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EXT. PHILADELPHIA CITY STREETS - DAY

An establishing glide through the short city catches 
identifiable Philadelphia monuments like the great Art 
Museum, the iconic “LOVE” statue in Love Park, beautiful City 
Hall, the glorious ode to monopolized capitalism that is the 
Comcast Building, and a pissed off HOMELESS WOMAN as she 
spits into a hoagie outside of WaWa and takes a bite. Welcome 
to Philly.

EXT. EVENTS BY DONNA - DAY

Across town, HIP YOUTHS with their beards, headphones and 
garbage coffee in hand trek pass a tall office building.

INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, HALLWAY - DAY

A phone barely gets half a ring out before the uptight, 
upright, prissy business casual wet dream KENDRA ceases her 
rapid typing and picks up the phone. 

KENDRA
You’ve reached Events by Donna. 
Donna Frank’s personal assistant 
Kendra speaking, how may I 
personslly assist you? 

(she turns serious)
I’m sorry, Donna. The title just 
encapsulates my true 
responsibilities so well and--

(beat)
Mhm. No, I understand, ma’am.

(beat)
Well since I have you on the line 
you should know that she’s been in 
the bathroom

(harsh whisper)
for eight minutes. 

(beat)
Hello..? Ma’am?

Kendra gently hangs the phone up, looks around the office, 
and continues to type with poise.

EXT. EVENTS BY DONNA, BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

A business-casual WOMAN does the pee-pee dance.



INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, BATHROOM - DAY

Inside is GAB -- a dark-featured, not-bad-looking, but barely 
put-together millenial. She cozies up to her phone as she 
sits on the toilet, pants around her ankles and a mug of 
coffee resting on the toilet paper holder.

On her phone, she focuses on the dating app, Tinder. She 
completes a profile with an uploaded photo of a cute, goofy, 
bearded twenty-something smiling next to Gab -- she crops 
herself out. The profile finally reads: “Kev, 24: Philly 
comic/bearded nerd/future dad to your children.”

INT. THE INSURANCE GUYS OFFICE, KEV’S CUBICLE - DAY

KEV, the mid-twenties, business-casual bearded weirdo/lumber-
sexual teddy bear enters his cubicle with method and control. 
He hangs his messenger bag and jacket on their own individual 
hooks, labeled accordingly. He adjusts his Boba Fett coffee 
mug on a coaster to face out, rips off yesterday’s date from 
his desk calendar and shreds it, rolls up his sleeves 
methodically then settles into his bouncy ball chair.

He presses a button on his computer and soft, Japanese 
background music plays. He types until his work phone rings. 
He lets it ring for a few times, takes a few deep breaths, 
then answers.

KEV
(to phone)

Kevin speaking.
(beat)

Oh hello, girlfriend abroad. Long 
time no talk.

He SLAMS his fist onto his keyboard and the music cuts.

KEV (CONT’D)
I’m not being passive aggressive, 
I’m being very aggressive. You 
haven’t called me in 3 days. Are 
you coming home tonight or not?

He covers his face.

KEV (CONT’D)
3 more weeks? Natalie, this is 
getting ridiculous. I understand 
you’re finding yourself or 
whatever, but Jesus Christ, how 
much of yourself were you missing? 

(beat)
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Oh you met some “cool people.” Well 
isn’t that nice.

His picks up his cell phone in a huff scrolls on the screen 
through her Instagram, bringing it closer to his face as he 
looks at a picture of her with some hot FRENCH DUDE.

KEV (CONT’D)
By “cool people” do you mean an 
adorable French boy with an 
undercut named--

He looks at his phone more closely.

KEV (CONT’D)
Jean-Michel?!

(beat)
Hey, no, we need to talk about 
this.

(beat)
Alright, fine! Just stay in France 
forever then.

(sheepishly)
Hello? Baby?

He looks at his phone, SLAMS it down, and presses a button 
that restarts the calming music. Deep breaths -- in and out.

EXT. EVENTS BY DONNA, BATHROOM - DAY

The pee-pee dancing woman lets out a groan of frustration and 
rushes away.

INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 

Gab swipes left and right on the photos of various women as 
they pop up on the app. A girl with big cleavage pops up.

GAB
B-b-b-boobies! Swipe!

She dramatically swipes right and a notification pops up: 
“It’s a match!” A satisfied Gab takes a sip of coffee and 
flushes the toilet behind her. 
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INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, OFFICE - DAY

DONNA FRANK, an elegant but tired showboat of a boss in her 
forties, stands before the much hipper office of young, fresh-
faced EMPLOYEES, all fully attentive except for Gab, who uses 
a note pad to disguise the true object of her attention: her 
phone. It buzzes and Kendra shoots her a nasty glare.

DONNA
So we have one more order of 
business, and - oh boy! - is it an 
exciting one. 

Kendra perks up and the rest of the office GROANS as Donna 
pulls a stack of flyers out of her bag and drops them to the 
table with a loud THUMP. 

DONNA (CONT’D)
Don’t ask me why. Ask yourselves 
and your peers why you think 
collecting vinyl and killing trees 
is cool again. 

KENDRA
Me. I’ll do it. I’ll be done in 
less than an hour. I just got a new 
bike and it is very efficient. 

DONNA
Keep your jeggings on, Kendra. I 
need you here to confirm meetings. 
And to change the litter box. 

KENDRA
(under her breath)

Still super allergic to cats.

Kendra slinks back into her chair, defeated.

DONNA
But I will need someone to go and 
drop these flyers off at local 
coffee shops, bookstores, vegan 
bathhouses or wherever young and 
excited people hang out these days. 

Her plea is met with a sea of blank stares.

DONNA (CONT’D)
Whatever you do, don’t drop these 
off at my members-only spinning 
studio! Unless you want to be 
screamed at by a version of 
yourself you’ll never achieve!
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She awkwardly laughs at her own, sad joke. She plops them 
down on a nearby desk and the sea of COWORKERS pass the stack 
along, missing Kendra but landing right in fron of Gab, still 
unattentive. She notices the stack.

GAB
Oh. I don’t want this.

KENDRA
(harsh whisper)

Are you brain dead or just 
completely oblivious? Here’s a 
little secret that some of us more 
motivated folk don’t need to be 
told: remedial tasks are golden, 
overlooked opportunities to prove 
your commitment to the company and 
solidify your future as a Donna 
Events event planner.

DONNA
I could literally care less who 
does this. Just someone please 
volunteer so I don’t have to 
choose.

Everyone averts their attention to other things while Kendra 
tries too hard to lock eyes with Donna. 

GAB
(whispers to Kendra)

Thank you so much for that. Truly. 
And as repayment, I’ll tell you 
this: you have a booger peaking out 
of your left nost that’s supes 
distracting. 

Kendra gasps loudly and covers her blushing face just as 
Gab’s phone vibrates loudly on the table. Donna glares at 
them and Gab clears her throat.

GAB (CONT’D)
Sorry, Big D. Won’t happen again.

The phone buzzes again. The notification on the front of the 
screen reads: “Sandra sent you a message.” Gab grabs it, 
opens Tinder, and reads the message: “Hey, Kev! Ur cute. :) 
Whatsup?” 

DONNA
Gab.

As Gab types a response: “Nm, not into this whole Tinder 
thing. Wanna grab coffee?”

5.



GAB
Putting it away right...now.

She finishes typing and sets the phone back down. It 
immediately buzzes again and Gab grabs it.

DONNA
GAB!

GAB
Sorry, Daddy Donna! Last time, I 
swear. 

Beat as Gab reads her phone. The message from Sandra reads: 
“Sure! I’m free in an hour.”

GAB (CONT’D)
Yes!

Gab types a response as she makes a very slow move towards 
putting the phone in her pocket. She finally looks up and the 
rest of the office has presumed working as Donna stands 
immediately in front of Gab with the stack of flyers.

GAB (CONT’D)
I see that you’re mad and I 
apologize. And to prove to you how 
committed I am to this company, let 
me drop off these flyers for you. 

Kendra scoffs. Donna drops the stack of flyers in front of 
Gab and they land with a THUD.

DONNA
Great. Bye.

Kendra’s jawn drops and Donna walks away, into her office, 
and slams the door behind her. Gab collects her things.

KENDRA
Something’s up. I’m on to you.

Gab stares at Kendra’s nose until she gets so self-conscious 
that she covers her face again and pulls out a compact 
mirror.

GAB
Gotta go!

KENDRA
Terrorist!

Kendra scowls at Gab as she grabs the flyers and runs out.
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INT. THE INSURANCE GUYS OFFICE, KEV’S CUBICLE - DAY

A stapler falls to the ground and tumbles into Kev’s floor 
space. He picks it up just as his meek cubicle neighbor, 
DANIEL, peeks his head in.

DANIEL
Hey, sorry about that.

He reaches his open hand out but Kev retracts the stapler, 
and holds onto it tight.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
Look, Kev. I don’t want any 
trouble. I didn’t mean to pierce 
your work bubble. 

KEV
You know staplers are pretty 
remarkable tools. They serve a 
single, dependable purpose. You can 
always count on them to be there to 
do exactly what they say they’re 
going to.

DANIEL
Yeah, I love my stapler.

He reaches for it again and Kev snaps it away.

KEV
And yet, you just let it slip right 
out of your hands into my work 
zone. Carelessly.

DANIEL
I’ll pay you for it. 

KEV
No, no. This guy is staying right 
where he belongs. Where he will be 
taken care of. Because he knows who 
he is. He found himself right here 
in my little cubicle. 

Kev gets a little choked up as he caresses the stapler and 
Daniel backs away, frightened.
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INT. THE INSURANCE GUYS OFFICE, HALLWAYS - DAY

Gab sneaks past an office door, in which an oblivious, tighth-
faced, middle-aged GAVIN stops pulsing on a jumbo bouncy ball 
chair to sniff the air. He cocks his head and catches a 
sliver of Gab’s passing body.

CUBICLES - CONTINUOUS

KEV settles into his bouncy ball chair as he rhythmically 
squeezes stress balls, accompanied by light Japanese 
background music, and reads a web article titled “48 Calming 
Buddhist Quotes.”

Daniel peeks back in. Kev clenches the stapler tighter.

DANIEL
Please, Kev. I have so many fire 
safety reports to staple. So many.

KEV
YOU DON’T DESERVE HIM, DANIEL.

GAB
Hey-oh!

Gab pops into the cubicle.

GAB (CONT’D)
Alright, listen. I think Gavin 
smelled me. So we have a solid 2 
tops to GTFO. So bounce that sad 
schlong off of that ball and leggo.

KEV
I can’t. I have to keep an eye on 
this stapler.

DANIEL
My stapler.

GAB
What is this about? What are you 
doing to poor Daniel?

KEV
Am I holding on too tightly?

Gab tries to ply the stapler from his hand.

GAB
Your knuckles are even too white 
for you.
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She finally rips it away from him and hands it back to 
Daniel, who disappears into his cubicle.

DANIEL
Thanks, Gab.

GAB
(to Kev)

Getting real possessive over office 
supplies again, huh? What’s going 
on?

KEV
It was a nice stapler.

Gab looks at him seriously.

KEV (CONT’D)
Natalie’s spending a few extra 
weeks in France because she 

(mimes air quotes)
“met some cool people.” 

GAB
Cool people?

Kev and Gab exchange a long series of Pfffts and Pssshts. 

KEV
Natalie used to think I was cool 
people.

GAB
Natalie Shmatalie! Get up. 

KEV
I can’t. I’m dying.

GAB
We all are. And that’s okay.

Gab pulls Kev to his feet and squeezes his beard.

GAB (CONT’D)
You want to go eat your feelings?

He nods at her sheepishly.

GAB (CONT’D)
That a boy. But let’s hurry before--

Gavin pops up behind them and the two friends jump.
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GAVIN
I knew I smelled something fun.

Disgust crosses their faces. Gavin zeroes in on Gab.

GAVIN (CONT’D)
Gab. Ri. Ella. Gabriella. And to 
what do I owe the pleasure?

GAB
You don’t. We were just leaving.

Gab tries to drag Kev past Gavin but he stands in the way. 

GAVIN
And just where are you taking my 
employee?

GAB
Well, to be honest, Gav. Can I call 
you, Gav?

GAVIN
You better.

GAB
It doesn’t matter where I’m taking 
him, because you’re one weird sniff 
away from a sexual harassment suit.

She pushes him out of their way. He shudders, then glares at 
an apologetic Kev as he leaves. 

GAVIN
Lucky bastard.

KEV
We’re not like that.

Gavin pulls the part of his sweater where Gab touched him to 
his nose and inhales long and deep.

EXT. PHILLY STREETS - DAY

Kev drags behind a rushing Gab, past each and every walk of 
HUMAN, through garbage-filled sidewalks. 

KEV
Why are we running? Did you make a 
reservation somewhere? 
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As your best friend, I’m inclined 
to tell you that any place that 
requires lunch reservations on a 
Tuesday is probably a place you’re 
not going to thrive in.

Gab speeds up; Kev does the same.

KEV (CONT’D)
You’re cheap and you dress like a 
common street person is what I’m 
getting at.

GAB
Thanks, bud!

KEV
Honesty over everything.

Kev winces and rubs the inside of his thighs.

KEV (CONT’D)
Another piece of truth for you: I’m 
a casual chaffer. Why are we 
running?

Gab turns a corner and Kev struggles to keep up. 

KEV (CONT’D)
Gab.

She ignores him. He halts.

KEV (CONT’D)
(yelling)

Scheme! I smell a scheme!

Gab runs back to him.

GAB
Stop yelling! There’s no scheme.

KEV
(yelling)

Scheme! Schemer! This woman is 
scheming!

The homeless WOMAN from the opening walks by and shakes her 
head in disappointment at Gab. Gab looks offended.

GAB
Shhh! Stop it!
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KEV
I’m sorry, you know the rules. I 
keep doing this until you tell me 
what you’re scheming. SCHEMES BY A 
SCHEMEY SCHEMER!

GAB
Okay! Listen. I signed you up for 
Tinder. And inside this coffee shop 
right now--

She faces the window. A sign on the door reads: “The Okay 
Coffee Shop.”  

GAB (CONT’D)
--is a beautiful girl who wants to 
meet you.

She turns back to see his reaction but he’s yards away down 
the street.

GAB (CONT’D)
Kev!

She chases him down and grabs his arm. He stops to glare at 
her.

KEV
I’m dating Natalie.

GAB
Natalie Shmatalie! She’s been 
getting European peen for the past 
2 months--

KEV
Don’t.

GAB
Okay. But she’s made you a jealous, 
crazy mess. And I’m sick of seeing 
you like this.

KEV
(screaming)

Like what!?

The homeless woman stops and turns back around to give Kev a 
dirty look. Gab tries to drag him but he digs his heels down.

GAB
Oh my G! You’re scared. It’s just 
coffee, Kev. 
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He looks into the busy coffee shop. 

GAB (CONT’D)
Natalie isn’t here. I am. Don’t you 
trust me? 

Kev takes a deep breath and walks forward. An excited Gab 
trots beside him.

GAB (CONT’D)
Okay. Her name is Sandra, she’s 22, 
and that’s pretty much all that was 
on her profile.

KEV
Ugh, she’s an Internet person?

GAB
Hey, if you’re not on Tinder then 
you’re not on the menu. Even if 
you’re just an appetizer.

KEV
What kind of freak show am I going 
to walk into?

An excited Gab shows him her phone. Kev’s eyes widen.

KEV (CONT’D)
Oh. The really attractive one.

Kev’s phone dings. He checks it and looks crushed.

KEV (CONT’D)
Natalie just posted a selfie with a 
dude that has an undercut. Fracking 
A, man!

GAB
See my point? You don’t have to 
cheat on your stupid girlfriend. I 
just want you to remember what it’s 
like to feel good about yourself. 
In my experience, Tinder is the 
fastest way to pretend to do that.

KEV
Just coffee.

GAB
Yass alright! Don’t worry, I’m your 
personal backseat driver and I’m 
taking you right down to pound 
town.
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KEV
I didn’t like any of that.

GAB
Me neither. I’ll work on it.

Gab pushes him inside.

INT. THE OKAY COFFEE SHOP - DAY 

Gab and Kev sit at two separate tables, back to back. Kev 
faces the door, terror across his face.

GAB
Alright. You’ve gotta go into this 
knowing you’re the coolest, 
beardiest, weirdest hot dad without 
children in this joint.

KEV
Is that good?

SANDRA, an uglier, crazed version of the girl in the picture 
walks through the door; her edges rougher with each step.

KEV (CONT’D)
Oh god. Is that her?

Sandra spots Kev and bounces over to him.

SANDRA
Hi, Kev?

KEV
Yep.

SANDRA
I’m Sandra. You look even better in 
real life.

She smiles and reveals a tooth covered in off-colored pink 
lipstick. The grease on her peach-fuzz mustache glimmers.

KEV
And you are...you.

Gab takes a peek.

GAB
(whispers to Kev)

Oh, jeez. Okay, regroup. She might 
have an amazing personality.
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SANDRA
Sorry I’m late. My Uber driver was 
either dumb or foreign because he 
did not know how to get from 
Rittenhouse to here.

KEV
Rittenhouse is only like five 
blocks away.

SANDRA
Ugh, I know right? Anyways, so not 
getting five stars.

GAB
Be cool.

KEV
So you look nothing like your 
photos. That’s a thing.

Sandra smiles until she understands what he means.

SANDRA
That’s a little rude, don’t you 
think?

GAB
Talk about something light. Like 
the weather.

KEV
You know what’s rude? My girlfriend 
is sharing a hot croissant with a 
French guy right now. And he has a 
sexy undercut. Do you know what an 
undercut is? It’s not this.

He points to his average white boy haircut. Gab sighs and 
takes a sip of her coffee.

GAB
Don’t get too personal. Maybe a 
casual discussion about global 
warming. Bernie vs. Hillary, even.

SANDRA
Of course. My boyfriend has one.

KEV
Your what!? What are you doing 
here?
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SANDRA
The same thing you’re doing here - 
to get some tasty new strange!

Kev jolts up from his seat.

KEV
I am not on the menu!

SANDRA
Of course you are, you’re on 
Tinder! At least my boyfriend knows 
I’m on the menu.

KEV
Yea, the dollar menu.

Gab gasps, spins around, and covers Kev’s mouth. Sandra gapes 
at them, taken completely aback.

GAB
Kev! No!

She releases his face.

KEV
I’m sorry. That was uncalled for. 
I’m lashing out due to my own 
insecurities. I’m sure your menu is 
very elegant. Tasteful. 

GAB
Come on, let’s go.

SANDRA
No, I’m leaving.

She studies her phone for an awkward beat.

SANDRA (CONT’D)
My Uber will be here in 6 minutes.

She crosses her arms and stares at the pair. Kev lets out a 
frustrated growl, gets up and storms away. Gab slides a flyer 
over to Sandra before she follows Kev out of the shop.

EXT. PHILLY STREETS - DAY

Gab and Kev walk side-by-side on the garbage-filled sidewalk.

GAB
This happens. It’s fine. More 
importantly, how do you feel?
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KEV
Let’s see. I just got mad at a 
stranger for not being attractive 
enough to make my very beautiful 
girlfriend jealous, and then 
essentially commodified her, 
valuing her at one dollar. So not 
great, Gab.

GAB
Hey! No worries! You just have to 
try to be a little nicer to the 
next one. 

He stops.

KEV
SCHEMING SCHEMER. No. I’m not 
meeting anyone else. I’m calling 
Natalie to fess up and tell her to 
come home once and for all. 

Gab smacks his phone down.

GAB
No! She is busy living her life. 
You have to let her do that. And 
you have to do the same! 

He slaps her hand back and puts the phone to his ear. 

Beat.

Kev’s eyes widen and he throws his phone at Gab. She catches 
it. 

GAB (CONT’D)
What happened?

KEV
A guy answered.

Kev frowns hard.

GAB
Hey, all the more reason for you 
not to give up on me. Smile!

A passing MILLENIAL WOMAN looks offended and confronts Gab.

MILLENIAL
(robotic, forced 
confidence)

I don’t have to smile for anyone! 
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My response to street harassment is 
to holla back against it, breaking 
the silence against gender-based 
violence.

GAB
No, I wasn’t talking to you. 

MILLENIAL
Stop telling women to smile!

GAB
This isn’t that. Like, I get what 
that is, and I’m literally with 
you.

(throws up a power fist)
But it’s not that so, thank you, 
and also bye.

The confused millenial keeps walking. Gab drags Kev with her 
as they move in the opposite direction.

GAB (CONT’D)
How about that lunch I promised 
you?

EXT. RESTAURANT JAWN - DAY

They stop in front of a dingy-looking diner. Kev takes a deep 
breath.

GAB
What are you gonna do in there?

KEV
I’m gonna flirt the crap out of 
her. Consensually. Respectfully. 
Like an American.

Gab pulls out her phone and shows Kev.

KEV (CONT’D)
Photos mean nothing to me now.

GAB
Just look at this girl. Her name is 
Nancy and that looks like natural 
lighting.

Kev grabs the phone and takes a closer look.

KEV
Gab. She looks just like Natalie.
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GAB
What? No she--

(looks again at the pic)
Huh. That’s probably why I swiped 
right. The Internet’s a weird 
place.

KEV
Exactly! Speaking of, you know 
you’re cat-fishing me right?

GAB
Well, technically I’m cat-fishing 
her.

(Her phone dings.)
Well, regardless. She’s inside 
waiting for you. 

He takes a deep breath and she pats him on the butt as a 
final push inside.

INT. RESTAURANT JAWN - CONTINUOUS

The two approach the jaded HOSTESS. A gleaming NANCY waves at 
Kev from a table by the window. 

KEV
(to the hostess)

I’m meeting a friend.

GAB
Good luck! Flirt her face off!

Gab looks at the hostess who ignores her.

GAB (CONT’D)
Excuse me. Can I get a table 
please?

HOSTESS
How many?

Gab looks around -- she’s the only one waiting for a table.

GAB
Just one.

HOSTESS
Sad.

She grabs a menu and walks towards the back of the 
restaurant. Gab scoffs and follows.
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GAB
Actually, lone dining is really 
integral my version of self-love.

At the table, Gab has a good view of Kev and Nancy. 

As he sits across from Nancy, Kev views her through a 
surreal, soft glow; all other PEOPLE and objects in the 
vicinity blur out in the presence of what is clearly an 
angel. He imagines himself leaning across the table and 
grabbing her face:

DREAM KEV
I’ve missed you so much.

NANCY
Excuse me?

The dream scenario cuts out and Kev slams back to reality. 
Nancy sits across from him, confused. 

KEV
I mean hi, I’m Kev.

A gorgeous, intense server, JEREMY, approaches Gab’s table.

GAB
Whoa.

 In a similar, slow-motion dream sequence, Gab objectifies 
the beautiful man until he gets close enough for her to 
identify him -- her day-dream comes to a screeching halt.

GAB (CONT’D)
Jeremy?

He avoids eye contact.

JEREMY
Uh, yeah. I’ll be your server 
today. Can I start you off with 
something to drink?

GAB
Do you seriously not remember me?

He looks at her. Beat.

GAB (CONT’D)
Really, dude?

Nancy squirms under Kev’s scrutinizing gaze.  
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NANCY
I decided that a liberal arts 
degree just wasn’t satisfying to 
me. And that’s how I ended up in 
Philly.

Awkward beat.

KEV
Nice. Philly is awesome. Better 
than all the other places.

NANCY
Ha, that’s what I tried to tell my 
ex-boyfriend. 

Kev perks up.

KEV
Oh yeah? 

NANCY
Yeah. We were together for years, 
but when it came down to it, he 
didn’t want to move on with me.

KEV
Well, it’s tough to start over in a 
new place. He probably had a 
comfortable job and amazing 
friends.

NANCY
Yeah, well you can find those 
things anywhere.

KEV
Oh really? So everything and 
everyone is just totally 
replaceable to you, huh.

NANCY
Excuse me? I didn’t say--

KEV
It just sounds like your ex-
boyfriend loved you and was trying 
really hard to have a life with 
you. And you kind of stomped all 
over his shitty little heart.

He throws his napkin on the table and crosses his arms.

Jeremy returns to Gab’s table with a bread basket.
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GAB
Oh my gosh. See I knew you were 
playing me, boy. You remembered how 
much I love gluten. 

She grabs a piece and shoves it into her mouth.

JEREMEY
Jesus Christ. You have no chill. 
I’m just going to transfer you to 
another server.

Gab looks shocked, her mouth too full to talk. He walks away.

Nancy looks frustrated and confused.

KEV
Do you ever think about anyone but 
yourself? 

NANCY
You don’t know the first thing 
about me.

Kev stands up, visibly upset.

KEV
I know you’re just like the rest!

OTHERS in the restaurant throw judgmental looks at Kev. 

GAB
Uh oh.

She rushes over as Nacny puts her jacket on.

GAB (CONT’D)
(to Nancy)

Wait! Don’t leave! Look, his 
girlfriend has been on a week long 
European soul search for the past 2 
months and you look just like her. 
But he really needs a confidence 
boost right now.

NANCY
His girlfriend? I’m out of here. 
You two are fucking weird. 

Nancy stomps away towards the door and pushes it open.

NANCY (CONT’D)
I’m deleting the FUCK out of 
Tinder.
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She leaves and Gab sits in her vacant chair.

GAB
Forget her. Important question: is 
that hot server looking over at me 
right now? I can feel his eyes.

Kev turns and looks at Jeremy, who is entirely attentive to 
another table of GUESTS.

KEV
No, not at all.

GAB
God damnit. We dated hard and he’s 
acting like he doesn’t even know 
me. Like, zero acknowledgment that 
we shared warm parts pretty 
regularly at one point.

KEV
Yeah, being forgotten sucks.

They attack the bread basket in front of them, taking a long 
beat to eat their feelings. Gab takes the stack of flyers and 
drops them on the ground with a room-silencing THUD. Jeremey 
finally looks at her, but only for a moment. Gab scoffs.

GAB
I gave this dude the dopest hand 
jibber of his life. All I get is a 
“are you ready to place your 
order?”

Gab and Kev exchange a series of pffft’s and pssssh’s. They 
eat more bread.

KEV
I’m so lonely.

GAB
Aw, bud. The whole restaurant 
knows. You’ve been spilling your 
guts all over everyone today.

KEV
That’s kind of like emotional 
cheating, right? Natalie will 
probably be super jealous of that 
and then she’ll miss me. Right?

Gab sympathy-feeds him another piece of bread.
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GAB
He didn’t even check me out or 
anything. And he was at the perfect 
angle to peep my top shelf.

KEV
That’s ridiculous. I would’ve 
peeped. For sure I would’ve.

GAB
Thanks, bud. That means a lot.

KEV
You’re welcome.

The bread basket is empty. They stare at the window looking 
dismal. 

KEV (CONT’D)
Nothing is beautiful and everything 
hurts.

GAB
Okay. That pity party was long 
enough. Let’s go.

She throws a few bucks down, pulls Kev up, and they leave.

EXT. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE - DAY

Gab and Kev find an empty bench and slump into it. 

GAB
You know what? It’s for the best. I 
met him on Tinder. It was barely a 
relationship. I don’t need to be 
cherished and remembered by every 
single Tinder doof I bone.

KEV
Yeah, good luck getting even one 
person who you’ve boned, 
passionately and monogamously, for 
the past 3 years to do that. You 
know what, I can’t take this 
anymore. I’m calling her.

Kev takes his phone out of his pocket and storms off.

REINA (mid-twenties), nerdy and adorable, at a nearby bench 
recognizes Gab and packs her things up. Gab notices her as he 
tries to sneak by.
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GAB
Oh come on.

Reina sighs and nods at her.

REINA
Hi, Gab.

She tries to skirt by.

GAB
No, stop right there. I don’t need 
another run-in with my Ghosts of 
Tinder Dates Past. Look, Reina. I 
just came here to have a real-ass, 
reflective moment. So don’t even 
start with me.

Reina sneers.

REINA
Don’t worry, I just said hi to be 
polite.

GAB
Polite?

REINA
Literally, I tried to sneak by. But 
you caught me.

GAB
Like, without saying hi? That’s 
kind of rude, don’t you think?

REINA
Not when you have more important 
things to do.

GAB
More important things? We shared 
our warm parts! 

REINA
Ugh, I didn’t like you phrasing it 
like that when we were sharing 
them, and I don’t like it now. 

GAB
Fine, just go. Like every Tinder 
dummy in this city. Ghost away!
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REINA
Wait, are you seriously feeling bad 
for yourself right now? You ghosted 
me. We had plans and you blew me 
off to go hang out with some 
beefcake named Jeremy.

GAB
Oh, right. Forgot about that. Look, 
you know I’m poly and you denied my 
request to share Google calendars 
so...

Reina struts off. Gab stews for a beat, gets up in a huff and 
walks the opposite way. She approaches a rogue port-o-potty, 
climbs in it, and SLAMS the plastic door. 

Beat.

A WOMAN approaches it holding her crotch as she does the pee-
pee dance.

Kev, in another area of the park, holds the phone to his ear. 
He waits as it rings and rings and rings.

He sees a couple, a MAN and a WOMAN, walk toward each other 
from opposite ends of the sidewalk. They embrace when they 
meet, kiss and beam at each other.

MAN
I’ve really missed you.

WOMAN
I have so much to tell you.

On the other end of the phone, Kev hears a beep and then:

NATALIE (V.O.)
(through phone)

Hey, it’s Natalie! I’m away having 
the time of my life, but if you 
leave your name and number I’ll try 
to get back to you as soon as I 
can!

It beeps again.

KEV
Hey, it’s me. Just wanted to call 
and say that I really, really miss 
you. And I can’t wait to hear about 
all the exciting things you have to 
tell me. Alright. Talk to you soon.
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He hangs up the phone, takes a deep breath, and walks on.

INT. PORT-O-POTTY - CONTINUOUS

As she sits on the toilet, Gab pulls out her phone and opens 
a text message to Reina. She writes: “Hey, sorry about b4. 
Get drinks w me 2night? (winky face).” She texts back: “NO.” 
She tries to tear her phone in two, so much frustration. 
Images of her Tinder Ghosts Past (Jeremy, Reina, other 
increasingly WEIRDER DUDES fly around her head, reliving the 
moments they broke up/stopped seeing each other in slow, 
dream-like voices).

JEREMY
I just have a lot on my plate right 
now. 

REINA
I’m just not vibing with your ego.

WEIRD DUDE 1
Where’s your bathroom?

WEIRD DUDE 2
I’m going out to buy cigarettes.

Gab’s phone dings and she swats them all away. A text from 
Kendra reads: “where r u?? D is MAD!” Gab replies: “u have a 
booger.” Kendra: “omg!!!”

EXT. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE - CONTINUOUS

Kev stands outside the port-o-potties as Gab kicks open the 
door and throws her remaining stack of flyers up in the air, 
making it rain paper on the park. She sees Kev and sighs her 
immense defeat.

GAB 
You found me.

KEV
You have a very distinct smell.

She melts into his shoulder and he puts his arm around her as 
they start to walk away. Gab stops and looks at the flyers 
all over the ground.

GAB
I have to pick these up actually.

He helps her reassemble her stack.
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EXT. PHILLY STREET - DAY

Kev takes the lead and posts flyers as they pass various 
businesses and Gab sulks behind. She lets a flyer slip out of 
her hands onto the ground every few steps she takes.

They pass a CITY WORKER with a garbage bag and a poker(?) who 
watches Gab litter the flyers around.

CITY WORKER
Hey! Are you littering on my 
streets?

GAB
Ugh. I guess so. Yes. I’m sorry!

CITY WORKER
You just go around dropping garbage 
anywhere you want?

Gab cries and drops to the ground to pick up flyers.

GAB
Yes! Because I’m a garbage person. 
With garbage morals. And garbage 
dating skills.

Kev helps Gab. The city worker gets freaked out by the 
hysterics and keeps it moving.

KEV
You’re not a garbage person.

GAB
Yes I am. I’m sorry for the whole 
day. I’m a false prophet. I used to 
be a dick slash pussy magnet and 
now I’m a peen slash kitty 
repeller.

KEV
Nope, I didn’t like any of that.

GAB
Yeah, me neither. Felt gross.

They giggle and he helps her to her feet.

KEV
Hey, if you’re garbage, then I’m 
garbage, too. I had an anxiety 
attack all over innocent 
Philadelphian women. 
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You got me through a rough day that 
would have been really shitty and 
way less interesting without you. 

GAB
I’m done using Tinder.

Kev gives her a knowing look.

GAB (CONT’D)
Okay, I’m not done using Tinder. I 
love Tinder. I’ll never stop. But I 
learned something today. I’m just 
not sure what.

KEV
I learned that I’ll always fear the 
Internet. And everything else out 
of my control. 

As the continue through the park, they pass a GROUP OF FANCY 
PEOPLE in the  midst of a small, tasteful wedding ceremony. 
Gab zeroes in on the groom, ALAN (late 20s, bookish and  
attractive, obviously).

GAB
Hold on, I think I know that guy.

KEV
Who? That show-off parading around 
his tangible true love?

GAB
Yeah, I met him on--well, you know.

An OFFICIATOR from an indistinguishable denomination reads to 
the ATTENDEES from a tablet between the BRIDE and groom.

OFFICIATOR
Should anyone here know of any 
reason that this couple should not 
be joined in marriage, speak now or 
forever hold your peace.

Gab moves toward them.

GAB
Wait!

Everyone turns and looks at Gab. The bride looks furious and 
the groom, stunned.
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GAB (CONT’D)
Alan. It’s me, Gab. We swiped right 
on each other, met up for vegan 
tacos, had a series of Netflix and 
chill sessions, and then we ghosted 
each other. Hard. Do you remember?

Alan turns to Gab.

ALAN
Hey, Gab. I’m kind of in the middle 
of something.

GAB
Right, and that’s so cool. Before 
you do this, though, I just want 
you to know that I get it. I’m not 
going to be loved by every guy or 
gal that I swap goo with.

KEV
Ugh, ew.

GAB
And I’m finally okay with that. So, 
carry on. May your love last 
forever and ever, Amen. Or y’know, 
until one of you dies. 

Gab motions to Kev to move on and they start to walk away. 
Before long, Alan pops up behind Gab and Kev, startling them.

GAB (CONT’D)
Oh, hey. I finished my thing back 
there. It was this whole self-
reflective moment I had to have in 
order to move on with my day’s 
journey, but I’m cool now. So you 
can go back to your wedding.

The wedding party, especially the bride, look baffled in the 
distance behind them.

ALAN
I’m worried I’m making the wrong 
choice.

GAB
Yikes. My views on monogamy don’t 
allow me to give you reassuring 
advice in this situation. Kev?

Kev clears his throat.
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KEV
She’s the one, man. Go get her.

He looks pleased with his tiny speech.

ALAN
Oh yeah, totally. I know. But, I 
mean, I’m about to be off Tinder - 
like you said, Gab - until one of 
us dies. It only makes sense that 
you and I have one more go at it 
before I get hitched. My van is 
parked right over there. What do 
you say?

Her jaw drops.

GAB
Come again?

ALAN
Exactly.

He winks and leans in.

KEV
Oh nope. I do NOT like this at all.

Kev DECKS Alan, who falls back, a stream of blood escapes one 
nostril. Kev shakes his fist in pain. 

GAB
Holy shit!

KEV
Whoo! Alright, that felt good.

GAB
Damn daddy.

She pats him on the back.

ALAN
Ok, I’ll take that as a no.

Alan holds his nose as he slinks back to his wedding. The two 
friends trail off together down the sidewalk.

EXT. EVENTS BY DONNA - NIGHT

Kendra pushes past Gab on their way out of the building. 
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GAB
Goodnight, Kendra. 

KENDRA
Whatever.

They walk in opposite directions. Kendra walks past a garbage 
can, in which she sees all the flyers from earlier. She gasps 
and flings around, but Gab is already long gone.

FADE OUT.
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