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ACT ONE

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, beautiful City Hall, and 
the glorious ode to monopolized capitalism that is the 
Comcast Building. A rough-looking WOMAN as she bites into a 
Wawa hoagie and spikes it to the ground. Welcome to Philly.

INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, HALLWAY - DAY

An office buzzes with millennials and roaming cats. A phone 
barely rings before the uptight, upright, business casual wet 
dream KENDRA (20s) ceases typing and picks up the phone. 

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

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

(beat)
No, I understand, ma’am.

(beat)
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 up and struggles for composure.

EXT. EVENTS BY DONNA, BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

A business-casual WOMAN does the pee-pee dance in front of 
the all-gender bathroom door. 

INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, BATHROOM - DAY

Inside is GAB (20s)--a persistently casual, almost hot 
milennial. She cozies up to her phone on the toilet, pants 
around her ankles. Her coffee rests on the toilet paper.
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(MORE)

2.

She completes a Tinder profile with a 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 (mid-20s), business-casual bearded weirdo/lumber-sexual 
teddy bear enters his cubicle with precision. He hangs his 
belongings on their own individual, labeled hooks. He rips 
off yesterday’s date from his desk calendar, which reads 
“Happy Anniversary!!”, and shreds it. He plays soft, Japanese 
background music as he types on his computer. 

His work phone rings.

KEV
(to phone)

Kevin speaking. How can I protect 
you from fire?

(beat)
Oh hello, girlfriend abroad. Long 
time no talk.

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

KEV (CONT'D)
You haven’t called me in 3 days. I 
think I’m allowed to experience a 
little upset right now. What time 
am I picking you up at the airport?

(beat)
3 more weeks, Nat? I understand 
you’re finding yourself or 
whatever, but Jesus Christ, how 
much of yourself were you missing? 

(beat)
Oh you met some “cool people!” My 
fault! I didn’t realize they were 
cool!

He picks up his cell phone and scrolls through her Instagram 
feed to find a picture of her with a hot FRENCH DUDE (30s).

KEV (CONT'D)
By “cool people” do you mean a 
perfectly scruffy French man with 
an undercut named Jean-Michel?!

(beat--sheepishly)
Wait baby, no. We can work through 
this. I’m not mad. 

(beat--angrily)
Fine! I’m mad! 

(MORE)

2.
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KEV (CONT'D)

3.

Enjoy getting oral herpes from the 
French!

(beat--sheepishly)
Hello? Baby?

He hangs up and turns the calming music up real loud, then 
breaks into a horrific, silent sob. 

INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 

The BANGS on the door get louder as Gab swipes on Tinder.

GAB
It’s the first day of my period, 
Brenda, give me some space!

A girl with big cleavage pops up.

GAB (CONT'D)
Yes we DO love boobies, thank you. 
Swipe!

A notification pops up: “It’s a match!” 

GAB (CONT'D)
Instant gratification. Genius.

Gab flushes the toilet behind her. As she exits the bathroom 
she shrugs at Brenda who smells the air and FAINTS.

INT. EVENTS BY DONNA, OFFICE - DAY

DONNA FRANK (40s), an almost elegant showboat of a boss, 
stands exhausted before the much hipper office of fresh-faced 
EMPLOYEES and Gab, who hides her phone behind a notebook.

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

(to herself)
She said sarcastically, despite the 
“homework” her therapist gave her.

Kendra perks up. Donna drops a stack of flyers onto the table 
with a loud THUMP. 

DONNA (CONT'D)
Flyer time!

The office groans.

KEV (CONT'D)

3.
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DONNA (CONT'D)
Yup! Your generation has not only 
reclaimed vinyl, but apparently 
killing trees is back as the 
“dopest” way to advertise an all-
women’s improv festival.

KENDRA
I’ll do it. I’ll drop them off. In 
less than an hour. Time me. My 
bicycle is very efficient.

DONNA
Keep your jeggings on, Kendra. I 
need you to clean the litter boxes.

KENDRA
Okay! I’ll just pop an extra 
Benadryl, no biggie!

DONNA
But I will need someone to go drop 
these flyers off at local coffee 
shops, bookstores, vegan co-ops or 
wherever young and exciting people 
are ignoring me these days. 

A sea of avoidance. She SLAMS the stack down.

DONNA (CONT'D)
Whatever you do, just 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!

She gawks at her own joke. COWORKERS pass the stack around. 
Kendra grasps for it but it lands in front of Gab. 

GAB
Oh no. I don’t want this.

KENDRA
(harsh whisper)

Are you brain dead? Remedial office 
tasks are golden ops to prove your 
commitment to the company and 
solidify your future as a Donna 
Events premier planner.

DONNA
My therapist says I create my own 
opportunities for rejection so... 
Don’t make me choose one of you. 

(MORE)

4.
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Plus I have spin in an hour and I 
need to secure the farthest bike 
from the instructor.

GAB
(to Kendra)

Oh my gosh. A premier planner? You 
mean, this is not just a dead-end 
job? And somehow down the line I 
could even find...purpose here?

(beat)
Hard pass. 

Gab’s phone vibrates loudly on the table.

DONNA
Do we have a volunteer?

GAB
Wish I could, Mama Donna. But, you 
know how swamped I am with the 
Polyamorous Charity Bake Sale in 
Clark Park. So many weird Google 
Calendars to coordinate. 

Donna crumples from the rejection before pulling herself 
together. Gab’s reads a Tinder message: “Hi, Kev. Ur cute. 
Sup?” As Gab types a response: “Nm, Sandra. Not into this 
whole Tinder thing. Wanna grab coffee?” Gab types a response.

Donna musters a moment of strength and approaches her.

GAB (CONT'D)
Totally respect your authority, 
Donna Corleone, but I’m so...busy.

DONNA
I’m not asking. I’m telling.

Everyone stops. A pen drops to the floor. It’s loud.

KENDRA
Whoa.

GAB
Whoa.

DONNA
(hushed to Gab)

I’ll buy you lunch and you can take 
the rest of the day off.

KENDRA
What?!

A new message from Sandra reads: “Sure! I’m free in an hour.” 
Gab  shoves her phone in her pocket and grabs the flyers.

DONNA (CONT'D)

5.
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GAB
Consider it done, Big D.

DONNA
Wonderful. Wait. “Big D” bedazzled 
on a beanie would be..?

KENDRA
Gorgeous.

GAB
A nightmare.

DONNA
Right. I hate it too. Garbage idea.

Donna slinks away into her office.

KENDRA
Something’s up. And when I find out 
what you’re going to be so fired.

GAB
Sweet, sweet Kendra.

(kisses her softly on the 
head, whispers to her)

You’ve had a giant booger in your 
nose this whole. Entire. Time.

Kendra clutches her face as Gab skips out of the office.

KENDRA
(through sobs)

What kind of mind game is this?

Kendra grabs her inhaler from her desk and inhales deeply.

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

A folder falls to the ground from a nearby cubicle near Kev’s 
feet. He picks it up just as his meek, human potato of a 
cubicle neighbor, DANIEL (40s), peeks his head in.

DANIEL
Hey, sorry about that, Kev.

He reaches his open hand out but Kev hugs the folder tight.

DANIEL (CONT'D)
I don’t want any trouble.

KEV
You know a folder is a pretty 
remarkable invention. It holds 
things together. Even when it’s 
hard. 

(MORE)

6.
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Even when paper just wants to fall 
out and do its own thing.

(drops papers)
But the folder stays strong. A 
beacon of security. Doing what good 
ol’ Mr. Folder says he’s gonna do.

DANIEL
Hold papers in?

KEV
Exactly, Daniel. Hold. Papers. In. 
Good.

DANIEL
I’d really like to get it back now. 
I need the reports inside.

KEV
And yet, you just let it slip right 
through your sweaty hands into my 
cubicle... abroad.

Daniel takes out his wallet and counts.

DANIEL
Look, I’ll give you 7 bucks for it.

KEV
No, no. This guy is staying right 
here with me. Where he belongs.

Kev caresses the folder. Daniel backs away, scared.

INT. THE INSURANCE GUYS OFFICE, HALLWAYS - DAY

Gab sneaks past an office door, where a tight-faced GAVIN 
(40s) stops shaking his shake weight and pulsing on a bouncy 
ball to sniff the air. He cocks his head to catch a sliver of 
Gab.

CUBICLES - CONTINUOUS

KEV bounces on his ball-chair and squeezes stress balls while 
he searches the web for “Cheap Flights to France.” Daniel 
peeks in, Kev violently chops the air with the folder.

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

KEV (CONT'D)

7.
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KEV
YOU DON’T DESERVE HIM, DANIEL.

Gab pops into the cubicle. Kev misses her face by an inch.

GAB
Whoa. What is going on here? 
Doesn’t matter. Listen. Gavin 
smelled me which means we have a 
solid 2 tops to GTFO. So bounce 
that sad schlong up and leggo.

KEV
I can’t. I have this folder thing 
going on.

DANIEL
My folder.

KEV
Am I holding on too tightly?

GAB
Oh boy.

She rips it away, tearing it in two. Kev gasps in pain.

DANIEL
My reports!

GAB
Getting real possessive over 
reports again, huh? 

Gab smacks Daniel’s face with the folder. He takes it and 
hands her the cash. She tucks it between her boobs.

KEV
Natalie’s spending a few extra 
weeks in France because she “met 
some cool people.” 

GAB
Cool people? Outside of Philly?

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. 

8.
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He slumps off his ball to the ground.

KEV
I can’t. I’m dying.

GAB
We all are, dude. And that’s okay. 
But we have to hurry before. Uh oh.

We hear urgent sniffs approach before Gavin appears.

GAVIN
I knew I smelled a confident, 
independent, cis-gendered woman. 

GAB
Ew.

KEV
God.

GAVIN
To what do I owe the pleasure,

(bad Italian accent)
Gabriella?

GAB
You don’t. We were just leaving.

GAVIN
And just where are you taking my 
star employee?

GAB
Doesn’t matter. Because you’re one 
weird sniff away from a lawsuit.

She pushes him out of the way; he shudders. 

GAVIN
You are one lucky bastard, Kevin.

KEV
We’re just friends!

GAB
We’re just friends!

GAVIN
I’m sure you are. 

GAB
No, really. And not in the way 
where 90 minutes and three acts 
later we realize how the love we’ve 
been searching for has been right 
under our noses the whole time. 

9.
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KEV
Yeah. My nose has been near her 
belly button before. It’s putrid. 

GAB
His favorite celebrity couple is 
“anime reruns” and “too many 
pretzels.” Pathetic.

KEV
Her dream is to host an orgy where 
the only sexual act is spit-
roasting. I have to Urban 
Dictionary it every time. I still 
don’t really know what it means!

Gab tries to mimic it with her hands, but gives up.

GAB
His love of monogamy seals me up 
like a heavy duty Ziploc designed 
for long-term freezer storage. 

KEV
And I’m pretty sure she’s going to 
purgatory.

GAB
Catholic. Repression. It. Burns!

KEV
See? We just don’t work like that.

GAB
Exactly. So get “us” out of your 
head or else you’re going to be 
massively disappointed.

GAVIN
Okay then. So I have a chance, 
m’lady?

Gab stiff arms his face and she and Kev escape.

DANIEL
Good try, boss.

GAVIN
Away, pleb!

Gavin puts his nose to the folder and inhales deep.

END OF ACT ONE

10.
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ACT TWO

EXT. PHILLY STREETS - DAY

Kev drags behind Gab as she rushes past each and EVERY WALK 
OF HUMAN, through garbage-filled sidewalks. 

KEV
Why are we running? Did you make a 
reservation somewhere? As your best 
friend, it’s my duty to remind you 
that any place that requires lunch 
reservations on a Tuesday is 
probably a place you’re not going 
to thrive in.

GAB
Thanks, bud!

KEV
Honesty over everything.

Gab speeds up. Kev rubs the inside of his thighs.

KEV (CONT'D)
Another reminder: I’m a casual 
chaffer. Why are we running? 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 rough-looking WOMAN from the opening walks by and shakes 
her head in disappointment at Gab.

GAB
Shhh! Stop it!

11.
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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 with a sign that reads: “Wow, Coffee!”  

GAB (CONT'D)
--is a beautiful girl who can’t 
wait to meet you. Eh, probably. But 
don’t let that dissuade you.

She turns back to Kev but he’s yards away down the street. 
She chases him down.

KEV
I am not fraternizing with an 
Internet person. I’m going to make 
it work with Natalie, who loves me.

GAB
Who’s been planking on European 
peen for the past 2 months.

KEV
Unnecessary visual!

GAB
No! Necessary visual! She left you. 
And you need to get over it. I’m 
sick of seeing you like this.

KEV
(screaming)

Like what!?

GAB
6 feet tall, built like a papa 
bear, and scared to get a measly, 
little expresso with a girl. 

KEVIN
“Espresso.” And “woman.” Not girl. 
You told me to correct you when you 
did that.

12.
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GAB 
Right, thank you. Espresso with a 
woman. Look, You’re in good hands. 
I’m proud to say that I’ve never 
had a single bad Tinder experience. 
Just...trust me?

Kev takes a deep breath and heads over. Gab trots beside him.

GAB (CONT'D)
Okay here’s the low-down on Sandra. 
She’s 22, she thinks you’re cute 
and...her name is Sandra.

KEV
Just going to casually meet another 
woman from the Internet. Cool. 
People do it everyday, right?

GAB
Oh, for sure. If you’re not on 
Tinder then you’re just not on the 
menu. Simple as that.

KEV
I am not on the menu. I am doing 
this for you.

GAB
Right, of course. Maybe you’re a 
secret menu item. 

KEV
Which one is she?

Gab shows him a picture on her phone of a gorgeous woman.

KEV (CONT'D)
Oh. The really attractive one. 
Yeah, no. I can’t do this.

GAB
You’ll be fine.  Just rip off the 
band-aid. From your boring, one-
size-fits-one dick. Now get in 
there and get down to pound town.

KEV
I didn’t like any of that.

GAB
That’s fine. Go.

Gab pushes him inside.

13.
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INT. WOW, COFFEE! SHOP, COFFEE COUNTER - DAY 

Gab and Kev stand in line for coffee as they scan the shop. 

KEV
I’m freaking out, what do I do!?

GAB
Repeat after me: I’m the coolest-- 

KEV
“Cool” is a trigger for me right 
now. Say something else. 

GAB
Okay okay. The beardiest. 

KEV
I’m the beardiest.

GAB
Weirdest. In a good way.

KEV
Weirdest in a good way.

GAB
Hot dad without kids in this joint.

He gives her a look.

GAB (CONT'D)
We’ve talked about this. Calling 
you hot is like when I felt my 
mom’s boob job. It’s observational.

KEV
No. Look.

Gab whips around.  SANDRA, an uglier, cracked-out version of 
her profile picture sits at a corner table. Gab holds up her 
phone and compares Sandra with the photo in awe.

KEV (CONT'D)
Is this what cat-fishing is?

GAB
No. This is much, much worse. This 
is photo-shop. Prepare for impact.

Sandra spots him and waves.

SANDRA (O.S.)
Kev!

14.
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KEV
(whispers to Gab)

What do I do?

Gab pushes him forward.

GAB
Go!

Kev inches away and Gab turns back toward the hunky barista, 
JEREMY (early 30s). She smiles at him.

GAB (CONT'D)
Oh my god. Jeremy?

JEREMY
What can I get you today?

GAB
Jerm. Jermy. Jerm-boy. It’s me. 

Beat.

GAB (CONT'D)
Do you seriously not remember me?

JEREMY
Sorry. 

GAB
Huh. Weird. ‘Cause we like, boned 
pretty frequently. And hard.

He seems embarrassed. The LINE gets inpatient.

JEREMY
Can I get you something? There 
other people waiting.

GAB
Really? Dude, we swapped DNA on the 
regular a few years back. Oh, oh! 
You have that weird vein on your--

JEREMY
That could be anybody.

GAB
Right but I was the one who had the 
idea to squeeze it with my--

JEREMY
Please order!

15.
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GAB
Ok! Jeez. I’ll just have the usual.

JEREMY
I have literally no reference point 
for that whatsoever.

GAB
Ugh! It’s a decaf maple latte with 
coconut milk! How could you forget 
that! No one orders that!

She throws cash on the counter and storms off.

CORNER TABLE - CONTINUOUS 

Sandra greets Kev with a smile, off-colored pink lipstick on 
all the wrong parts. The grease on her mustache glimmers.

SANDRA
You are really cute. 

KEV
And you are...how are you?

SANDRA
Ugh, I was almost late. My Uber 
driver was confused or like, an 
illegal alien or something. He 
couldn’t even find Rittenhouse. 

KEV
The park is 3 blocks away.

SANDRA
I know right. One star much?

Kev slams his coffee mug on the table.

KEV
You one starred him?

SANDRA
Uh, frick yeah. What kind of 
monster forces strangers into small 
talk?

KEV
Could be just a really nice guy.

SANDRA
Enough about him. Tell me about 
Kev. 

16.
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She licks her lipstick-covered teeth.

KEV
Fire safety insurance. 

SANDRA
Cool.

Beat.

KEV
And you?

SANDRA
I’m a model. And burlesque dancer.

Kev first looks at her in disbelief, but she challenges him 
with her eyes to fight her on it and he backs off.

KEV
Uh... do you like Star Wars?

SANDRA
Oh. Never heard of it.

He slams his fists down and rises up. Gab overhears and 
rushes over.

KEV
I’ve never even heard of your face!

SANDRA
What does that even mean?

GAB
Hey-oh! How’s it going over here?

KEV
You look nothing like your 
pictures! And guess what? Tinder 
Sandra? Five stars! Real life 
Sandra? One-star! Split between 
your face and your casual racism!

GAB
Oh, horrible. Cool.

SANDRA
Who are you? Who is this?

KEV
(to Gab)

Let’s go.

17.
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SANDRA
Wow. And here I thought I’d 
actually met a nice guy for once. 

KEV
Oh I am a nice guy. A nice, boring, 
small-talk kind of guy. But right 
now, the love of my life is sharing 
hot croissants and saliva with a 
Frenchman and his sexy undercut. Do 
you know what an undercut is? It’s 
not this.

He points to his $8 chop. She pulls her phone out.

SANDRA
That’s it. I’m calling my 
boyfriend.

KEV
Your what!? Why are you even here?

SANDRA
The same reason you’re here! To 
order some tasty new strange.

KEV
Well 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 and covers Kev’s mouth. Sandra is taken aback.

KEV (CONT'D)
(yelling)

I’m sorry for what I just said! And 
I’m sorry for yelling right now! 
I’m just lashing out due to the 
deep pain in my heart! I’m sure 
your menu is appropriately priced!  

Kev runs out. Gab gets up and turns to Sandra.

GAB
Wow. Sorry about that. Big guy, 
bigger heart. You know how it is. I 
heard you mention your open 
relationship. 

(MORE)

18.
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You know, I’m poly too. Are you in 
the Polydelphia Facebook group? We 
should totally connect. There’s a 
bake-off happening soon that I’m 
actually planning...

SANDRA
Who are you!?

GAB
Just a girl-- nay, a woman who--

JEREMY (O.S.)
Decaf mocha cap for “Grab?”

GAB
Fuck it, I’m nobody! 

Gab slaps a flyer down and runs off after Kev.

EXT. PHILLY STREETS - DAY

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

GAB
You alright?

KEV
Let’s see. I just projected my 
insecurities onto a stranger and 
then commodified her, valuing her 
at one dollar. So not great, Gab.

GAB
We’ll get it right on the next one. 

He stops.

KEV
Next one? No! SCHEMING SCHEMER. I’m 
calling Natalie.

Gab rips his phone away.

GAB
For what? To beg her to bring her 
new French herpes home to you? 

KEV
First of all, 70 percent of people 
have herpes. 70 percent! Chances 
are we both already have it.

GAB (CONT'D)

19.
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GAB
Oh shit! Maybe that’s why Jeremy 
was pretending not to know me. He 
was obviously just too embarrassed 
to recall our awesome, and 
definitely memorable hump-making 
because he gave me herpes!

(beat)
I feel so much better now.

He grabs his phone back and makes the call. After a beat he 
hangs up and puts it away. 

A silent beat as Kev processes something real. 

GAB (CONT'D)
Kev?

KEV
He answered.

GAB
I’m sorry, bud. Let’s go eat those 
feelings.

She puts her arm around the big, sad boy and they walk.

END OF ACT TWO

20.



COPYRIGHT GAB BOTTONI 2019 ©
21.

ACT THREE

EXT. HIP CITY JAWN (RESTAURANT) - DAY

They stop in front of a busy, fast-casual eatery adorned with 
vegetables and HIPSTERS.

GAB
What are you gonna do in there?

KEV
Order the most expensive thing on 
the menu.

GAB
And?

KEV
Force my body to respectfully flirt 
with another Internet person, thus 
catapulting myself into a brand new 
era where I’m somehow okay.

GAB
Go get ‘em. I’ll be right out here 
posting flyers if you need me.

She slaps his butt into motion and he goes inside.

EXT. PHILLY STREETS - CONTINUOUS

Gab trots around the block as she carelessly disperses flyers 
on doorsteps. Every PASSERBY she tries to give one to dodges 
her efforts.

EXT. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE - CONTINUOUS

Gab stumbles upon a group of FANCY PEOPLE in the midst of a 
small, tasteful wedding ceremony in the park. Gab zeroes in 
on the groom, ALAN (late 20s, bookish and attractive, duh).

GAB
Alan?

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

21.
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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
Wait!

Everyone turns to look. Gab grabs the mic from the BAND.

GAB (CONT'D)
(into mic)

Uh, Alan. Are you for real right 
now? You’re getting married? 

ALAN
Trying to. I’m sorry, who are you?

GAB
Who am I? You’ve got to be kidding. 

BRIDE
No you’ve got to be kidding. Can 
someone please take the mic away?

Gab dodges the advances of a nearby band member.

INT. RESTAURANT JAWN, TABLE - CONTINUOUS

Kev devours a bread basket and gazes out the window at  
PARENTS sweetly interacting with their KID. When he reaches 
for the bread basket, it’s gone. He looks around, then behind 
him, puzzled. When he turns back to the table, an odd little 
nerd, SHEANA (20s), sits across from him and nibbles the 
bread. She flashes a coy smile. 

KEV
Human!

SHEANA
Sheana.

KEV
What?

SHEANA
My name is Sheana. I’m the droid 
you were looking for.

KEV
Oh. My. Han.

22.



COPYRIGHT GAB BOTTONI 2019 ©
23.

Kev’s eyes widen.

EXT. RITENHOUSE SQUARE - CONTINUOUS

Gab regains control of the mic.

GAB
It’s me, Gab. We swiped right on 
each other a few months ago, met up 
for fishless fish tacos, had a 
series of Hulu and Do You sessions, 
and then we lightly ghosted each 
other. But like only lightly... you 
had a solid place in my rotation. 
And now you’re getting married!?

ALAN
Again, trying to. Can this wait? 

GAB
No. It can’t wait. Let me tell you 
something. I’ve been really 
generous with my time and my body 
with you men. But you don’t really 
deserve me. 

The band starts to play inspirational speech music behind 
her. Alan tries to keep the Bride calm.

GAB (CONT'D)
But I refuse to be forgotten! I 
refuse to be erased! 

A PBR-slinging WEDDING GUY comes out of nowhere.

WEDDING GUY
Amen!

GAB
I am Gab. And I am an 
unforgettable, fierce force in 
Philly dating scene.
...Just like the dank smell of your 
stringy balls. Ay!

She drops the mic and walks off backwards like a freestyle 
rapper post-bout.

BRIDE
What the fuck was that?

Alan shrugs and the bride smacks him across the head.
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INT. RESTAURANT JAWN - CONTINUOUS

Kev and Sheana pour over the table, leaning into each other, 
flirt level on Max. Kev seems smitten.

KEV
I think I’m just drawn to bounty 
hunters. Boba Fett. Cowboy Bebop. 
Dog. They always seemed so brave 
and badass. Y’know, everything I’m 
not.   

SHEANA
If you’re drawn to these 
characters, then there’s something 
within you that identifies with 
them. So chances are, you are a 
badass.

KEV
Pfft. You are.

SHEANA
Yeah. I am.

He laughs at first, but she pulls a match out of nowhere and 
lights a napkin on fire. It immediately engulfs in flames.

KEV
OH MY GOD!

Kev jumps up and throws a glass of water on it.

KEV (CONT'D)
What??

SHEANA
Isn’t life exciting?

Beat.

KEV
I’m not going to lie to you. I’m a 
little turned on right now.

Sheana’s face changes.

SHEANA
Oh, um. Actually, about that. I 
like to be as open and honest about 
this as soon as possible, but I 
wasn’t expecting you to become... 
aroused so soon. I’m asexual.
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Kev sits down, embarrassed of his behavior.

KEV
I wouldn’t say I was aroused, per 
se.

He drinks the tiny sip of water remaining in his glass.

KEV (CONT'D)
So, you’re not looking for someone 
to...

SHEANA
Nope. Just friends.

KEV
Cool cool cool. Cool.

Beat.

SHEANA
So. Dog the Bounty Hunter?

KEV
Hey. Friends don’t judge.

Kev takes out his phone and sees a text from Gab: “Havin’ mad 
revelations in rittenhouse rn. Come join after ur done 
suckin’ and buckin’!!!” 

EXT. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PARK BENCH - DAY

Gab and Kev sit on a bench in the sun as Kev licks an ice 
cream cone. Gab pats his back like she’s burping a big baby. 

GAB
Asexuals are very underrepresented 
in our social life right now so I 
can’t help but feel like this was 
still a success. We have a new 
friends, plus you’re getting in the 
reps. You’ve been out of the game 
so long and this is going to make 
you happy in the long run. 

KEV
Like you?

GAB
Uh, am I sensing some shade?

Kev licks his ice cream accusingly.
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GAB (CONT'D)
Whoa, buddy. Check. Yourself. I am 
perfectly content with my romantic 
life, thank you. 

Kev licks harder.

GAB (CONT'D)
Wow. You’re really going in on me 
now, huh? Look -- a couple of dudes 
forgot my name and the fact that I 
I’m a person that exists in the 
world, in general. So what? Big 
deal! If anything, that speaks more 
to those dummies’ IQs than it does 
to me.

Kev chomps down on the cone.

GAB (CONT'D)
Everything is fine! I’m fine! 
Nothing is wrong! What’s your deal?

KEV
I’m just trying to help.

GAB
You’re just trying to zing me is 
what you’re doing. What did I do?

KEV
You just had to force me into doing 
exactly what YOU would do if YOU 
got dumped. You know I’m not you, 
right?

GAB
Well yeah. I’ve never been dumped.

KEV
Because you don’t have the 
attention span to actually be in a 
long term relationship.

GAB
Welp, that was definitely a zing 
and now I am leaving.

KEV
Honesty over everything.

GAB
I’m so fucking sick of dudes.
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Kev tosses his cone as Gab storms off.

EXT. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, GRASS - CONTINUOUS

As Gab walks through the park, she spots REINA (mid-20s), a 
alt lit femme who looks like she has something better to do. 

GAB
Reina? 

Reina speeds up. Gab follows and catches up with her.

GAB (CONT'D)
Reina, hey. I haven’t seen you in 
so long! What’s up, how are you?

REINA
Look, I’m just trying to get to 
work. Leave me alone.

GAB
Wait, do you not remember me too? 
What is going on with this day? Do 
I have some kind of magic Men In 
Black neuralyzer in my pussy that 
I’m not aware of?

REINA
Jesus Christ. Take a hint.

GAB
Sure! Give me one! Because all I’m 
picking up right now is that 
casually dating anyone in this dumb 
city gives them full license to 
treat me like shit! We shared our 
warm parts, Reina.

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

GAB
Aha! So you do remember me!

REINA
Of course I remember you, dumbass. 
I also remember you treating me 
like shit.
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GAB
What?

REINA
Yeah. You blew me off to go hang 
out with that dumb brocialist, 
Jeremy. 

GAB
That is so not true. Jerm is a full 
on commie. You just couldn’t handle 
me being poly. 

REINA
Oh my god. Tell us more about how 
poly you are! It’s so interesting! 
Maybe if you say it loud enough, 
Will and Jada will magically appear 
to fuck the smugnesss out of you. 
I’m poly too, ass-hat. 

GAB
Then why did you deny my request to 
swap Google calendars?

REINA
Because I didn’t want to swap 
calendars with you! Maybe you’d 
know that if you cared about 
anyone’s feelings other than your 
own. And not every poly person 
keeps a detailed schedule of who 
they fuck on Google! Jesus Christ. 
It’s like you read one article 
about ethical non-monogamy and ran 
with it.

Reina struts away. Gab stews for a beat, then b-lines for a 
rogue port-o-potty. As a WOMAN exits the port-o-potty, Gab 
cuts in front of the next WOMAN in line doing the pee-pee 
dance and climbs inside. She SLAMS the plastic door shut.

EXT. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PARK BENCH - CONTINUOUS

Kev, with a new ice cream cone, looks around the park and 
watches HAPPY COUPLES as they share food, toss frisbees, pet 
dogs, and furiously make out. He takes out his phone and 
opens the Tinder app. It prompts him for a username and 
password which he does not have.

KEV
Damn it, Gab.
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He looks back up to see a gleaming NANCY (20s) walks toward 
him. It’s as if time slows down; her beauty amplifies to 
angel-status, as she glides through a surreal, soft glow.

All other PARK GOERS fade away and Kev imagines this 
beautiful woman is Natalie; he reaches for her hands.

DREAM KEV
You came home to me.

The dream-scape CUTS and Kev slams back to reality. His arms 
are outreached toward a semi-freaked out Nancy. He saves face 
and offers a handshake.

NANCY
Uh, hi? Is anyone sitting here? 
It’s pretty crowded today.

KEV
Oh, no. Go for it. Sorry.

They sit in awkward silence for a beat.

NANCY
I’m Nancy.

KEV (CONT'D)
I’m Kevin.

NANCY (CONT'D)
Nice to meet you, Kevin.

KEV (CONT'D)
Nice to meet you, Natalie.

NANCY (CONT'D)
Nancy.

KEV
Right, sorry.

INT. PORT-O-POTTY - CONTINUOUS

As Gab sits on the toilet, she messages a series of people on 
Tinder the same message, one by one: “Hey, whatsup?” 

She buries her head in her lap as people BANG on the door.

EXT. RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PARK BENCH - CONTINUOUS

Nancy politely chats with an all-consumed Kev.

NANCY
So I decided that a liberal arts 
degree just wasn’t teaching me 
anything I wanted to know. And 
that’s how I ended up at an art 
school in Philly. 
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KEV
Nice. Nice nice nice. Philly is 
awesome. Top 5 favorite places. Top 
1 favorite place. It’s my favorite 
place to live. I live here. But you 
knew that. Obviously. Ha!

NANCY
That’s what I tried to tell my ex-
boyfriend. 

KEV
Oh? 

NANCY
Yeah. We were together for 3 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 comfy 
job and amazing friends.

NANCY
I mean, you can have that anywhere.

KEV
Can you though? 

NANCY
If you want it enough.

KEV
What do you mean?

NANCY
Don’t get me wrong. I loved him. I 
still love him, actually. But this 
was the direction I was growing in. 
It’s what was best for me. And even 
though it hurt him, what he really 
needed was a different direction, 
too.

Kev breaks down in messy, horrible tears.

NANCY (CONT'D)
Oh no. Dude, I don’t know you well 
enough to help you. 

She awkwardly pats him on the back. He sobs harder. 
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NANCY (CONT'D)
Oh dear. I have to go, but I hope 
you have a friend nearby. Sorry!

She grabs her bag and gets out of there.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

INT. PORT-O-POTTY - CONTINUOUS

A loud BANGING on the door as Gab goes to the bathroom.

WOMAN (O.S.)
You’ve been in there forever!

GAB
I have my period!

WOMAN (O.S.)
Who doesn’t!

Gab’s phone dings. 

GAB
(to self)

Let’s see, who’s gonna forget me 
next.

On her phone is a text from Kendra: “Polled the office -- did 
not have a booger u LIAR.” Gab replies: “They’re all lying to 
u.” Kendra: “Omg!!!” Gab giggles. 

Her phone dings again; it’s Kev: “Emo 911.” Gab searches for 
toilet paper but the dispenser is empty. She looks around in 
panic and rests her eyes on the stack of remaining event 
flyers.

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 turns a corner and 
immediately runs into Kev.

GAB 
You found me!

KEV
You do actually have a very 
distinct scent.

GAB
Pheromones on fleek. Are you okay? 
You 911’d me. How’s your heart? 

KEV
Gab. I’m so sad. 
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GAB
I know.

KEV
I’m sorry. I know today didn’t play 
out like you wanted.

GAB
To hell (she winces) with what I 
wanted. I’m so dumb.

KEV
I’m just not going to get over her 
by trying out other people. My 
heart is broken.

She bear hugs him.

GAB
I know. I’m sorry. You’re going 
through something really intense 
right now. And I can’t even pretend 
to know what that’s like. I’m 
probably the last person you should 
be taking dating advice from.

KEV
Yeah. You’re right.

She hits him. 

KEV (CONT'D)
Ow! Honesty over everything!

Gab cries too and hugs him harder.

KEV (CONT'D)
No! We can’t both cry! 

GAB
But I have to make it about me 
somehow and this is the only way!

They laugh/cry like over-emotional weirdos as judgemental 
IDIOTS pass them by. As they go to walk away, Gab stops and 
looks at the flyers all over the ground.

GAB (CONT'D)
I have to pick these up actually.

A CITY WORKER with a garbage bag and a poker approaches and 
plucks one single flyer as he glares at Gab.
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CITY WORKER
Garbage dropping garbage.

He leaves and Gab drops down to pick up her flyers.

GAB
He’s not wrong. I’m a garbage 
friend and a garbage lover. 

Kev gets down and helps her clean up.

KEV
Being a garbage person isn’t so 
bad. They make more money than us.

GAB
Great, I almost forgot about my 
inherent monetary value as a 
participant in this Crapitalistic 
society. Could this day get any 
worse!

KEV
Hey, if you’re garbage, then I’m 
garbage, too. I had an anxiety 
attack all over innocent 
Philadelphian women.

GAB
That’s true. You were kind of a 
monster today.

KEV
Big time. But today would have been 
a lot worse and way less 
interesting without you. 

GAB
You mean it?

KEV
Honesty. Over. Every. Thang.

He helps her up and they continue to stroll through the park.

GAB
I think I’m done with Tinder.

Kev shoots her a look.

34.



COPYRIGHT GAB BOTTONI 2019 ©
35.

EXT. PHILLY STREETS - DAY

Gab and Kev walk side-by-side into the sunset as two, empty 
plastic Wawa bags get swept up by a passing car. We follow 
the bags as they push up and float away. One of the bags 
settles lower and lower towards the street until it whips 
onto the face of a SUITED MAN in a line of bourgeois, older 
man CLONES with their heads down and briefcases in hand.

The suited man steps out of line as he takes the bag off his 
face and looks at Philadelphia before him like he’s seeing it 
for the first time. As the sunset lights up his face, he 
notices everything -- the ARTSY YOUTHS that skip by, large 
and small DOGS that poop and pee anywhere they please, and 
the tarnished but surviving Wawa hoagie from the opening that 
sits nearby on the sidewalk. 

He grabs it, breathes it in, and shoves it into his mouth. 
Tears of bliss escape him. 

END OF ACT FOUR

FADE OUT.
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