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FADE IN:

EXT. DWIGHT LOFTS - DAY

ANDREW and JOSHUA stand on the balcony of their apartment 
complex. Both looking like they want to walk downstairs, but 
neither of them taking the first step.

ANDREW
Go on, then. Talk to him.

POV SHOT: SHAWN LEONIDAS is leaned up against a brick wall 
near the front gate. He takes a long drag from the joint 
between his fingers, then blows smoke out of his mouth.

JOSHUA
What? No way. Up until five minutes 
ago I didn’t even know who the guy 
was.

ANDREW
Which is good. You’re not a fan. 
Celebrities dig that. Means you 
don’t want to use them for their 
fame.

JOSHUA
But we do to use him for his fame. 
That’s the whole point.

ANDREW
Yeah, but he doesn’t need to know 
that.

JOSHUA
(with a grin)

Ah, deceptive. That’s a good look 
on you.

Andrew doesn’t how to take the comment, so he shrugs it off.

JOSHUA (CONT’D)
I still don’t see why I have to be 
the one to do the talking.

ANDREW
Because you’re smarter, and more 
charming and better at socializing 
than I am.

Joshua’s face lights up.



JOSHUA
Aww, Andy. That’s so sweet of you-- 
ah hell. Nope! Flattery’s not 
working this time. You’re gonna
need to do a lot more than that to 
have me eating out the palm of your 
hand.

ANDREW
Okay, I don’t even want to know 
what you had in mind.

JOSHUA
If you ever wanna find out, just 
say the word.

He raises his eyebrows as he flirts, but in a joking manner. 
Andrew sighs. Shakes his head.

ANDREW
Fine. We’ll both talk to him. Deal?

A short pause, before Joshua nods.

JOSHUA
Deal.

Joshua spits in his hand, then raises it to Andrew, who just 
gives him a blank stare.

ANDREW
Gross.

Andrew walks off, leaving Joshua behind a bit disappointed. 
Two young men walk by. Joshua notices them, then gives them a 
smile.

JOSHUA
What’s up, dudes? How’s it goin’?

He touches one of their backs as a greeting, using the man’s 
shirt to wipe the saliva off his hand.

He looks over at Andrew, who’s at the bottom of the stairs, 
waving him down. Joshua collects himself, then flurries down 
the stairs.

They slowly move toward Shawn. We track beside them as they 
dodge footballs being thrown back and forth from across the 
pool.

Andrew’s palms begin to sweat, as the nerves build up.
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JOSHUA (CONT’D)
So, what do we say to him?

ANDREW
I don’t know. Ask him about his 
day. Find out how long he’s been 
staying here.

JOSHUA
He doesn’t look like one for small 
talk.

ANDREW
Well, if you’ve got any bright 
ideas, now would be the time to 
speak up...

Joshua looks Shawn up and down with precise concentration.

JOSHUA
Guy like him’s probably used to 
getting everything he wants. You 
said he grew up in the industry. He 
probably didn’t know what it felt 
like to be told no until pretty 
recently.

ANDREW
Why do you say that?

JOSHUA
Look at him. He’s obviously got 
money, but he chooses to live in a 
shitty apartment complex like this? 
That tells me his pay checks aren’t 
coming in as frequently as they 
used to.

ANDREW
Yeah, he got kicked off the show he 
grew up on. Rumor has it he got 
into a scrap with one of the 
producers over something. Probably 
drugs.

JOSHUA
Really, what happened?

ANDREW
Apparently, the guy he played, 
Miles, went off to join the army 
one day and just never came back.
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JOSHUA
I meant, in real life, genius. What 
was his poison?

ANDREW
Oh. Ecstasy, I think.

JOSHUA
Just ecstasy? Good.

Andrew gives Joshua a surprised look.

ANDREW
Good!? How is that even remotely 
good?

JOSHUA
Well, it could be a lot worse. We 
could be trying to befriend a 
heroine junkie, for starters.

ANDREW
Drugs are drugs.

JOSHUA
It’s so cute that you feel that 
way. I don’t know how you got 
through college without trying some 
good ole’ cannabis, at least once.

ANDREW
And how would you know whether or 
not I tried marijuana?

JOSHUA
I know you, Andy.

(beat)
But trust me, I can handle E. I 
mean, I could probably handle 
heroine too, but I’d rather not put 
it to the test.

They get closer, almost reaching their target when MANNY 
forces his way through the pair, STOMPING toward Shawn.

MANNY
Hey!! You!

Shawn looks over at the man on the approach. Rolls his eyes.

SHAWN
Sup, boss man?
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MANNY
“Sup?” You breaking another one of 
my locks is what’s up! You do this 
every time you get back in town! 
Who do you think I am, a freaking 
genie? You think I shit money for 
new doors out of my ass!?

SHAWN
Can’t say I spend too much time 
thinking ‘bout the shit that slides 
out your sweaty backside. So, nah.

Andrew and Joshua look at their argument from a safe 
distance. Manny gets in Shawn’s face.

MANNY
Oh you’re funny, huh?! You know, 
I’m getting sick and tired of you 
rich kids coming in here and acting 
like you’re better than the rest of 
us.

SHAWN
Yo, you might wanna back the fuck
outta my circumference...

Shawn throws the joint down to the ground.

MANNY
Oh, you wanna fight, tough guy! You 
don’t know me, I’ll kick your 
scrawny little ass, cabron!

Andrew and Joshua look at each other simultaneously, then 
rush over to interfere.

JOSHUA
Woah, woah woah! What’s going on 
over here?

Joshua pulls Manny away from the man. Trying to calm him 
down. 

SHAWN
Damn, you made me drop my blunt!

MANNY
That stuff isn’t legal in 
California, asshole! I could have 
you arrested!

SHAWN
What!? I got this ounce from you!
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Andrew and Joshua both look at Manny, curious. He is silent. 
Then pushes out of Joshua’s grasp.

MANNY
Get outta my way!

He marches away with his hands in the air.

MANNY (CONT’D)
(to Shawn)

You’re still paying for that lock.

Shawn sticks his middle finger up at him with a grin. Manny 
brushes them off, walking away in frustration. Andrew and 
Joshua move toward Shawn.

ANDREW
Wow. That almost got out of hand. 
Glad we were here to break you two 
up.

SHAWN
Huh? That? We go through that every 
time I lose my key. If he was 
smart, he’d make a few extra pairs 
for me so I wouldn’t have to break 
into my own damn apartment.

Andrew chuckles, awkwardly. Joshua looks at him. Confused. 
While Shawn just looks uncomfortable. Joshua tries to save 
the moment.

JOSHUA
Anyway, I’m Joshua. This idiot here 
is my roommate, Andrew.

SHAWN
The name’s Shawn--

ANDREW
Hey! We didn’t know that!

Joshua shuts his eyes, then releases a soft sigh.

JOSHUA
We’re kinda new to L.A. Still 
trying to get our bearings, you 
know?

SHAWN
Nah, not really. I was born here, 
so...
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JOSHUA
Right. How nice. So, what are you? 
A rapper?

Shawn looks a bit offended. Andrew slaps the back of Joshua’s 
head. 

JOSHUA (CONT’D)
Oww! Shit, WHAT WAS THAT FOR?

SHAWN
What? You think every black guy in 
Los Angeles gotta be a rapper?

JOSHUA
No! That’s not what I meant. And 
hey, white people rap too. I mean, 
you got Macklemore... and Ig--

ANDREW
-- if the next words that come out 
your mouth sound anything like 
Igloo Australia, you need to find 
some new words.

Joshua tapes his mouths shut. Andew tries to laugh it off.

ANDREW (CONT’D)
I’m sorry about my friend here. 
He’s a little uninformed and 
socially challenged. We knew who 
you were before we came over here, 
and just didn’t want to seem like 
crazy fans.

SHAWN
So you just settled for crazy?

ANDREW
I was more hoping for engaging.

SHAWN
Well, thanks for the honesty, I 
guess. But I gotta go do absolutely 
nothing, somewhere that’s not here.

ANDREW
So soon? We were just talking about 
hitting up this rooftop party 
later... You should tag along.
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SHAWN
A party. With you two?

(beat)
Imma have to pass.

Joshua looks a bit defeated.

SHAWN (CONT’D)
No offense, but you two don’t seem 
like my type of crowd.

(to Andrew)
You’ve got amateur film geek
written all over. And him...

He points to Joshua, then looks him up and down.

SHAWN (CONT’D)
I don’t think I could stand being 
around him for an extended period 
of time. No offense.

Joshua shrugs it off.

JOSHUA
No, that’s fair.

SHAWN
So, thanks but, I’m good.

Shawn walks off, heading toward his apartment. 

JOSHUA
Well, there goes that plan.

Andrew notices the joint on the ground, and picks it up.

ANDREW
Hey, Shawn! You forgot this!

Shawn turns back toward them. Andrew holds the joint out to 
him. As Shawn steps forward to grab it, Andrew puts it up to 
his lips and takes a long puff. 

Several moments pass, as Joshua and Shawn both look at him 
with shock.

Andrew finally stops inhaling, smoking the joint to the very 
end. He lets the smoke sit in his chest for a moment, then 
blows several circular rings out of his mouth. 

One after the other, in different shapes and sizes.

Joshua’s jaw hits the floor, while Shawn just looks 
impressed. Andrew finishes up, then releases a soft cough.
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ANDREW (CONT’D)
There you go.

Andrew hands him the barely visible joint. Shawn looks back 
up at him.

SHAWN
You gotta show me how to do that, 
bro...

ANDREW
Get us some more of that stuff from 
Manny and I will. We could do it on 
the way to that party.

Shawn nods, with a smile.

SHAWN
You two are alright.

Shawn walks passed them, heading toward the complex. Andrew 
smiles, looks to Joshua, who still hasn’t recovered his jaw.

ANDREW
(to Joshua)

What?

JOSHUA
What in god’s name was that!?

ANDREW
I guess you don’t know me as well 
as you think.

He slaps his shoulder with the back of his hand, then goes to 
follow Shawn.

JOSHUA
Who the hell even are you??

He follows behind Andrew.

INT. CBS STUDIOS - EMILY’S OFFICE - DAY

A messy office. File folders, pens and other office supplies 
are lying on the carpeted floor, as well as the crowded desk.

We pull back to reveal EMILY MOORE (early 30s, shoulder 
length, brown hair, a quirky look about her, but we can tell 
she knows business)

She’s rests her head in her palm, discretely sleeping at her 
desk. A phone ring BLARES in her office and she JOLTS up.
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EMILY
HELLO!?!

Noticing the drool hanging down from her lip, she wipes if 
off with her sleeve, then picks up the phone.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Hello?

INTERCUT WITH: FRANK TELLER, a man in his early 50s, with a 
receding hairline, and wearing a messy, badly tailored grey 
business suit.

FRANK
What have you got me for me, Moore?

EMILY
Mr. Teller. I’ve read through a few 
interesting pilots, but nothing’s 
quite popped for me just yet.

FRANK
How many is a few?

EMILY
About... five, sir.

FRANK
God dammit, we’re on a schedule! I 
don’t have time to read bad scripts 
all day. That’s your job! You’re a 
talent scout! Can you do your job, 
Moore!?

EMILY
Yes, sir. I can. I mean, I will.

Frank hangs up the phone. We hear it cut off.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Hello? Hello... sir?

Emily rolls her eyes, and hangs up.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Dick.

He signs, then shuffles her hand with her hair.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Troy!! Get your cute little ass in 
here!!
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Seconds later, a young, well-dressed, twenty-something man 
with big glasses and the best hair you’ve ever seen comes 
whisking into the office. 

This is TROY PARKER, Emily’s personal assistant.

TROY
Yes, Emily?

EMILY
I thought I told you to forward all 
my calls to voice mail.

TROY
I did.

EMILY
If you did, I wouldn’t have had 
that pathetic excuse for a man all 
up in my ass during nap hour.

TROY
You are speaking figuratively... 
right?

Emily shoots him a look that could kill, and he ambles back.

TROY (CONT’D)
Sorry. I’ll forward your calls 
right away. 

EMILY
Don’t bother. I’m up now.
Where are you on those scripts I 
gave you?

TROY
I read through them all, but none 
of them are showing any promise. If 
today’s writers somehow managed to 
write a decent script I think the 
Hollywood sign would explode.

EMILY
No, no. Please, don’t tell me that. 
I need a good script. A good page! 
Anything! I’m not looking for “The 
Good Wife.” I’ll settle for a “Bad 
Teacher.”

TROY
That show got canceled last season.
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EMILY
Does it look I give a shit!? I make 
my money for getting Teller a pilot 
made, not keeping shows on the air.

TROY
Speaking of money, don’t you think 
I’m about due for a raise? These 
boots don’t buy themselves.

He shows Emily his extremely expensive looking shoes, and she 
just shakes her head.

EMILY
We’ll talk about a raise when I get 
some new talent. Keep this up and 
the both of us will be out of a 
job.

TROY
What you mean, “the both of us??”

Beat. Emily eyes him.

TROY (CONT’D)
Well, there’s this party going on 
tonight. There should be a lot of 
up-and-comers there. Might be worth 
stopping by.

EMILY
Troy, you know I don’t go to 
producer parties. They all end with 
some drunk bastard with a Viagra
boner asking me to make it clap on 
his lap. 

TROY
Sounds like every good Saturday 
night of my young adult life...

(beat)
Sorry. Not helping again.

There’s a knock at the door, and in comes a chubby man in his 
early thirties. Dark, curly hair with a smug look permanently 
on his face. This is LARRY CASSIDY.

LARRY
Hey, Moore. Good news. Just booked 
a meeting with... wait for it... 
J.J Abrams. He’s looking to sell 
his next big project to CBS and I’m 
the one that’s bringing him in!
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Troy grins at him.

TROY
Congratulations Larry, that’s 
amazing!

Emily eyes her assistant with eyes of fury. Troy notices, 
then looks down. Clears his throat.

TROY (CONT’D)
I’m just gonna go away.

He exits the office with haste.

LARRY
So, how goes your talent search?

EMILY
Pretty well, actually. I don’t have 
anyone like J.J but I’ve got about 
a dozen promising scripts. All from 
new writers. I’m sure at least one 
of them is heading straight for a 
green-light.

LARRY
Awesome, Emily. Keep kicking ass.

He smiles at her, then walks out of her office, leaving Emily 
there. Her body tenses up, about to explode.

EMILY
Troy!!

Troy rushes back into her office.

TROY
Yeah, boss?

She sighs.

EMILY
So, where is this party?

Troy grins, sheepishly. Off Emily’s forced enthusiasm, we...

BLACKOUT.

END OF EPISODE

13.


