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MAIN CAST

ANDREW ZAHIR........................................ MANISH DAYAL

JOSHUA LAWSON....................................... MATT COHEN

EMILY MOORE......................................... SHARON LEAL

SHAWN LEONIDAS...................................... ROMEO MILLER

GUEST STARRING

TROY PARKER..................................... NICK JONAS

FREYA MALEK..................................... FREIDA PINTO

MICHAEL BERRETA................................. PATRICK DEMPSEY

PAULA SMITH..................................... AMY ADAMS

ALEX BERETA..................................... JOSH HUTCHERSON

ALISHA HALL..................................... ALYSON STONER

WENDY........................................... JILLIAN ROSE REED

BRUCE........................................... ANDRE ROYO

ROBERT RI'CHARD................................. HIMSELF



FADE IN:

INT. DWIGHT LOFTS - APARTMENT 205 - NIGHT

ANDREW sits in front of his laptop, typing at a snail's pace 
until the typing stops all together. He thinks for moment, 
then sighs in frustration, unable to think.

JOSHUA (O.S.)
You got this, Andy! I believe in 
you.

JOSHUA reveals himself sitting on the couch behind Andrew. 
He's in his underwear, as usual. Crocheting what looks like a 
pink and blue beanie.

ANDREW
Yeah, that's great and all. But 
it's not gonna help me finish this 
script.

JOSHUA
Well, how far have you gotten?

Andrew checks his page count. Shuts his eyes.

ANDREW
You don't wanna know.

Joshua puts the unfinished beanie to the side.

JOSHUA
Look, bud. Stop worrying about it 
being good. Just write. Writing a 
bad script is better than not 
writing one at all. It's only the 
first draft.

ANDREW
When did you get all insightful?

JOSHUA
Ew, I haven't. Just know how to 
bullshit you until you get 
something done.

Andrew smiles. Goes back to not writing. Joshua continues 
crocheting.

VZZT. VZZT. Andrew gets a text. He picks up his cellphone.



JOSHUA (CONT’D)
Nope! No distractions! You're 
supposed to be writing a terrible 
script.

ANDREW
It's just a text!

(beat)
From Manny... looks like he found 
another party for us to go to.

JOSHUA
Yeah, cause the last one turned out 
so well.

ANDREW
Come on. I could use a break from 
this torture. This script's not 
going anywhere.

JOSHUA
Why don't you tell that to Joseph 
Gordon-Levitt. I'm sure he'll 
completely understand us not even 
being able to write the show he's 
looking to invest in.

ANDREW
Of course he'll understand. He's a 
writer too. We all have blocks 
sometimes.

Joshua sighs.

JOSHUA
Fine. You're the boss.

ANDREW
I am?

JOSHUA
Not really, but I thought it would 
make you feel better about 
yourself. Did it?

ANDREW
For a split second before you 
ruined it, yes.

Joshua finishes his beanie. Puts it on his head.

JOSHUA
How's it look?
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Andrew can't help but smile.

ANDREW
Looks great. Make me one!

Joshua excitedly starts a new beanie.

INT. TALENT AGENCY - OFFICE - NIGHT

SHAWN is sitting with his arms folded, across from a man in 
an expensive looking suit. One of his agents -- BRUCE.

SHAWN
What do you mean I've been 
blacklisted!?

BRUCE
I mean, blackballed. Snubbed. 
Outcasted. Ostracized.

SHAWN
Okay!! Okay!

He takes a moment to gather himself.

SHAWN (CONT’D)
What can you do about it? I mean, 
you have a plan, right?

BRUCE
Me? Oh no, I can't do a damn thing.

SHAWN
What the hell do I even paying you 
for?

BRUCE
Look, Shawn. I'm sorry. But when 
Stanley Page rolls your name 
through the mud, it stays there for 
a long time. Like, years.

SHAWN
So, you're telling me I'm not gonna 
be able to get any jobs in this 
city for years? Is that what you're 
telling me??

BRUCE
If you're lucky, it'll be just Los 
Angeles. You could try looking 
elsewhere. 
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I hear New Orleans is nice this 
time of year, but this industry 
isn't as big as people think. Word 
travels fast.

Shawn shakes his head. In disbelief.

SHAWN
I can't believe this is happening 
to me...

BRUCE
There's... something else.

SHAWN
What? What could possibly make this 
situation even worse?

BRUCE
I heard from a pretty good source 
that Miles Johnson is returning... 
without you.

Shawn's eyes drop. Completely stunned.

SHAWN
What?

BRUCE
Yeah. They're replacing you with 
whatshisname from One on One.

SHAWN
Robert Ri'chard?? You've gotta be 
kidding me.

BRUCE
Pretty good choice if you ask me. 
You two have the same look--

Shawn darts his eyes at Bruce.

BRUCE (CONT’D)
I-I mean... you're the one and only 
Miles Johnson, of course. Just... 
thought you'd rather hear it from 
me than the press.

Shawn looks utterly defeated.
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EXT. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES - STREETS - NIGHT

Shawn walks out of the talent agency and up to his car parked 
out front. He notices the parking ticket on the windshield.

He rolls his eyes. Snatches the ticket and throws it on the 
ground.

SNAP TO a couple of blocks down, where ALEX BERRETA and 
ALISHA HALL walk. The former holds a small bucket of popcorn 
that they both dig into.

ALEX
I'm just saying, with all 
honesty... that Warfare promo 
was... epic.

ALISHA
It was fifteen seconds of a black 
screen with gunfire and the title. 
That's it.

ALEX
Epic.

Alisha rolls her eyes as Alex spots something off-screen.

ALEX (CONT’D)
(squinting)

Is that...?

ALEX'S POV: SHAWN stands at the end of the street, kicking 
away at his car's tire.

ALISHA
Shawn Leonidas?

ALEX
I can't go through this again.

ALISHA
The trauma!

ALEX
But maybe we can actually get a 
picture with him this time.

ALISHA
Great idea!

Alisha quickly runs down the sidewalk, Alex not too far 
behind.
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ALISHA (CONT’D)
Mr. Leonidas! Shawn Leonidas!

(beat; screeching)
Shawn!

Shawn's head flicks up. Spotting Alex and Alisha as they 
arrive at his car.

He looks them over. Squinting.

SHAWN
I remember you two... from the 
audition, right?

ALISHA
(eager)

Right!

ALEX
We almost cried.

(beat)
Or... we did cry. A little.

ALISHA
A lot.

SHAWN
I hope you guys didn't tell me your 
names, because I don't remember 
them.

ALEX
(quickly)

Alex!

ALISHA
(just as quick)

Alisha!

SHAWN (CONT’D)
Shawn.

ALEX
We know! We know.

Shawn sighs.

SHAWN
Sorry, I'm kinda out of it today.

ALISHA
It's okay! So, what are you... up 
to? Sir. Mr. Leonidas.

(beat)
Shawn.
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SHAWN
(he chuckles)

Was just about to head home and 
drink myself to death...

Alex and Alisha look at him in horror, eyes wide.

SHAWN (CONT’D)
Kidding... mostly.

ALEX
Maybe you should... Um... think 
happy thoughts? Maybe! I don't 
know. Don't ruin me, please.

SHAWN
Hmm... you're probably right. I 
should be more positive.

ALEX
(to Alisha)

Oh my God, he said I was right.

Alisha high-fives Alex. Shawn looks at them, laughs.

SHAWN
You two doing anything later?

ALISHA
Um, well --

ALEX
No! Nothing! Nothing at all!

SHAWN
Good. You're coming with me.

ALISHA
Where?

SHAWN
To the best night club in 
Hollywood. BLAZE!

Smiles erupt on Alex and Alisha's faces.

ALEX
Awesome!

SHAWN
I lost the key to my apartment 
again, so I'm gonna need to buy a 
new fit. And umm...
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He looks them up and down.

SHAWN (CONT’D)
Yeah, y'all can treat yourselves 
too.

EXT. DWIGHT LOFTS - COURTYARD - NIGHT

WENDY is creeping around the courtyard.

She steps up to Shawn's apartment door. Constantly looking 
behind her to see if someone's watching.

Once she's sure the coast is clear, she takes out a key from 
her bra. Slides it into the lock, and it fits.

She enters the apartment, wearing a sinister smile.

INT. DWIGHT LOFTS - APARTMENT 211 - NIGHT

EMILY sits on the sofa rubbing her temples with her fingers. 
Clearly annoyed. TROY and FREYA stand over her looking like 
concerned parents.

EMILY
I can't believe you two are 
actually staging an intervention 
right now.

TROY
We're worried about you, Emily! You 
haven't been acting like yourself.

(beat)
Never mind you getting fired and 
not telling me. I had to find out 
from Jeffrey the Janitor.

EMILY
You talked to Jeffrey the Janitor?

TROY
Yes, and it was not pleasant. He 
made me help him ring out his mop. 
My hands smelled like ass for hours 
and not in a good way.

Freya looks confused.

FREYA
(to herself)

There's a good way?
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TROY
(to Emily)

So, you owe me an explanation.

EMILY
An explanation for what!? I haven't 
done anything wrong.

FREYA
We're not saying having sex with 
strangers every night is wrong. 
It's just... not exactly... right?

(turns to Troy)
Please, help me.

TROY
The problem isn't the sex. It's you 
going on this downward spiral and 
refusing to accept the fact that 
you got fired.

EMILY
I've accepted it! I've just decided 
that I don't give a shit.

TROY
See, that's not like you. We're 
worried you're gonna drink or screw 
yourself into a coma before you get 
back on your feet!

EMILY
Listen! I'm 35 years old!

Troy raises his eye brow at her. She notices.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Fine... 39.

Troy puts his hand on his hip, shifting his stance.

EMILY (CONT’D)
Listen you little shit, I'm not 
going any higher than that!

Troy raises his hands in the air. Taking a small step back.

FREYA
This isn't going as well as I 
imagined. Though, it's not going as 
terribly wrong as I imagined either 
so, that's a plus.
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EMILY
Seriously, guys. What do you want 
from me? Yeah, does it suck that I 
got fired? Sure. But I didn't even 
really like my job anyway. It was 
okay for a while, but I never 
wanted to be an agent.

Freya's eyes widen.

FREYA
Ooh! That's what you need! You told 
me your dream was to become a 
singer! So... why not do that?

TROY
A singer? Really? You never told me 
that...

EMILY
(to Freya)

And I'm starting to think I 
should've never told you.

Freya doesn't let Emily intimidate her. She flops on the 
couch next to her. Shaking her back and forth, softly.

FREYA
Come on, Emily! This could be just 
what you need. Something to remind 
you that you have more to live for 
than just... you know --

TROY
Good D and Hennessy.

Emily sighs, knowing they're not leaving her alone any time 
soon.

EMILY
Fine... what did you two have in 
mind?

Troy and Freya give each other quick grins.

EXT. STREETS - NIGHT

Andrew and Joshua make their way down the street. Andrew 
looks a bit annoyed.
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JOSHUA
I don't know why you're giving me 
the silent treatment. This is all 
your fault.

ANDREW
I told you to put the address in 
Google Maps, but you were too busy 
on Candy Crush or Grindr or 
whatever you were doing. And now 
we're lost.

JOSHUA
First of all, I was writing an 
angry review on Yelp, and second... 
why on Earth would you trust me to 
read a map? I have no sense of 
direction.

Andrew sighs. Kicks a can on the ground.

JOSHUA (CONT’D)
Besides, we're not lost. The place 
is around here... somewhere.

Joshua sniffs the air.

JOSHUA (CONT’D)
We're getting closer. I smell 
expensive alcohol, wet g-strings 
and sweaty jockstraps.

ANDREW
It's not that kind of party, 
doofus.

Joshua drops his face. Disappointed.

ON a TAXI as it pulls to a halt by the sidewalk. The side 
door opens, and PAULA SMITH steps out. Bubbly as ever.

PAULA
(breaths in)

Ah! The sweet smell on Downtown LA.

The other door opens, and MICHAEL BERRETA exits, looking at 
Paula with suspicious eyes.

MICHAEL
That doesn't smell too good, Paula.

The duo step onto the sidewalk, and begin to stroll.
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PAULA
Where exactly is this party again?

MICHAEL
It should be up here on the right.

Paula pulls out her phone, types away.

PAULA
Whoa... Someone is not a happy 
camper on Yelp right now.

MICHAEL
Who?

PAULA
BiBiBi69.

MICHAEL
That's... interesting.

PAULA
But yeah, you're right. Just up 
here.

They turn a corner, and as they do, Michael spots something:

MICHAEL
No way!

PAULA
Michael, I'm literally looking at 
the GPS right now. Do not call me a 
liar. How dare you.

MICHAEL
No, Paula. No. Look.

Paula looks up as we SWISH PAN to...

Andrew and Joshua walking toward them. Joshua stops in his 
tracks after spotting Michael.

JOSHUA
No way!

ANDREW
What??

JOSHUA
My future husband.

Andrew sees Michael. Looks a bit upset.
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ANDREW
I thought I was your future 
husband.

JOSHUA
You could be, but you playin'.

The two duos meet each other in the middle. Standing directly 
in front of the party house.

MICHAEL
What's up, guys?

Michael hugs Andrew, then proceeds to Joshua, who closes his 
eyes with pure pleasure as they make contact.

JOSHUA
Hey, Michael.

As the hug continues, Michael's eyes suddenly widen.

MICHAEL
Um, Josh, you're... erm...

JOSHUA
Whoops, sorry!

They break apart, Michael awkwardly laughing.

Joshua turns around, sticks his hands down his pants and 
adjusts himself. Then jumps back around like nothing ever 
happened.

Paula stands there, smiling. Michael notices her.

MICHAEL
Oh! And this is Paula.

JOSHUA
(saddened; shocked)

YOUR WIFE?!

MICHAEL
What?!

PAULA
This is wild.

MICHAEL
No! No, she's not my wife!

JOSHUA
GIRLFRIEND?!
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MICHAEL
NOOO!

JOSHUA
(relieved)

Oh. Okay. Phew.

ANDREW
I'm Andrew. It's nice to meet you.

He shakes her hand.

JOSHUA
Yeah, it's great to meet Michael's 
Not Girlfriend.

PAULA
And it's great to meet you both. 
So, how long have you two been 
together? I need details!

JOSHUA
Oh, we've been together forever!

ANDREW
Wait, what?

JOSHUA
(to Andrew)

Somebody thinks we're a gay couple, 
let me have this!

MICHAEL
So, are you guys going to this 
party, too?

ANDREW
Yep. What a coincidence.

Paula's gaze drifts off behind Andrew and Joshua. Sees 
something that makes her face light up.

PAULA
Is that... an open mic night?!

All three men turn to see a large, multicolored, flashing 
sign that displays "OPEN MIC NIGHT! $1 TACOS!".

PAULA (CONT’D)
O-m-g. I love open mic nights!

(to Michael)
Michael, can I go? Pleeaaaseeee?
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MICHAEL
I mean --

PAULA
Wait, why am I asking you... I 
mean, the party! No! I must not go 
to open mic night.

MICHAEL
(chuckling)

You can go, Paula.

PAULA
Are you sure? You'll be okay with 
Andrew and the crazy, horny one?

MICHAEL
(chuckling)

I'll be fine, Paula.

PAULA
Yay!

She hugs him, plants a kiss on his cheek.

PAULA (CONT’D)
Have fun, Michael!

Paula turns to Andrew and Joshua, waves.

PAULA (CONT’D)
It was nice meeting the both of 
you! Let me know when your 
anniversary is. I would love to 
attend the party.

JOSHUA
Will do, girl! I love her!

Paula winks at him, then struts down the sidewalk.

INT. BLAZE - NIGHT

A crowded nightclub. Red strobe lights and fog fill up the 
club.

CUE MUSIC: Started From The Bottom - Drake

Shawn, with Alex and Alisha on either side of him walk into 
the club in SLOW MOTION. They all look like they just bought 
the most expensive outfits on Rodeo Drive.
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They stop at the entrance. Take off their sunglasses, 
simultaneously. Glance at each other. Then join the party.

- Shawn, Alex and Alisha sit in the VIP section taking shots. 
A group of half naked models cuddled up around them.

- The trio goes wild on the dance floor. Alisha throws her 
hair in all different directions, moving her hands wildly, 
while Alex and Shawn move their bodies with pure fluidity.

- Somehow Alex ends up in one of the dancing cages. Shawn and 
Alisha cheer him on from below.

Shawn takes a few more shots before he notices ROBERT 
RI'CHARD on the other side of he club. He stomps his way over 
to him. Almost falling over on the way.

SHAWN
Hey, asshole! I heard you're 
stealing my role!

Robert looks at his friends. Then back at Shawn.

ROBERT
Dude, it's nothing personal. Just 
business.

SHAWN
Yeah well, so is this.

Shawn lunges at him. Tackles him to the ground and starts 
punching him.

Alex and Alisha try to break them up. But Shawn keeps wailing 
on the man.

ALEX
Shawn! Dude, stop!

A group of bouncers are able to take control of he situation. 
Grab Shawn and takes him outside.

EXT. DOWNTOWN LOS ANGELES - NIGHT

A few POLICE OFFICERS are already outside. They toss Shawn 
into the back of their car.

SHAWN
Hey!! Do you know who I am!? I want 
my lawyer! I know my damn rights!!

Alex and Alisha run after them.
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ALEX
Hey, officers! Is that really 
necessary? I'm sure he didn't mean 
it!

The officers smell alcohol on their breath.

OFFICER
Are you two even old enough to 
drink?

ALISHA
Crap...

They put handcuffs on both of them. Throws them in the car 
along with Shawn. The police car takes off. Sirens blaring 
down he street.

BLACKOUT.

TO BE CONTINUED
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