
INT. JOSH/MEGAN APARTMENT - EARLY AFTERNOON

Josh slumps onto the couch, he tries out a few a
positions, setting on the one that looks least
comfortable.

He pulls out his phone, scrolling through his contact
list.

He stops at Matthew, taking a look at his display
picture. He smirks, gazing at his ginger comb over. He
goes back to his contact list.

Josh makes his way to Kyle's contact, opening up a chat.

While texting, he notices the time, promptly deleting the
message. He attempts to call Megan, it goes straight to
voice mail.

He looks at the time again, exhaling loudly. Out of
boredom, he gets up, beginning to pace. He contemplates,
looking thoughtful as he walks.

Abruptly, he grabs his car keys, heading out the door.

INT. VAPE SHOP - NIGHT

Benjamin adjusts his bandana in the display window's
refection. He gives his reflection a wink.

Laurel appears in the reflection.

LAUREL
Hey Ben, could I catch a lift
with you to Meg's circle?

BENJAMIN
Yeah, no problem.

INT. STREET CORNER - CAR INTERIOR - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Benjamin and Laurel get in. Ben throwing a small bag onto
Laurel's lap. Starting up the car, driving off.

BENJAMIN
Would you mind?

LAUREL
If I say no?

Benjamin chuckles darkly.

BENJAMIN
Well we could always arrange
another method of payment... for
the lift, you know?

Laurel opens up the bag, rolling a joint.



LAUREL
Well if those 'payments', it
probably won't take as long, or
be half as much effort.

She passes the blunt over, grinning.

He takes a long drag, handing it back to her.

INT. TRAFFIC LIGHT - CAR INTERIOR - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

The pull up at a red light. A beggar stands with a sign
that reads: 'They say walk a mile in my shoes, but
go-figure - I don't have any shoes.'

Benjamin snorts, fits of laughter over taking him. Laurel
rolls her eyes.

BENJAMIN
Oh come on! That's hilarious.
Dude, let's give him some weed.

Laurel shakes her head in protest.

LAUREL
No that's a fucking terrible
idea.

Benjamin inches the car forward, rolling his window down.

BENJAMIN
(calling over)

Hey my man, want a drag?

Without a word the unkempt man takes the blunt.

BENJAMIN
You'd probably have more money if
you advertised yourself as a
politician hit man.

The beggar coughs, handing back the weed.

The light turns green, Benjamin takes off.

LAUREL
What the actual fuck? Now I have
to roll a new one?

BENJAMIN
Why? That one still has some
juice.

Laurel scoffs in disgust.

LAUREL
I'm not sharing a blunt with a
random black guy.



She clicks her tongue, starting a new joint.

She takes a puff, looking thoughtful.

LAUREL
I can't stop thinking about Uncle
Moss as drag queen.

She laughs to herself, setting Benjamin off. The two
giggle, lost in their own world.

LAUREL
You have some Queen tendencies
you know.

BENJAMIN
(singing)

You can't stop my happiness,
thank you dear cannabis. And you
can't stop the giggles or
munchies, or unplanned
striptease.

He reaches out an arm dramatically.

BENJAMIN
So if you don't like the way I
am, I'll just go smoke some more
dank.

They crack up, missing their off ramp.

BENJAMIN
Ah shit. I was supposed to take
that off ramp.

LAUREL
Whatever, let's find a bar and
get some predrinks.

INT. BAR NUMBER ONE - NIGHT

Laurel rushes through the door, heading straight to the
bar, Ben trailing behind her.

Laurel places her bosom on the counter, hoping to garner
some attention. A BARTENDER approaches her, one eyebrow
raised suggestively.

LAUREL
What does a girl have to do
around here to get a drink.

The bartender leans forward, speaking in a whisper.

BARTENDER
Well, I'd like to find out how
far you'd go...



Benjamin interjects, placing his arm around Laurel.

BENJAMIN
Sorry buddy, this one's mine.

Laurel shoves him away.

LAUREL
Uh, yes. But we're swingers,
prowling for some fun tonight.
You game?

The bartender's gaze swifts awkwardly between the two of
them.

BARTENDER
I think I'll pass for tonight,
you two have fun.

The bartender walks off, seeing to other CUSTOMERS.

LAUREL
(to herself)

What about my drink?

She shakes it off, stealing two a random beers from
behind the bar. She takes a seat at a nearby table,
followed by Ben.

BENJAMIN
Well that was weird.

LAUREL
What was weird?

Benjamin sips his stolen beer, eying Laurel.

BENJAMIN
Well your much more persuasive
usually. Come to think, you
haven't been with anyone for a
while.

Laurel seems distracted, looking around the bar, half
minding Ben.

LAUREL
Haven't quite found someone worth
savoring I guess.

Benjamin mouths the word 'savoring', following her gaze.

A smile spreads across his face.

BENJAMIN
I have a challenge for you.

Laurel's heads snaps towards him, suddenly engaged.



BENJAMIN
Hook up with a few strangers, the
score ranging on grossness levels
from a one-point chauvinistic
sorority man-baby to a ten-point
balding-eagle grandpa; the higher
the number, the more drinks I
will sponsor throughout the
night.

Laurel laughs, nodding enthusiastically.

LAUREL
Hook-ups and free hangovers are
all I live for.

She peers round, spotting a SILVER FOX. She walks over,
flipping her hair back. Ben watches from the table.

The two chat, the man getting friskier by the second. Ben
can see Laurels discomfort, stepping in.

He slaps Laurel on the shoulder.

BENJAMIN
Hey! What are you doing here? And
with this guy?

Ben nudges her, pretending to whisper, but loud enough
for the man to hear.

BENJAMIN
You shouldn't try to hook-up so
soon after your sex-change, the
Dr. said it might bleed.

The man, removes his hands immediately, cradling it as
though it had been burnt. He exists swiftly through THE
CROWD.

Laurel and Benjamin, collapse into laughter, walking away
arm in arm.

INT. BAR NUMBER TWO - NIGHT

Josh sits alone, cradling a beer, scratching at the
label.

GREG, tall and attractive, walks by, signaling THE
BARTENDER 2. He gives Josh a small smile.

GREG
Good beer choice.

He orders the same, taking a seat next to Josh.

GREG
(extending his hand)



I'm Greg.

Josh shakes his hand.

JOSH
Josh. I'm not gay, just saying.

Greg chuckles, shaking his head.

GREG
Cool, me neither. I'm just
killing time man. Actually seeing
a girl later, I'm just a bit
nervous.

Josh fidgets, ashamed.

JOSH
Sorry, I just- yeah. My friends
were all busy so I came here, to
drink... alone.

Greg takes a sip.

GREG
Yeah, I've been there before.

Josh looks down.

JOSH
Do you want another round?

GREG
Well I'm not going to say no.

ADVERT BREAK.

INT. BAR NUMBER TWO - NIGHT

Greg and Josh stumble around the bar, clearly
intoxicated.

GREG
(slurring)

Do you wanna play pool? I'll pay.

Josh hiccups.

JOSH
Yeah! And whoever loses has to
pay for drinks for the rest of
the night.

Greg starts racking at the balls lazily.

GREG
You're on.



Josh picks up a stick. He takes aim, tongue hanging out.
He hits the ball, it barely moves.

Greg cockily takes the stick from Josh. He hits the ball,
making a clean break.

Josh is visibly nervous.

INT. BAR NUMBER TWO - NIGHT

Josh is leading with two balls to sink. The two have
garnered an AUDIENCE, who wait with baited breathe, as
Josh takes aim.

The ball glides past, sinking the black ball. The
audience gasps. Josh places his stick down dramatically.

JOSH
Greg, it's time to get wasted.
Yesterday was pay day so screw
it.

Greg beams, following Josh to the bar.

Josh bangs his fist on the counter.

JOSH
Bartender! I demand shots! Double
shots!

INT. BAR NUMBER ONE - NIGHT

Laurel and Benjamin dance around each other, making eye
contact now and then.

Laurel stops, reaching for her phone.

LAUREL
I'm vibrating

BENJAMIN
Nah, you're moves aren't that
great.

Laurel pulls out her phone, answering it.

KYLE
How the fuck do I get to Megan's
hippie bar?

LAUREL
We got lost along the way too,
come boycott with us!

KYLE
Alright just send me a location.

Laurel sends him the location, stumbling towards the



door.

EXT. BAR NUMBER ONE - PARKING LOT - NIGHT (CONTINUOUS)

Laurel and Ben wait. Kyle pulls up, waving at the pair.

Ben pulls him from the car, whispering threateningly.

BENJAMIN
Listen hear, see? Imma take all
your money, see? Wanna do this
the easy way or the hard way?

Benjamin gets overexcited, shaking Kyle by the collar.

BENJAMIN
How hard do I gotta shake before
some coinage falls huh? Ye,
freckled bastard.

Laurel pulls Benjamin away, Kyle slumps to the floor,
cursing under his breath.

KYLE
Ben, you are a lowlife.

BENJAMIN
Ah, lighten' up man.

The three start towards the bar. Ben hands his vape to
Kyle, giving him a smile.

Kyle takes it, taking in a long draw.

INT. BAR NUMBER TWO - EARLY MORNING HOURS

The Weekend - 'I Can't Feel my Face', blasts through the
bar. Josh, hair messy, and Greg, shirtless, stand atop a
dance, dancing furiously.

They each carry a karaoke mike. Josh hitting the high
notes, Greg lyrically talented. They sing with
exaggerated passion.

The song comes to an end, leaving the sweaty men
breathing heavy. Two polite people in the corner let out
sympathetic claps.

They high-five, hopping off the table, marching back to
the bar.

BARTENDER 2
Alright guys, this is the last
call, then you two need to get
your asses home.

GREG
That's good man! We'll get two



shots of tequil-

JOSH
Wait!

Greg looks over at Josh, who is pointing at a gold bottle
on the shelf.

JOSH
Give us some of the gold stuff!

The Bartender follows his finger, looking back concerned.

BARTENDER 2
Just a warning, that stuff isn't
for sissy's, it can mess up your
mental dude.

The two men shrug.

GREG
We'll take two!

INT. KYLES BAKERY - STORE - MORNING

Laurel and Cheney set up shop, sweeping and stacking
shelves.

Benjamin appears in the window, tapping on the glass.

Laurel lets him in, Ben shows her a bag of weed.

BENJAMIN
This is good shit, I'm so
excited.

LAUREL
Let's use the kitchen to make
brownies. I'm keen to chill
today.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - MORNING

The two sit on the floor, staring into the oven, their
brown mess bubbling under the heat. Laurel phones begins
to ring.

LAUREL
Hey Megs, whats up?

She walks off, talking to Megan privately. Benjamin gets
up, walking towards the bathroom.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - MORNING

The Kitchen lays vacant, brownies rising well. Kyle
enters, sniffing the air. He peers into the oven, smiling
from ear to ear.



KYLE
(to himself)

Aw Cheney, you sweet thing.

Kyle takes out the tray, cutting two squares, setting
them aside. The cuts up the rest, placing them on a
display tray.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - STORE - MORNING (CONTINUOUS)

Kyle places the brownies in the display case, licking the
excess chocolate from his fingers. He heads back to the
kitchen.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - MORNING (CONTINUOUS)

Kyle shovels the first brown, giving groans of happiness.

He barely finishes chewing before he picks up the second
brownie, looking giddy.

EXT. BAR NUMBER TWO - PARKING LOT - MORNING

Greg crawls from the bar, Josh not far behind. Both mean
appear disorientated.

GREG
I think I'm going to catch an
Uber, where you headed?

JOSH
(Car beeping hides the
name)

... complex.

GREG
Oh shit me too! Let's take one
car.

The two sit on the curb, waiting for their lift. Greg
glances at his hands, up again, then back at his hands.

GREG
Are your hands like, super warm.

Josh shakes his head, going slightly red.

JOSH
I'm feeling the warmth in other
areas.

An awkward silence passes, Josh suddenly hugging Greg
from the side.

JOSH
I love you bro.

Greg gets slightly misty eyed.



GREG
I love you too man. No homo.

They begin to laugh wildly, both slightly out of touch
with reality.

The UBER DRIVER, big, black and brawny, arrives,
signaling them to get in the car.

INT. UBER - BACKSEAT - MORNING

Greg places his hand on the Uber drivers shoulder.

GREG
Could you take us to (car
backfiring) complex? Oh, and we
love you.

The Uber driver frowns, swiping Greg's hand away. He
release a growl so menacing, Greg turns slightly sober.

JOSH
Oh! I wanted to tell you this
story earlier... About the girl I
love.

ADVERT BREAK.

INT. UBER - BACKSEAT - MORNING

Greg stares at Josh, speechless. Josh nods his head,
indicating that he is done with his story.

GREG
Josh. You're one crazy
motherfucker.

A beat.

The two burst into laughter.

UBER DRIVER
Jy is befok.

The laughter halts, both men looking rather frightened.

Greg leans over to whisper in Joshes ear.

GREG
If we weren't so wasted, do you
think we could take this guy?

JOSH
Not in a million fucking years.
But I'm glad I'm your friend
cause you could definitely
bliksem me.



The Uber driver pulls up at the complex, the pair
scattering for their lives.

EXT. COMPLEX - OUTSIDE - MORNING

They begin walking, taking a glance back at the Uber.

The driver flips them off, ramping the pavement in the
process of leaving.

JOSH
I had a great night, thanks man.

GREG
Yeah me too, later.

The two continue to walk together, feeling awkward after
their goodbyes.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - MORNING

Benjamin and Laurel come back to find Kyle munching on a
third brownie.

The wrapping paper from the previous two brownies already
lay discarded on the counter.

He smiles stupidly upon seeing them.

KYLE
Heeeeeeeey friends!

The partners in crime look at each other, looking
devious.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - MORNING

Laurel holds her Iphone, filming Kyle's every move. The
two try to contain their giggles as Kyle proceeds in a
very slow monologue.

KYLE
...no I promise! You guys, I'll
do the laundry and cook, like,
twice a week! You can even take
whatever you want from the store.

Kyle gets distracted by a fly-away hair. He zones back
in.

KYLE
I love you guys.

His cheeks glow as he beams up at them.

KYLE
And Laurel, you're sooo
beautiful. Your hair is soft,



well I wouldn't know... but it
looks soft. Like a fluffy cloud.

Laurel giggles, trying to avoid his hands.

KYLE
I think you're like a model. A
caramel model.

Tears well up in their eyes from laughter. Kyle lunges
for Ben, attempting to hug him.

Ben jumps backwards, knocking a bag of flour to the
floor.

BENJAMIN
Oh shit.

Laurel pats him on the back.

LAUREL
A job well done.

Kyle moves towards the flour, grabbing a hand full. He
lets the power fall through his fingers.

Laurel sprinkles some over his head.

LAUREL
Look Ben, a baked cake.

The two crack up. A call interrupts their laughter.

CHENEY (O.S)
Kyle?

INT. KYLES BAKERY - STORE - MORNING (CONTINUOUS)

Cheney, hearing no response, begins to walk toward the
kitchen door. She reaches her hand out.

The door opens abruptly, giving Cheney a fright. Laurel
stands in the doorway, arm hung lazily, blocking Cheney's
path.

CHENEY
Oh, you gave me a fright. Is Kyle
with you?

LAUREL
Nope, Ben and I are just cleaning
in here. The floors wet so I
can't let you in.

Cheney nods, pulling at the rim of her skirt.

CHENEY
All right, when you see him.



Could you tell him that the heath
inspector is coming today.

Laurel's eye widen.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - MORNING (CONTINUOUS)

Benjamin, places his hand over Kyle's mouth, preventing
him from speaking.

His face, a mirror of shock as he hears the news.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - STORE - MORNING (CONTINUOUS)

Cheney looks down at her feet.

CHENEY
I love to to here to greet him,
but I wanted to bake for him, but
I'm missing a couple things. Will
you show him around for little
while I'm out?

Laurel, half nodding/half shaking her head, lets out a
mumble of agreement.

Cheney thanks her, picking up her hand stitched bag,
exiting the store.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - MORNING (CONTINUOUS)

The bell sounds, indicated Cheney has left. Ben and
Laurel scurry around. Haphazardly attempting to clean the
kitchen.

With every move the mess grows bigger. Kyle giggling at
his frantic friends.

Kyle sticks his fingers in the pile of flour on the
flour. He tastes it, grimacing.

HEALTH INSPECTOR (O.S)
(desk bell ringing)

Hello?

The three halt, heads turning slowly.

BENJAMIN
Ah fuck! What do we do.

Laurel looks around, the kitchen lays in shambles.

LAUREL
Okay you clean and get rid of
that...

She points at Kyle.



LAUREL
I'll distract the inspector

The bell sounds obnoxiously. Laurel starts towards the
door.

BENJAMIN
Wait, how are you going to do
that.

Laurel looks back at him, giving a flirty wink.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - STORE - AFTERNOON (CONTINUOUS)

The HEALTH INSPECTOR, tall, lanky, with glasses a size
too big for his face, stands tapping his pen on the
counter.

Laurel the store, smiling at him. Upon seeing her, the
inspector pushes up his glasses and sprawls something
into a notebook.

Laurel gulps, moving towards him.

LAUREL
How may I help you?

HEALTH INSPECTOR
Well I'm the health-

LAUREL
Heath inspector I know.

He looks up at her questioningly.

LAUREL
We don't get many customers.

The inspector nods, taking down a obscenely long note.

Laurel coughs, trying to grab his attention. He
continues, ignoring her. A loud clang sounds from the
kitchen, drawing the inspectors eyes towards the door.

LAUREL
(panicked)

Shall I show you around?

He nods, holding his gaze for a moment longer.

Laurel grabs his arm leading him to the front of the
store.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - AFTERNOON (CONTINUOUS)

Ben drags a drowsy Kyle into the pantry. The shoves the
last of his fat rolls, shutting the door on him.



Ben scans the kitchen, admiring his work work. He dusts
himself off, satisfied.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - STORE - AFTERNOON (CONTINUOUS)

Laurel has the inspector on all four, admiring the basic
tile work of the store.

LAUREL
It's tile, because we decided it
was cleaner... because, uhm...

The inspector, swipes a finger.

HEALTH INSPECTOR
Yes carpet does tend to carry
germs. Good choice.

Laurel nods furiously, accepting the explanation as if it
were her own.

HEALTH INSPECTOR
This is all very fine and well
but I'm really here to see the
kitchen.

Ben appears in the doorway, cutting off Laurels excuse.

BENJAMIN
Benjamin. Please, make your way
through.

The air of bravado from which he speaks relaxes Laurel.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - STORE - AFTERNOON

Cheney strolls in, carrying two large grocery packages.
Noticing the kitchen is empty, she peeps through the
kitchen door.

INT. KYLES BAKERY - KITCHEN - AFTERNOON (CONTINUOUS)

Kyle, Laurel and Ben, lay in a heap on the floor, each
leaning on one another.

CHENEY
(as if it were normal)

Aw, did I wish him? What a pity.
How did we do?

The three of them, utterly exhausted, each raise a
'thumps up' in her direction, plastering fake smiles on
their faces.

INT. COMPLEX - HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

Josh and Greg exits the elevator, seemingly in high
spirits.



JOSH
Weird, so her apartment is on
this floor? What number?

GREG
17 I believe.

Josh, astonished, stares, mouth agape. He starts creeping
back towards the elevator.

GREG
Hold on, where are you off too?

Josh attempts to lean on the elevator doors, only for
them to open. He slips, pretending to cover it up.

JOSH
No, I'm on the 7th floor
actually.

GREG
Oh. I didn't know this building
had seven floors?

JOSH
Yeah... it does.

He cringes at his lack of explanation. Greg steps foward.

GREG
Won't you come with me? I'm still
kind of nervous.

Josh shakes his head.

JOSH
Nah man, I'm need to... I'm
gonna... shit my pants.

Joshes face whines in contortion.

GREG
Uhm okay... then just use her
bathroom.

Josh closes his eyes tightly.

A beat.

JOSH
It's... too late.

Greg's eyes widen, attempting to control his horror.

JOSH
(reaching out his hand)

So, uhm, later?



Greg fist pumps him, clearly uncomfortable.

GREG
Yeah, later.

INT. COMPLEX - ELEVATOR - AFTERNOON.

Josh waves goodbye as the doors slide closed. Once in
silence, he exhales.

JOSH
FUCK!

 


