSBAND
You need to find somewhere to be.

KAREN
Somewhere doesn’t exist for me, 
honey. Don’t you know that?

They stare at each other for a long beat. Tension rising.

KAREN (CONT'D)
Just go fuck her. You think I care? 
At this point, really, you think I 
give a fuck about who you fuck?

HUSBAND
(beat)

I’m not going to ask you again.

Karen doesn’t budge. She takes another swig.

HUSBAND (CONT'D)
I’m not playing this fuckin’ game.

Husband quickly moves to Karen and grabs her by the arm, 
yanking her up from the stool.

Karen doesn’t even resist. She’s seemingly all too familiar 
with this kind of behavior.

We follow Husband as he harshly pulls Karen from the kitchen 
into the...

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

...where we see a YOUNG WOMAN, 20s, socialite vibes, leaning 
against the wall, staring down at her phone. Let’s just call 
her Socialite Girl.

Husband continues to pull Karen, heading toward the staircase 
across the room.

KAREN (CONT'D)
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HUSBAND
(to Socialite Girl)

Give me a minute.

Socialite Girl just nods and doesn’t even look up from her 
phone.

Karen stares at Socialite Girl, studying her.

KAREN
(to Husband)

I’m genuinely impressed. Getting 
younger every time.

HUSBAND
Shut the fuck up, bitch.

KAREN
What’d you have to buy her to get 
her back here?

(to Socialite Girl)
You know he has a tiny dick, right?

That’s it. Husband snaps. He abruptly shoves Karen onto the 
couch.

We’ve now stopped following them and HOLD on...

Socialite Girl in the FOREGROUND, facing us, still on her 
phone as if nothing is happening just behind her.

Husband dominantly standing over Karen, back facing us.

And Karen sitting on the couch, furthest away, directly 
facing us.

Husband leans down to Karen, whispering something in her ear. 
We don’t hear it.

Karen drops her head, crying.

HUSBAND
Oh, stop the fuckin’ crying. Grow 
the fuck up.

Karen looks up at Husband.

KAREN
Just let me go.

HUSBAND
So you can try to take everything? 
Fuck that. You asked for this, gold-
digging bitch.
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KAREN
(beat)

I hate you...

Whack! Husband punches Karen in the face. Not a slap. A solid 
punch, causing her head to fling backward.

Karen grabs her face and falls over onto the couch.

We now begin to PUSH IN.

HUSBAND
(to Socialite Girl)

Babe.

Socialite Girl moves to Husband, unfazed.

SOCIALITE GIRL
What’s the fuck is her problem?

HUSBAND
(tisks)

Oh, nothing.
(to Karen)

Right, honey?

Karen doesn’t budge.

We land on a MEDIUM SHOT of Karen, curled up in the fetal 
position, holding her face.

In the BACKGROUND, Husband and Socialite Girl slowly walk up 
the stairs, holding hands, not once looking back.

Ding! A phone notification interrupts the scene, and we...

SNAP TO:

INT. BARISTA’S ROOM - NIGHT

Barista is laying on her bed. All the lights are still off - 
aside from the ring light pointing directly at her.

INSERT: Barista’s phone screen. Only Fans. She presses the 
“Post” button.

Back to Barista, holding her phone up to her face, watching 
notification after notification pop up.

Ding!

She rolls over to her side, bringing her phone even closer.
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Ding! Ding!

HOLD on her as she watches the notifications roll in. She’s 
curled up in the fetal position.

Just like Karen.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT/EXT. KAREN’S CAR - DAY

Parked right outside the same coffee shop from before.

Karen’s face is bruised. She’s staring at the front of the 
shop, debating.

She looks at herself in the rearview mirror, rubbing her hand 
across her bruise, then she gets out of the car.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY/MOMENTS LATER

Karen hesitantly walks in, head down.

MANAGER (O.S.)
Oh no... No no no.

Karen looks up at Manager (same guy from before). He’s making 
a beeline straight to her.

MANAGER (CONT'D)
I don’t think you should be in 
here. I really don’t want--

KAREN
I--I just wanted to say sorry.

MANAGER
Apology accepted. Now can you 
please go?

(gently nudging her out)
I don’t want any more drama. People 
are still scarred from before.

KAREN
Is she working?

MANAGER
Jackie?

KAREN
That’s her name? Jackie. I just... 
I feel bad about what I said.
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Manager takes a beat, noting Karen’s bruise.

MANAGER
She was supposed to be here today, 
but she never showed. But I’ll pass 
on the apology, kay? She’s a big 
girl. I’m sure she’ll accept it.

Manager continues to nudge Karen until she’s out the door. He 
goes to shut the door, but hesitates, then he steps out onto 
the...

EXT. SIDEWALK - CONTINUOUS

...and closes the door behind them.

KAREN
I really am sorry.

MANAGER
It happens...

Karen sees that Manager is looking at her bruise. She turns 
her body slightly away from him.

KAREN
Just tell her--tell Jackie--I said 
sorry, okay? Tell her she’s doing 
good. I mean, she has a job at 
least. That’s so much better than 
my spoiled daughter.

MANAGER
I’ll tell her.

KAREN
Thank you.

Karen turns away, heading back to her car.

Manager lingers, staring at Karen, debating.

MANAGER
You’re viral.

Karen stops and turns back.

KAREN
What?
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MANAGER
On TikTok. You’re viral.

SNAP TO:

INT. KAREN'S CAR - DAY

Karen is on her phone, staring at the viral TikTok of her 
freakout.

It’s a clip from the video Jackie was recording.

Karen stares for a beat then looks down at the caption.

INSERT: “It’s people like her who made me do it”

Karen’s eyes widen. She looks up at the coffee shop, then she 
looks back down at her phone. She hesitates for a beat then 
taps the “comment” icon with her pointer finger.

INSERT: Top Comment with 12.3K Likes: “everyone I’m worried. 
I’m Jackie’s bff. she’s not picking up her phone. it’s not 
like her.”

Karen immediately swipes up, quitting out of TikTok.

She puts her phone facedown in her lap, closing her eyes.

She looks back up at the coffee shop for a long beat, 
debating.

She slowly reaches into her purse and pulls out a pill 
bottle. She pops the lid off, dumps a few too many pills into 
her hand, then tosses them into her mouth and swallows.

She reaches back into her purse and pulls out her car keys, 
still staring at the coffee shop.

KAREN
Fuck it.

She puts her keys into the ignition, starts the car, whips 
her sunglasses on, then pulls away.

SNAP TO:

BLACK

THE END.
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