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ABSTRACT

"Flops" and "Jewels and Foof"

By

Samantha Heather Hughes

Master of Fine Arts in Screenwriting

Flops:  Kas Cox, 30s, a wannabe writer and mild depressive, impulsively uses all her money to 

move to Hawaii after a messy break up. Broke, she must work at Flops, a local flip flop shop. 

Through flashbacks we watch how her past lead to her current depression. 

Jewels and Foof: After her husband asks for a divorce, suburban people-pleaser Jewels is forced 

to live with her childhood best friend, a 30 year old stoner named Fiona, and her unkempt 

roommate Rob in the San Fernando valley.
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1. FLOPS 

FADE IN:

EXT. HAWAIIAN MAIN STREET - BEACH VIEW - 2017 - DAY

KAS COX, early 30s, low-energy, low-height, brown-haired lady, sluggishly schlepps 
down a street littered with TOURISTS.

Kas passes by famous WAIKIKI LANDMARKS. Doesn’t notice.  

She sports oversized hot pink sweats and untied black converse. Yesterday’s mascara 
caked around her eyes. 

Girl’s a damn mess. She growls as tourists knock into her.  

Birds CHIRP, the sun shines, the waves of the crystal blue ocean break along the shore. 
It’s paradise. 

Kas doesn't give a shit. 

EXT. FRONT OF BAKERY - CONTINUOUS

Kas abruptly halts in front of her destination. Mmm… Baked goods. She licks her lips. 

Kas does give a shit. 

INT. BAKERY - CONTINUOUS

A tiny utterly adorable bakery. Think colorful mix-matched decor and beautifully crafted 
baked goods in glass cases. 

The place is filled with relaxed LOCALS eating malasadas, drinking Kona coffee, and 
reading actual newspapers. 

Kas enters. Two BRIGHT EYED EMPLOYEES frown at the sight of her. It’s clear the 
employees know her. They stiffen up. Kas pushes her way up to the counter. Without 
preamble.  
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KAS
I would like a sheet cake. I would like it chocolate on 
chocolate. I would like it now. 

EMPLOYEE 1
I guess dude, but you have to take it to go.

KAS
Excuse me?

EMPLOYEE 1
You bring the whole aura of the place down with 
your negative energy.

Employee 2 nods in agreement.

KAS
How do you even know who I am?

EMPLOYEE 1
You’ve been here every day for a month. You sit in 
that orange chair...

Employee 2 points to the orange chair.

EMPLOYEE 1 (CONT’D)
You eat a whole sheet cake, growl at people, and you 
wear the same grungy bright pink sweats... 
Everyday. In 80 degree weather... In Waikiki... 
Bulky pink sweats.

Kas narrows her eyes. Enraged. 

KAS
BULKY?! 

EMPLOYEE 2
Conversely, it’s kind of impressive to be labeled a 
weirdo regular in under a month.  

KAS
Like what you wear is so fucking awesome? Nice 
aprons, Rachel Ray and uglier Rachel Ray.
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EMPLOYEE 1
I don’t wear this out.

KAS
My ass.

Kas does the hand job gesture all the way to completion. 

EMPLOYEE 1
I can tell you’re going through some rough stuff, 
lady... But, you’re scaring the tourists away. Island 
life ain’t cheap and bad yelp reviews are costly. 

KAS
I’m mentioned in yelp reviews?

The employees both nod.

EMPLOYEE 1
They call you pink sweats lady. No one knows your 
name.

EMPLOYEE 2
Some people think you’re an apparition and really 
have been dead for years. Like a haunting. 

EMPLOYEE 1
Really? Hadn’t heard that.

EMPLOYEE 2
Yeah, Kenny came up with it. Dude is like a 
paranormal genius. 

Kas has had enough. Stomps. 

KAS
Fuck you! The orange chair had horrible lumbar 
support anyway. 

Employee hands her a pink box of cake. Kas tries to pay. 

EMPLOYEE 1
On the house lady. Just... don’t come back.
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Kas takes a few steps towards the door. Opens the cake box, grabs a handful of cake, 
shoves it in her face.  Makes a real show of it. Turns to the entirety of the bakery.

KAS
Aloha, mother fuckers! Fuck off!

She flips the bird. Fumbles with the cake box as she makes her dramatic exit.

INT. JANKY HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT - FLASHBACK - 2016 - DAY

SUPER: One year earlier in Los Angeles... 

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Kas's ex, BURT, late 20s, chubby, charming, bearded type, wraps himself in a comforter 
on a mattress on the ground. He’s depressed as fuck. 

She kneels beside him on the carpet. Arm gently on his side. He flips her the bird.

BURT
You know what, Kas, fuck off!

KAS
Come on Burt, you don’t mean that.

He sits up a little. His eyes red-rimmed and bloodshot. 

BURT
I absolutely fucking do. Go!

He points out the door. Kas doesn’t flinch. Cool, calm, collected. It’s clear this isn’t new. 

KAS
Stop cursing at me please. It’s going to be okay. I’ll 
make you some coffee, breakfast, we will get you 
up. 

Burt burrows deeper in the covers. Kas slowly gets up. Just as shes about to turn to leave 
his arm reaches out. Pulls her down into the bed with him.

4



BURT
I’m sorry. I’m horrible. I think I’m fucked. I'm 
broken, Kas.

He cries. Holds her close. She runs her fingers through his hair. Rubs his back. Face full 
of emotion.

BURT (CONT’D)
Something’s wrong with me. 

Kas pulls back a little to look in his eyes. 

KAS
You’re wonderful. We’ll figure it out. Together. I 
got you...

BURT
You’re so good to me, boo. 

Kas strokes his hair. Extracts herself from his arms.

KAS
I’ll be back with a breakfast burrito and black coffee.

Kas exits. Burt sits up and turns on his PS4.

END FLASHBACK

EXT. HAWAIIAN STREET - BEACH VIEW - 2017 

Kas shoves the sheet cake down her throat as she navigates the busy sidewalk. She ducks 
and dives through PEOPLE to save her precious cake. 

She stops at a bench. Sets down the cake box. Sits. 

Puts the cake box in her lap. Eats the whole cake with her hands. Pulls out her vape pen 
and sips it. 

Chocolate cake everywhere. 

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT - HAWAII - 2017 - NIGHT

Kas drinks out of a glass beer bottle. 12 pack of Modelo in a box on the ground.
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She sits on a ratty sleeping bag, next to a comically large bong, and watches TV on her 
laptop. The only other item in the room is an overflowing large duffel bag. 

She alternates sips of beer and bong rips. Cries. Watches shitty reality TV. A COUPLE 
fight.

KAS
Girl, penises are soul suckers! Leave him before he 
bounces on you.

She throws her empty beer bottles across the room. GLASS SHATTERS. Cries more. Her 
phone VIBRATES. Goes on her phone. One new e-mail. 

ON PHONE: an e-mail from her friend Iris with a link to The Hollywood Reporter. 

Kas is about to click the link. When her phone VIBRATES. 

ON PHONE: A picture of Kas and IRIS, 37, think if Daria was goofy, both have scotch 
tape on their faces to look like the pig people in Twilight Zone.

Kas ignores the email and picks up the call.

KAS (CONT’D)
(on phone)

I'm okay.

INT. WEST HOLLYWOOD APPARTMENT - SAME TIME

Iris stares at her Mac. Phone to her ear.

IRIS
(on phone)

Good. That's good. Don't check your email. I didn't 
mean to send that. I meant actually very much to not 
send that to you. You know I love you, right?

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT - HAWAII - SAME TIME

Kass says nothing. Immediately pulls her phone from her face. Clicks the link.

ON PHONE: An article about up and coming screen writer Burt Burns aka Kas’s Ex and 
how he’s been tapped to write the latest Marvel movie. BLAH MAN: Summer Lieutenant. 
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She screams. Chucks her phone across the room. The screen cracks. 

KAS
Fuck!

She crawls over to retrieve the phone. 

ON PHONE: the article remains over the spider cracked screen.

IRIS 
(O.S. from phone)

Kas?? Kas! You read it. Fuck. Kas, please pick up 
the phone. I'm so sorry!

Kas picks up the phone. Takes a deep breath.

KAS
(on phone)

I'm okay. Don't worry... It's okay.  I would have 
found out anyway. I'm okay. Go back to editing.... 
Yeah, he is a fucking dick. Though he could barely 
fuck with his dick... Yeah, no, I'm good. Promise. I 
love you too, Iris. Bye.

Kas hangs up. Looks down at her cracked screen. She bawls.

INT. DRUG STORE - LOS ANGELES - FLASHBACK - 2016 - NIGHT 

Kas and Burt walk hand in hand through the store to the pharmacy. They head to the 
counter. A bored PHARMACY TECH greets them.

TECH
Name.

BURT
For Burt Burns.

TECH
Any questions?

BURT
About life? Yes. About my prescription? No.

The Tech doesn’t crack a smile but Kas does. 
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INT. JANKY HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT - NIGHT

Kas and Burt walk in, the prescription bag prominently in Burt’s hand. 

They sit on the most shitty couch you’ve ever seen. It has no springs left and at one point 
might have had a flower print.

BURT
Doctor says things could be rough for awhile until I 
get used to it. Like months of rough. 

KAS
Boo, I’m with you, completely.

BURT
Just don’t let me do anything stupid. I need you. 

Kas snuggles into Burt. Gets comfy. Takes her cell out of her pocket and places it on the 
coffee table. It has a cracked screen. Burt eyes it wearily. 

BURT (CONT’D)
I’m sorry about your phone. I was just so... so... 

KAS
It’s okay. I know. We’re here now. It got you here. 

She gestures at his prescription bag. Burt smiles at her. He takes out the pill bottle and 
swallows one.

KAS (CONT’D)
My contracts up soon anyway.

BURT
I love you.

Kas and Burt kiss. 

KAS
I love you so much.

They kiss harder. He leans her back on the horrible couch.
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BURT
I’m gonna fuck you on my roommates grandmas 
shitty sofa. 

KAS
Dirty boy! Say that slower while you take my bra 
off. 

Kas winks. Burt laughs. They go to bone town.

END FLASHBACK

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT - HAWAII - 2017 - NIGHT

ON LAPTOP: the reality show couple make out.

KAS
It's not fucking worth it, Carole!

Kas tries to throw a full beer bottle at the screen. 

She doesn't actually let go of the bottle and hits herself in the head with it instead. 

Her forehead bleeds. No reaction. 

She just lays down. Blood drips slowly down her forehead, spots her sleeping bag. Eyes 
glassy she stares at nothing.

INT. JANKY HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT - FLASHBACK - 2016

Kas works on her lap top on the couch. 

O.S. HAMMERING. BAM! BAM!

KAS
(Sotto)

He knows I'm writing, yet...

O.S. a SCREAM. 

Kas jumps up. Abandons her work and runs to the source.
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INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Kas tends to a small wound on Burt's hand.

BURT
I’m just not a fucking builder of shit. I’m creative. I 
can’t wait until I sell something and I can buy 
furniture pre-made.

KAS
You won't have work as a studio assistant forever. 
We just have to put in those Malcolm Gladwell 
hours. Pay our dues. Soon, we’ll be paid to write, 
make bank, and then we’ll tell Ikea to go fuck itself. 

Burt takes in her words. Kas cleans the wound.

BURT
I will make it, you’re right. I just have to put in my 
time with these no nothings, where I do all the work, 
get none of the credit, and it’s like I have to work 
doubly as hard, cause in 2016 being an up and 
coming white dude writer is just not in fashion. The 
place is swimming with them. Like I couldn’t even 
sign up for that HBO diversity thing like you did. 
It’s kind of messed up.

KAS
Seriously? Please don't make me talk to you about 
unpacking the backpack of privilege again.

Burt sours. Kas bandages his hand.

BURT
Please, don't... Did I tell you I had another dream 
where I had a sit down meeting with James Gunn 
and J.J. Abrams? They loved me. 

KAS
(annoyed)

Cool.

BURT
It was awesome! I truly believe dreams are astral-
projections of potential futures. 

10

(MORE)



I will write a Marvel movie, essentially the recurring 
nature of these dreams prove that it will happen. 
Remind me when I'm less sleepy to tell you about 
wormhole theory. 

Kas finishes bandaging him up. Clear annoyance on her face. Burt looks up, hurt.

BURT (CONT’D)
You didn’t kiss it.

Kas looks up at him pointedly.

BURT (CONT’D)
You’ll make it too. You're the next... Tina Fey.

Kas laughs. Almost charmed. 

BURT (CONT’D)
You’re good, boo. I love you.

Kass shrugs.

KAS
I’ll take it.

She smiles. Kisses the Band-Aid. Then his lips.

END FLASHBACK

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT - HAWAII - 2017 - MORNING 

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

A very groggy Kas, with dried blood on her forehead, wakes up to the pounding noise at 
her front door.

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

KAS
(sotto)

Holy fuck, shut up!
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She crawls to the door. Uses the knob to hoist herself up on two feet. She opens the door. 
Before she even knows who it is she greets them angrily.

KAS (CONT’D)
What the fuck, dude?

Kas’s blurry eyes focus. It's her landlord, 

TIANA, 40’s, African-American, ethereal, with a seen-it-all vibe. 

TIANA
Well, dude you’re two weeks late on your rent and 
I’m not super stoked.

Kas grimaces. Tiana continues.

TIANA (CONT’D)
And, well since you’ve only been my tenant for six 
weeks, it doesn’t bode well for either of us.

KAS
But, I used all my money to move to fucking 
paradise. 

Tiana peeks into the saddest apartment she’s ever seen.

TIANA
How’s that working out for you?

KAS
(deadpan)

Incredible.

Kas's head wound re-opens and drips a little blood. 

TIANA
You need a band aid... And a job. 

KAS
I’m a writer.

TIANA
Oh baby girl. You need a job that makes money. 

12



KAS
If you weren’t sheltering me, I’d tell you to fuck off.

TIANA
Try it.

Kas looks her up and down.

KAS
Nah, I’m set.

Tiana looks Kas up and down in return. 

TIANA
For some reason I feel badly for you. Probably that 
bloody forehead and your general aura of an 
apathetic turtle. I always gravitate toward an I don’t 
give a fuck attitude...

KAS
Awesome. Can you come back in a month when I 
have my shit together?

Tiana just looks at her. No fucking way. She pulls out her phone. Types on it.

TIANA
I’m texting you an address. Go there, ask for Leo. 
Tell him that Tiana sent you.

KAS
That’s actually nice of you.

TIANA
I’m an empath. Now get a damn job and pay me my 
money by weeks end.

Kas salutes. 

TIANA (CONT’D)
Drop your check off at 8 this Friday. Then stay for 
my puppet show.

Without another word Kas slowly closes the door in Tiana’s face. 
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KAS
(mockingly)

Get a job. I have a job! Mew, mew, mew. 

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT SHOWER - LATER

Kas cries in a shower so small she can’t dramatically drop down it no matter how hard 
she's tries.

INT. BAR - LOS ANGELES - FLASHBACK - 2016 - DAY

It rains HARD outside. BEATS against the glass windows of a standard hipster bar. 

Kas sits at a table next to Burt and a large group of his TOO COOL FRIENDS, 20s, male 
and female, who sit around him. They're dressed to impressed. Kas, on the other hand, is  
practically in her pajamas.

The friends all have muttered CONVERSATIONS in mini-groups that we can’t really 
hear. It’s loud and they all sort of blend into each other. 

No one talks to Kas, Burt included.

Kas turns to the TOO COOL FRIEND next to her.

KAS
I hear you do graphic design.

TOO COOL FRIEND
Yep.

Too Cool Friend turns away to talk to the person on the other side of them.

Kas sighs. Burt’s throws her a look. Then goes back to his conversation. Kas taps the Too 
Cool Friend on the shoulder.

KAS
Do you like it?

Kas smiles.

TOO COOL FRIEND
Like what?

14



KAS
Graphic design.

TOO COOL FRIEND
Oh. Yep.

Too Cool Friend turns away. Forget it. Kas pulls out her phone.

ON PHONE: a text to Iris with a poop emoji. 

INT. BURT'S CAR - LATER

The mood: tense. The driver : Burt. 

BURT
You could try harder with my friends you know.

KAS
I try. I tried. I'm not exactly naturally extroverted.

BURT
By texting? Really pushing hard there. 

KAS
Come on. You refuse to even hang out with my 
friends. I came. I drank. I tried to talk to people.  
What do you want from me?

BURT
Your friends are boring weirdos. Stop trying to 
switch shit on me. This is about your lack of effort.

KAS
My lack of effort?!

BURT
Yeah, what are you even wearing?

KAS
I love my owl leggings! They're comfy.

BURT
They're not fucking flattering.

Burt keeps his eyes on the road as he drives. A few tears escape Kas’s eyes. She sniffles.

15



BURT (CONT’D)
Crying? So manipulative. You’re better than that.

Kas shuts down. The rain pours down. Down, down, down. 

END FLASHBACK

EXT. BEAUTIFUL HAWAIIAN STREET - 2017 - DAY

Sun shines. Birds CHIRP. Ocean waves CRASH in the distance. Palm trees sway in the 
breeze. 

A stray DOG runs down the street. Turns down a corner into a run down apartment 
complex. Stops at Kas's door. Pees on it. Runs off.

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT - HAWAII - 2017

Kas paces wrapped in a ratty beach towel. Cracked iPhone to her ear.

KAS
(on phone)

Hey, Ma. Yeah, love you too. Yeah, miss you too... 

Kas rolls her eyes.

KAS (CONT’D)
(on phone)

Uh, Ma. Ma, yes, I miss Gigi Belle too. I can hear 
her barking. Yes... Mom, the dog is not capable of 
that kind of thought process... Stop putting your 
emotions on to the dog... It’s called projection.  

Kas grabs the warm beer off the floor that knocked her out the night before. Opens it with 
a lighter. It spits and sprays everywhere. 

Kas has bigger fish to fry then dealing with the mess. 

KAS (CONT’D)
Ma. Uh, Any chance your social security got 
doubled this month? Or did Grandpa win big with 
any scratch offs?
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Kas takes a swig of the still foaming beer.

INT. KAS'S MOM'S HOUSE - LOS ANGELES - 2017 - SAME TIME

A crazy bordering on hoarders type mess. A dog YIPS. 

GRANDPA RON, 80s, feisty, COUGHS and COUGHS, the rattling kind only an old 
man can do, as he watches TV in his recliner. 

Kas’s Mom, JAN, 60s, Think a medicated Goldie Hawn, paces across the room. 

JAN
(on phone)

Honey, you already need money? What’s mine is 
yours sweetie, but what’s mine is... Nothing. 

Jan rummages through her purse bottle full of prescription pills. Pulls out her wallet. 
Empty. 

JAN (CONT’D)
(on phone)

You can always move back home and stay here with 
me and Grandpa. We’d love it. Neither one of us is 
any good with that Roku you bought us and now I'm 
very very behind on The Vampire Diaries.

Grandpa Ron growls from his recliner. Yells.

GRANDPA RON
THAT ROACH-COOP THING IS A PIECE OF 
CRAP KASIDY ELIZABETH!! YOU HEAR 
WE’RE MISSING VAMPIRE DIARIES!

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT - HAWAII - 2017 - CONTINUOUS

Kas’s face falls. 

KAS
(on phone)

Please, PLEASE, stop saying vampire... It’s okay. I 
know you forgot... Yeah, he is a piece of shit. 
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It’s okay, Ma... I’ll figure it out, Ma. Gotta go. Love 
you.

Kas hangs up without waiting for a reply.

KAS (CONT’D)
(sotto)

 Fuck, guess I gotta go ask for Leo.

She looks down at her blood spotted sleeping bag.

KAS (CONT’D)
Eventually. 

She crawls into her sleeping bag, throws off the towel after she’s snuggly in, and takes a 
nap.

CUT TO:

INT. BATHROOM - LATER

Kas wipes the wound on her head with a wad of toilet paper. Attempts to throw a brush 
through her hair. 

Grabs her toothbrush. Brushes her teeth and gags. Throws up in the sink. Shakes her head. 
Rinses with mouthwash.

Attempts a smile in the mirror. It’s unnatural. 

INT. SHITTY STUDIO APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Kas enters from the bathroom. Heads to the corner of the room and digs through a giant 
duffle bag. 

Takes out extremely wrinkled jeans and throws them on. Grabs the pink sweatshirt with a 
dots of blood on it and slips it on anyway. Last but not least she slips on her converse. 

She does a ta-da pose to no one. Heads out. 
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EXT. HAWAIIAN STREET - BEACH VIEW - 2017 

Kas sips on her vape pen as she makes her way down the same tourist covered street. A 
LARGE WHITE MAN bumps her hard. Keeps walking.

KAS
I hope your head falls off, you son of a bitch!

The large man briefly turns back and laughs at her before heading on his way which 
enrages Kas further.

KAS (CONT’D)
(grumbles)

Fucking middle-aged-red-faced-alt-right-white men. 
Garbage people. Fascist, entitled, man handlers! 

By the end of her rant, she’s by the bakery shes no longer welcome at. She flips the bakery 
off as she walks by. 

She walks only a few more feet. From her pocket her phone calls out.

SIRI (O.S.)
Arrived. Flops. 1439 Main St.

Kas stops. Looks up. Sucks on her vape pen. Here we go.

EXT. FLOPS - HAWAII - 2017 - DAY 

A NEON SIGN reads: FLOPS! a premium shop for all your flip flops, sandals, and 
slipper needs!

Kas takes a deep breath. Pockets her vape pen. Enters.

INT. FLOPS - CONTINUOUS

Two very happy, very chill employees in colorful Hawaiian shirts and khakis greet Kas. 

LEILANI, early 20s, Hawaiian, a monotone stoner who just looks like she believes in the 
healing power of crystals.

KALE, early 20s, a Hawaiian surfer-bro-type with a very hang ten attitude.

Kas stares at them. Gathers her courage.
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LEILANI
Can I help you, miss? What ever flop you want we 
got! Rainbows, prints, plastics, fine leathers.

KASS
Uh--

LEILANI
Birkenstocks, foam, rubber... 

Leilani looks Kas up and down.

LEILANI (CONT’D)
You look like you’d like um.... All black flip flops?

Kas finally finds her voice. Offended. 

KAS
What is that supposed to mean?

Kale intercedes. 

KALE
No disrespect miss. Leilani here has a gift for 
predicting your flip flop needs.

KAS
Are you Leo?

KALE
No bro, Leo’s my dad’s name. I go by Kale cause I 
am not a corporate sell out like him.

KAS
Wait, so Leo is your last name?

KALE
(slower)

No, My DAD’S name. I’m K-A-L-E.

KAS
I’m so confused.

KALE
Aren’t we all? Am I right?
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KAS
May I speak to your dad then, please.

KALE
I guess. 

Kale takes out his cellphone. About to dial a number.

KAS
Wait, he’s not here?

LEILANI
Why would he be here? Kale’s dad lives in Ohio.

Kas rolls her eyes. Wow.

KALE
(to Leilani)

Dude, that’s really sweet you remember where my 
Dad lives.

Leilani looks proud of herself. 

KAS
Okay, lets start over. May I speak to a Leo that 
works here at this very store?

KALE
Oh, our boss. Duh. Sure, go get him Leilani.

LEILANI
You get him. I’m busy.

The place is empty. Leilani stares at her nails. Kale shrugs.

KALE
I’ll be right back, miss.

Kale disappears into the back. Kas rubs the bridge of her nose in frustration.

LEILANI
So, are you and the boss man a thing? Bow wow 
chicka bow wow. 
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KAS
No.

LEILANI
Too bad. Leo could use a good lay. 

KAS
(Groucho Marx impression)

And you are not talking about a flower wreath.

She mimics playing with an imaginary cigar. Great object work. The joke flies past Leilani.

LEILANI
Anyone ever tell you your aura’s pretty brown? Like 
brown, brown... I can fix that with a few Watsu 
massage sessions with Grandma Laka ...and then I 
come in with some healing crystal work...

Kas just stares at her.

LEILANI (CONT’D)
On the house, of course. I’m mean it’s a side gig of 
mine, energy cleansing. But you’re like in need. It 
would be like pro-bono work, or charity.  

KAS
Are you fuckin--

Kas takes a deep breath. Stops herself. She needs this job. 

She turns away from Leilani. Steams. Leilani unfazed goes back to staring at her nails. 

Kas explores the rows of sandals along the walls to cool off. 

Kale comes out from the back stoked as can be. Behind him trails...

LEO, 60s, baby boomer/former hippie, think the type to put their hair in a luxurious grey 
ponytail.

Kale points at Kas. Leo heads over. Kas studies a pair of pineapple covered flops. Leo taps 
her on the shoulder. 

LEO
Miss, may I help you?
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Startled, Kas blurts out. 

KAS
I need a job.

Leo laughs heartily. 

LEO
No way.

Kas looks down. Gathers herself. Leo keeps laughing. 

KAS
Tiana sent me.

Leo abruptly stops laughing. He critically looks Kas up and down.

LEO
Tiana? Really?

KAS
Really.

LEO
You sure? Really?

KAS
I said really.

Kas pulls out her phone and shows Leo the text Tiana sent her.

LEO
Fuck.

KAS
Is that short for I’m hired?

LEO
Do you have any experience?

KAS
Uh, I've waited tables?
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LEO
You'll be on a trial basis at first.

Kas nods. Leo grabs the pineapple flip flops that Kas was staring at.

LEO (CONT’D)
Take these. You’ll need to wear them to work. Go 
pick up a few Hawaiian shirts from the ABC store. 
You start Monday, 8 am. Sharp.

Kas looks back and forth between Leo and the door. She can’t help but ask.

KAS
What does Tiana have on you? You clearly don’t 
want to hire me.

LEO
She represented me in a civil suit. Saved me more 
money than you’ve ever seen.

He gestures to her blood covered sweatshirt. 

LEO (CONT’D)
You know your sweatshirt is disgusting right.

Kas shrugs.

KAS
Tiana’s a lawyer?

LEO
Among other things. Woman’s a damn phenom, she 
can do anything...

Leo looks lost in thought.

LEO (CONT’D)
... And she might be in possession of some pictures 
of me with her puppets, that are pretty 
compromising.

Leo hits himself in the forehead when he realizes what he’s revealed. Kas laughs. 
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LEO (CONT’D)
Forget I said that. I think all that acid I dropped in 
my 20s burned that part of the brain that filters shit... 
Like I probably shouldn’t have told you I do acid... 
Did, I did acid. I don’t still do acid. 

Kas almost smiles. Genuinely amused by him.

KAS
Okay. Whatever you say. None of my biz. See you 
Monday.

LEO
Oh, and could you cheer up a little by then? 

Kas’s eyes narrow. About to explode...

KAS
Listen, you old--

She takes a breath. Serenity now.

KAS (CONT’D)
Uh, old softie. You'd probably sell more kids flops if 
they were where they could actually reach them.

She points to kids flops on the top row. She's right.

LEO
Huh. See you Monday, uh-- What's your name?

KAS
Kas. One S. 

She turns on her heels and leaves without further ado. Kale and Leilani gather around Leo 
after she goes.

LEILANI
You hired her? Did you see her aura color? It was 
doo doo brown Leo.

Leo shrugs.
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LEO
You said you needed more time off, anyway.

LEILANI
Waking up in the morning is hard.

LEO
Well, now she can do it.

Leilani nods. Fair point.

KALE
She’s cute. In a hot for teacher but also hot mess 
kind of way.

LEILANI
Kale, you’re better then that objectifying bullshit.

Kale looks ashamed.

KALE
Sorry Lei, hash tag male feminist.

Kale does the heart sign with his hands.

EXT. HAWAIIAN MAIN STREET - BEACH VIEW - 2017 - DAY

Kas holds the flips flops in her hand. She makes her way down the street but stops almost 
immediately. 

It seems like everyone on the street are COUPLES with an ecstatic just married vibe. The 
MEN all cater to the WOMEN. 

One of the Men's faces turns to Burt's. He makes out with a CHICK who looks like a 
younger version of Kas. 

She breathes heavy. Gasps for air. She can’t take it. Panic attack. 

She runs to a bench and sits down. Puts her head in her hands. Tries to regulate her 
breathing. Tries to hide the tears coming down her face. 

We hear her EXAGGERATED HEART BEAT...
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INT. JANKY HOLLYWOOD APARTMENT - FLASHBACK - 2016 - DAY

A hysterical Kas cries to the point of hyperventilating. Burt stares at her dead-eyed. He 
could give a shit. 

BURT
It’s just not going to work. I feel sorry for you Kas, 
I really do. You’ve had a hard life, but I don’t love 
you anymore.

Kas tries to get her shit together. After a moment, she quietly asks. 

KAS
What happened? What changed? I love you, you love 
me. It’s the only thing I thought I knew. 

Burt’s not moved. He blurts out.

BURT
I met someone... Fuck, I wasn’t going to tell you 
that. It just happened. I haven’t cheated. 

Kas turns from devastated to feral anger in the blink of an eye.

KAS
Are you fucking kidding me? You fucking piece of 
shit. Where could you have possibly met someone? 
Were you not really working this weekend?!

BURT
I’m not a liar. I met her while working this weekend. 
I met a lot of people, actually. Good people. People 
who made me reevaluate some things... Well, 
reevaluate you, mostly. 

KAS
You were working a fucking Twilight convention 
this weekend! In Washington! What the FUCK!

Burt shrugs. Kas looks like she might murder him. 

KAS (CONT’D)
Let me get this shit straight. You’re breaking up with 
me to be in a long distance relationship with a 
Twilight fan you’ve known for 72 hours at most?
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BURT
What I do now is none of your business. 

KAS
We've been together for over a year.

BURT
We were together. Get your shit and leave. I’m done 
with this. I don’t have to deal with you anymore.

KAS
Deal with me? You had to deal with me? That’s 
fucking rich coming from the guy who I've literally 
peeled weeping from the ground. 

Burt turns and leaves the room cold as ice. Kas vibrates with raw anger. 

Kas yells at the closed door.

KAS (CONT’D)
YOU’RE A PIECE OF SHIT!

END FLASHBACK

EXT. HAWAIIAN MAIN STREET - BEACH VIEW - 2017 - DAY

Kas takes one last gathering breath on the bench. She calms. She rubs her face. Looks at 
the flip flops next to her. She needs to do something. Change.

She takes her converse off and slips on her new flip flops.  Stands up. She bravely wades 
through the sea of couples on the sidewalk.

EXT. OUTSIDE TIANA’S APARTMENT - DAY

Kas knocks on the door. Tiana answers. 

KAS
I got a job. Uh... Thanks.

TIANA
Good.

Tiana opens her door further. 
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TIANA (CONT’D)
Come on in. You look like you could use a drink.

Kas nods.

KAS
I really could.

Kas enters.

INT. TIANA’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

The apartment is nice, clean, lived in. Tiana heads off to the kitchen.

TIANA (O.S.)
(from kitchen)

Don’t make yourself too at home.

Kas immediately lays down on the very comfortable couch.

KAS
Oh yeah, this is the stuff!

Tiana comes back with two bottles of kombucha. Hands one to Kas who doesn’t bother to 
straighten up.

TIANA
I guess you and I have different definitions of 
making yourself too at home.

Kas looks down at her drink.

KAS
And different definitions of what we mean by drink. 
I figured you’d bring out a nice ten dollar bottle of 
Pinot or something.

Kas takes a swig anyway. Sours. Tiana laughs. Kas cuddles into the couch further.

TIANA
What's your story?
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KAS
Ugh. No way. So cliche.

TIANA
Fair enough. I know what will really cheer you up. 
A puppet show.

Kas's head pops up. Triggered.

KAS
How do you know I need to be cheered up? Why 
does everyone know I need to be cheered up? 
Maybe, I'm just a cunt. You ever think of that?

TIANA
Look at you. You barely know me and you’re 
curling up on my couch like it’s nap time. That’s not 
being a cunt... How do I say this... Head to toe, it’s 
clear that you’re as sad as the ending of Poetic 
Justice. Which if you haven’t seen it, it’s really sad.  

Kas can’t argue with the logic. Gestures for her to proceed.

KAS
All right, lets see what you got. I can honestly say 
lifting my spirits with puppetry has not been tried 
yet.

Tiana leaves down the hall. Kas paws at an expensive looking vase on the coffee table in 
front of her.

TIANA (O.S.)
(yells)

Don’t touch anything while I’m gone.

Kas, a little freaked out by the timing, curls back up on the couch.

A LOUD JANGLING noise is heard. Tiana emerges from the hallway rolling in an 
elaborate house/theater for a puppet show painted tie-dyed with BELLS on it.

TIANA (CONT’D)
An exclusive sneak peak of “Juan and Don“ my 
latest one woman puppet show.

Kas looks trapped.
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KAS
I should go.

She points at her blood covered sweatshirt.

KAS (CONT’D)
Laundry. 

She makes a motion to get up. Tiana stands in front of her and the couch. Casually blocks 
Kas. 

TIANA
Nope. We’re friends now. I did you a solid. Got you 
a job. Now, in return, you watch my puppet shows.

KAS
Shows?

Tiana nods. 

TIANA
My puppet theater is a biweekly event. With a 
rotating cast of shows and characters. One of the 
finest in all of Honolulu. 

Kas stares deeply into Tiana’s eyes. Tiana doesn’t blink.

KAS
I’m not going to win this am I?

TIANA
Unlikely.

KAS
All right, puppeteer, wow me.

Tiana excitedly sets up her puppet show. Pulls out two handsome shirtless male marionette 
puppets. In a dramatic voice she bellows.

TIANA
Juan and Don: A tale of forbidden love!

Tiana hides behind her puppet theater so she’s no longer seen. The two male puppets begin 
to furiously make out.
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KAS
This is amazing.

Kas now rapt, watches the puppet show.

TIANA (O.S.)
(in her deepest man voice)

Oh, Juan, you’re so hard.

KAS
I'm coming to every show.

TIANA
Shut up! The show has started.

KAS
You ever think about making it a menage a trios? 
Juan, Don, and John?

TIANA
This ain't a writers room. Just watch.

Kas laughs. From where she lays on the couch, her flips flops dance in the air. 

FADE OUT.
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2. JEWELS AND FOOF

FADE IN:

INT. FIONA AND ROB'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM  - DAY

Close on ROB (35) scruffy with a personal uniform of a black T-shirt and jeans, smashes 
up against a corner of the couch.

We see feet on his lap. They belong to...

JULIA "JEWELS" (30) a dyed-blonde people pleaser and current hot mess, SNORES in 
designer yoga clothes.

The place resembles an apartment of USC fraternity brothers. Bongs and boxes 
everywhere.

Rob slowly reaches to retrieve an ashtray and lighter on the ground. Grabs it. Jewels 
doesn't stir. He balances the ashtray on Jewels feet. Rob clicks the lighter at a turtles pace. 
Success! Joint lit! He takes his first hit.

COUGH! COUGH! COUGH! Jewels squirms awake. Kicks Rob in the crotch. He 
SQUEALS in pain. Drops his joint in his lap. It burns a hole in his pants. He frantically 
grabs it. 

JEWELS
(whiny)

Rob... I thought we discussed this. 

Rob purposely takes a long drag from the joint. Blows it in Jewel's general direction. She 
COUGHS and SPUTTERS. 

JEWELS (CONT’D)
Puff the Magic Dragon needs a nap.

Rob grunts. Puts the joint out. Jewels snuggles into the couch. Immediately falls back 
asleep. Loudly SNORES. Rob pulls his phone out of his shirt pocket. Texts.
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INT. FIONA'S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER 

A simple affair. A queen bed. Seven laundry baskets full of unfolded clothes. You get it.

FIONA "FOOF" (30) a no bullshit lady with a scowl to match, drools, sleeps, her phone 
pressed to her ear on the pillow. Her phone VIBRATES. She stirs. Looks at her phone.

FIONA
(groggy)

Fuck.

Fiona runs out of the room.

EXT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Fiona halts in front of Rob and Jewels on the couch. Rob's got an unlit joint in his hand. 
Rage on his face.

ROB
(angry whispers)

I get she's got no place to go. I'm not-beginning-of-
the-movie ogre Shrek! I'm-end-of-the-movie cool as 
fuck Shrek! 

Fiona snatches the joint. Pulls a lighter from her pajama pocket and smokes. Jewels doesn't 
stir.

ROB (CONT’D)
How'd you not wake her??

Fiona shrugs.

FIONA
I'm so sorry, Rob! You're a treasure, a mensch.

ROB
It's supposed to be Cheers time.

Fiona nods. Hands over the joint. He takes a hit. 

ROB (CONT’D)
(blows out smoke)

Fiona, she's gotta get off the couch. She needs like 
art therapy. Something. It's been like a month. 
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She doesn't even respect Cheers time, the holiest of 
times! 

FIONA
Two months, on that couch for eight WEEKS, not 
that I'm counting.

ROB
This isn't the first, or last time, someone will take an 
extended crash on a couch of mine. I feel her. In the 
majority of my twenties my bedroom was a futon, 
half in a living room, half in a kitchenette. But, fuck, 
she's a lot, dude.

Fiona grabs the joint from Rob's hand.

FIONA
You're bogarting.

Fiona takes a giant hit from the joint.

ROB
It's a Cheers with the magician! You know I love 
close up magic!

FIONA
I'll take a shower. Then deal with this. 

She gestures to a sleeping Jewels. Jewels' eyes open then squeeze shut. Rob and Fiona 
don't notice. 

ROB
Why not now?

Fiona bats her eyelashes. Whines. 

FIONA
I'm sleepy... she's a lot.

Jewels scrunches her face.

ROB
Fine. But deal with her. And tell her to stop calling 
me Puff the Magic Dragon. I think it's racist!
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Fiona leaves with the joint. Rob sighs. Jewels' eyes pop open in fear. Rob doesn't notice. 

CUT TO:

TITLE SEQUENCE - JEWELS AND FOOF

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

Jewels watches a FIREFIGHTING DOCUMENTARY. Cries. 

Fiona marches in with wet hair and a robe. Smacks the TV in an attempt to turn it off. She 
fumbles for the button underneath the TV. Jewels watches. Fiona finally gets it off.

FIONA
Enough!

JEWELS
(Sniffles)

Why are you yelling at me.

FIONA
Because you haven't left my place, hell, my couch, 
since you got here!

JEWELS
I'm kind of going through something and you're 
being a meanie.

FIONA
Are you fucking kidding me? A meanie. Call me a 
dickhead, something with some gumption.

JEWELS
Cursing is a sign of a limited vocabulary.

FIONA
Says the girl who co-starred in a series of home 
videos where we rapped such hits as Slob on my 
Knob and Bitches Ain't Shit!

JEWELS
I've matured. 
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FIONA
Listen. Get off this couch. 

JEWELS
I like the couch. I mean it's cheaply made, and 
probably flammable, but it's starting to remember my 
shape.

Fiona casts a glance to the heavens.

FIONA
Why don't you go get a donut? You love donuts.

Jewels sobs.

JEWELS
I haven't eaten gluten in six years! Did you ever even 
listen at our monthly catch up dinners?

It's clear Fiona hasn't. She shrugs sheepishly.

FIONA
Palm reading? Stone massage? Reiki?

Jewels makes a puppy dog face.

JEWELS
I haven't had froyo in awhile if I have to leave. We 
could go there.

FIONA
Not, we. You. Dude. You. We've had plenty of 
together time lately.

JEWELS
Oh, no thanks then.

FIONA
It wasn't a choice.

JEWELS
The valley has hardened you.

Jewels's cell RINGS. Jewels ignores Fiona and pulls it out.
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ON PHONE: Hubby! With heart emoji's and a photo of AARON (30s) a traditionally 
handsome man in a firefighters uniform. Jewels excitedly answers.

JEWELS (CONT’D)
(on phone)

Aaron? I'm happy you called babe...
Oh... Oh... I understand. Sorry.

Jewels's struck with a fresh batch of tears.

JEWELS (CONT’D)
(on phone)

Why the hurry?... Aaron... Please, no. Fine. I'll 
figure it out. Bye.

Jewels hangs up. Flops back to the couch. Turns the TV back on. Fiona awkwardly places 
a hand on Jewels shoulder. 

FIONA
I get whatever that was really sucked some stanky 
balls. But, come on, off the couch.

JEWELS
(monotone)

He said he's gonna throw out the rest of my 
belongings if I don't pick them up in 24 hours.

FIONA
He's a shriveled dick!

JEWELS
He's just efficient.

FIONA
Yeah, he's very efficiently a shriveled dick. 

JEWELS
I can't go to Valencia now! It'll ruin my plan to come 
back there after I've fixed all this, lost fifteen pounds, 
and  I am wearing this outfit I saw Gigi Hadid wear.

Jewels gets a far off look. Pauses.
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JEWELS (CONT’D)
It will probably be Jennifer K. who spots me. She'll 
see me and my six-weeks-worth-of-roots... The 
things they'll say at Rosé and Brie night. 

FIONA
Fuck that. Your prenup is fucked. Get whatever you 
can. Are you sure you can't get someone to look at 
that thing? Like a my cousin Vinnie type? Pro-bono 
or something? Maybe, I've fucked a lawyer we could 
ask?

Jewels curls into herself on the couch.

JEWELS
Stop. My Mom said being temporarily poor was 
punishment for disgracing the family with divorce. If 
I go behind her back I'll be disinherited for sure. 
Aaron's money is one thing, but--

Fiona shakes her damn head.

FIONA
I get it. Inheritance equals beaucoup bucks. Damn 
Kathy with a K, the witch of Whippoorwill cul-de-
sac, hasn't softened with age.

JEWELS 
That's my mom.

FIONA
Focus, you need to go take every damn thing not 
nailed down. Fuck, I'll rent a truck for you. 

Jewels doesn't budge. She vigorously shakes her head no. Fiona looks defeated. Knows 
what she must say next.

FIONA (CONT’D)
I'll come with you.

JEWELS
You abhor our hometown. You've made me meet in 
the middle for years! You're why I've even seen 
Sylmar!
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FIONA
Yeah, well, I righteously 'abhor' Aaron and Jennifer 
K for that matter, that cunt stole my hello kitty 
bendable pencil in Mrs. Dibene's class and she 
knows it.

Jewels smiles. Allows Fiona to help her up.

EXT. OUTSIDE APARTMENT DOOR  - DAY

Fiona and Jewels exit. Both look like movie stars attempting to go incognito. Hats, 
sunglasses, hooded zip-ups. 

They take a few steps and run into CHASEN, a fabulous 22-year-old boy with a passion 
for Andy Cohen, who immediately recognizes them.

CHASEN
Are you guys going to buy dildos? You don't have 
to hide. Express yourself, don't repress yourself. 

JEWELS
I know that one. That's a Madonna song and it's 
from the 1990s. 

Jewels smiles. Chasen can't be bothered.

CHASEN
Yep. Where are you guys going? I'm free today. You 
bitches are lucky!

FIONA
You're always free.

Chasen stares down Fiona. Expects an answer.

FIONA (CONT’D)
Uh... We're just...

Jewels sighs. Clearly thinking of what's ahead. 

JEWELS
We're heading to Valencia.

Fiona's face crumbles, as Chasen's lights up. 
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CHASEN
Valencia!!! The infamous home of little baby Fiona. 
I'm coming!

FIONA
Chasen, it's not a good time.

JEWELS
We could use an extra set of hands. And gay best 
friends are really in right now. If we see anyone, it 
might soften the blow.

CHASEN
Ew, I'm not an accessory.

Jewels is genuinely confused.

JEWELS
Sorry, I think?

FIONA
See, you've offended him, with your suburban-white-
straight-cis-gender- privilege. Now, he won't come.

CHASEN
Bitch, if I changed my plans every time someone 
said something ignorant--

FIONA
Speaking of, I hate you always calling us bitches. 
Patriarchally speaking--

CHASEN
-- oh fuck off, Fiona. Or I will throw some queer 
theory at you that will blow your mind.

Chasen blows her a kiss. She accepts it.

CHASEN (CONT’D)
Listen, I don't care what you ladies are doing. I'm 
coming! Road trip to Fiona's childhood home!

Chasen grabs both ladies hands and swings them.
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EXT. UPSCALE SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

Jewels, Fiona, and Chasen SPEED through a quiet street. We watch FIONA'S CAR, a 
converted mail truck painted hippy dippy, haul ass. It's identical two story homes, with 
perfect lawns, as far as the eye can see.

There's a sign on one lawn, in fancy loopy letters burned into wood that reads: 
"Individuality: Not Welcome." With a dove resting on a cross next to it.

Fiona's car SCREECHES to a halt in front of a driveway. Jewels can be heard O.S. 
SCREAMING.

JEWELS
(O.S)

I won't die in a mail truck, Fiona!

They exit the car. Fiona turns to Jewels. Jewels SCREAMS.

FIONA
Your parents really got their money's worth paying 
for that USC drama school.

Extremely dramatic. Jewels clutches her pearls.

JEWELS
How dare you. I'm not dramatic! I'm classically 
trained... This day just happens to be my rock 
bottom.

CHASEN
More rock bottom then when that dildo Ex, asked for 
a divorce in the middle of your cross country 
mountain climbing trip? 

Jewels turns on her heel. Tries to get in Fiona's locked car.

FIONA
No way. I drove all the way to this shithole. 
Something I vowed to never do again. I broke a 
vow. The most sacred of vows to my personal God. 
What would Lily Tomlin say?

Jewels turns around. Perks up.
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JEWELS
You know Lily Tomlin?! Oh my God Fiona, are you 
a lesbian?

CHASEN
Ugh, your homophobia is so 1990s.

JEWELS
I'm not judging.

FIONA
Yes, you are. Sexuality is a sliding scale. Gender is 
fluid. And no, I haven't had the honor of meeting 
Ms. Tomlin. I just base my spirituality around her 
because she's a perfect and organized religion is a 
pile of bullshit.

CHASEN
Amen!

Fiona and Chasen dance. Jewels pouts.

JEWELS
Please, take me home. Please.

Jewels does exaggerated puppy dog eyes.

FIONA
You're real comfortable calling MY place home. You 
need to get your things, and his things, get all the 
things really. Then we sell the shit on eBay. Boom! 
You got first and last months rent on your own 
place.

Chasen and Fiona exchange a glance. They each grab one of Jewels' arms. Drag her up the 
driveway.

JEWELS
If any one is watching this right now I will throw 
myself in front of a city bus.
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FIONA
You'd never step that close to public transit, and you 
know it.

EXT. JEWELS’ FORMER FRONT YARD - CONTINUOUS

Jewels pulls out her keys. Puts one in the door. It won't turn. She manically jiggles the 
lock. Nothing.

Jewels pulls the key out. Heartbroken.

FIONA
Fucking robotic-piece-of-garbage-dickless-fuckwad 
changed the locks!

JEWELS
I wouldn't put it like that, but yes. It appears Aaron's 
locked me out of both his heart and our home.

FIONA 
Well, fuck that.

Fiona POUNDS at the door. Chasen takes in suburbia. 

CHASEN
This neighborhood looks like it holds a dark secret. 
It's so Real Housewives meets Blue Velvet... You 
guys ever find a body part in the woods?

FIONA
Chasen be useful, please.

Chasen nods. BANGS on the door with Fiona.

JEWELS
Guys! 

Mid-knock the door opens. On the other side, Jewels' soon to be ex-husband, Aaron. 
Jewels and Chasen GASP.

JEWELS (CONT’D)
Aaron. You're here.
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CHASEN
Okay, no one told me the fuck boi was Hemsworth 
level hot!

INT. JEWELS' FORMERLY PERFECT MARITAL HOME - DAY

Jewels, Chasen, and Fiona awkwardly stand in a foyer next to a stiff Aaron.

AARON 
I don't appreciate you bringing a stranger to my 
home, Julia.

Aaron gestures to Chasen. He winks at Aaron.

JEWELS
I apologize. It was thoughtless.

Fiona throws her a 'what the fuck' look.

AARON
I've pre-packed your boxes. I will retrieve them. 
Julia, I'd appreciate it if your friends didn't touch 
anything.

FIONA
You know my name! I'm not an animal! You cold 
son of a--

JEWELS
Fiona! No.

Chasen quietly puts down the two vases he holds. 

AARON
A pleasure as always, Fiona.

Aaron exits. Fiona huffs. Chasen wanders to the living room.

CHASEN
(O.S.)

Is everything in this place from Pottery Barn? Or do 
you ever slum it with like World Market? Or God 
forbid a Home Goods.

45



Fiona erupts. Grabs Jewels passionately by the shoulders.

FIONA
He's such a prick. You shouldn't let anyone treat you 
like that. Don't be fucking polite, tell him he's diaper 
filled garbage! Throw one of the vases Chasen has a 
boner for at his stupid face. 

JEWELS
Stop it. You don't want me at your place. So, let me 
reel him back in.

FIONA
You deserve better.

From the living room.

CHASEN
(O.S.)

Oh my goddess! You guys still have cable. I haven't 
been in a place with cable since 2010.

Chasen runs back in. Giddy. 

CHASEN (CONT’D)
Tell me you have a land line! I feel like Jane 
Goodall! Such pretty gorillas in suburbia.

He pets Jewels' cheek with the back of his hand.

EXT. JEWELS' FORMER FRONT YARD - DAY

Jewels, Fiona, and Chasen exit the house. Fiona and Chasen with boxes in hand.

JEWELS
Bye, Aaron. Call soon. 

Jewels attempts a hug. Aaron coldly slams the door. They exit. Chase and Fiona put the 
boxes in the trunk. Jewels stews in her funk.  

Just then, coming from the yard next door, JENNIFER K. (30) blonde, tan, Starbucks in 
hand, excitedly rushes over. 
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JENNIFER K
Foof Henderson! It's been years. 

FIONA
For a reason.

JENNIFER K
(fake laugh)

You always were a jokester!

CHASEN
Was she? Her nickname was FOOF? Please tell me 
all of your childhood memories with Foof over here--

(points to Fiona)
--in explicit detail. Immediately.

JEWELS
Hi, Jen. This is Chasen. He's a huge Gaga fan and 
was once a bartender on Watch What Happens Live, 
if you know what I mean.

Jewels winks. Desperately tries to save face.

JENNIFER K
Oh wow. A GBFF, that is really in right now... 

FIONA
Well, we best be on our way, old  sensitive, Jennifer 
K.

JENNIFER K
You can't! The whole gang is in my backyard! Its 
our weekend BBQ party. You simply must-must 
come.

FIONA
Hard pass.

JEWELS
We'd love to.

Chasen jumps up and down. 
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CHASEN
Oh can we? Can we?

Julia gives Fiona her most hopeful look.

FIONA
Hard pass.

Chasen and Jewels exchange a glance. They grab Fiona by the arms like they did to Jewels 
earlier. Drag her.

FIONA (CONT’D)
(through gritted teeth)

I guess we're coming. 

Jennifer walks ahead of them. Claps her hands excitedly.

JENNIFER K
Oh, the girls won't believe this!

Jewels whispers in Fiona's ear.

JEWELS
I'll do the talking. I'm confident I can make them love 
me again.

Fiona in turn whispers in Chasen's ear.

FIONA
Watch your back, Goodall. These gorillas will bite 
your dick off.

EXT. JENNIFER K’S OPULENT BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS

Jennifer K leads them in. It's immaculate. A pool with a waterfall, beautifully catered food. 
The BBQ's filled with SUBURBANITES. In the center are THE BLONDES (30s) five 
women who all look suspiciously like Jennifer K.

Their HUSBANDS all stand around the grill in the far corner. Gripping beer and ignoring 
their wives. The Blondes notice the new arrivals. They descend upon the fresh meat.

THE BLONDES
Oh my Gee! Jewels and Foof! Together again!
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Jewels smiles widely.

JEWELS 
Hi, ladies! You all look amazing.

Fiona turns to each of the Blonde’s with steel in her eyes.

FIONA
(coldly)

Jenny P. 

JENNY P
I go by Jen now. 

FIONA
Gotcha. Jenny P.

She moves on.

FIONA (CONT’D)
Amanda R. Mandy G. Megan N. Meg S.

THE BLONDES
Foof.

JENNIFER K
Still single?

FIONA
Still frigid?

Jennifer K smells weaker prey and moves on to Jewels.

JENNIFER K
Jewels, so sorry. We all knew you two had 
problems, but, yeah.

JENNY P
The lack of affection he showed. Michael and I 
would always discuss  it after charades night. Tragic.

Jennifer K looks Jewels up and down.
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JENNIFER K
Have you stopped Zumbaing? You poor lost thing. 
Careful, it's a spiral.

Jewels self consciously sucks in her stomach. Flounders.

MANDY G
And that horrible prenup!

JENNIFER K
You don't even get the house. And I guess the 
rumors are true! You live with Foof...

(whispers)
In the valley!

JENNY P
Like a... A... 

(whispers)
Poor Liberal. Not even the joy of motherhood to 
keep you afloat. Tragic.

Fiona menacingly steps towards the blondes. 

FIONA
Are you fucking kidding me with this shit? What 
makes you dye jobs think your pussies don't stink? 

JENNIFER K
There are children here!

Right on cue two TODDLERS whiz by.

FIONA
I'm so sorry p. You're right. let me rephrase. you're 
all rusty c-u-n-t-s. Spelling it better?

Another RUNT runs by. 

RUNT
(giggles)

Rusty. Rusty. Rusty.

The Blondes all GASP.
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FIONA
I'm actually happy I was dragged here cause you 
disgraces to my gender desperately need to be read. 
First, my name is fucking Fiona.  I dare you to call 
me Foof one more time. Second, Jennifer K you 
fucking stole my bendy pencil and you know it. Y'all 
corrupt. So, suck my dick.

JENNIFER K
I honestly feel sorry for you, Foof. You have a lot of 
problems. Always have. You're just bitter, poor, 
childless, single... I get it. Hurt people, hurt people.

Fiona lunges for Jennifer. Chasen grabs her by the sweater and holds her back.

CHASEN
Ew. Fuck you.

JENNY P
Who are you?

JENNIFER K
Jewels' gay best friend.

Fiona tries to lunge again.

JENNY P
Oh, that is really in right now.

CHASEN
We're leaving now. 

A shell-shocked Jewels let's Chasen lead her out. He drags a GROWLING clawing Fiona 
by the sweater.

Fiona reaches her arm out and takes a swing at the catered food. Flings crudités 
everywhere.

INT. FIONA’S CAR  - DAY

Fiona slams the car door. Jewels sobs in the back seat.

FIONA
Those cunts will rue the day!
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CHASEN 
I can't say bitch, but you can say cunts?

FIONA
Correct...

Fiona points to her vagina.

FIONA (CONT’D)
They feel sorry for me?! Them. ME! I do not abide 
hypocrites... To the great and powerful Lily Tomlin, 
I vow, I will avenge myself.

Chasen motions with his head to a weeping Jewels.

FIONA (CONT’D)
I will avenge us. Us! You hear that   back there John 
Boehner?

Jewels weeps louder.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Rob walks in. Chasen and Fiona conspire on the couch sans Jewels. 

ROB
You did it! You got her off the couch. She taking a 
pottery class? Cause straight up, I could use a new 
ashtray.

FIONA
Uh, turbo she's napping in my room.

ROB
But, you told me to use unnecessary force if I saw 
her sniffing anywhere near your belongings.

CHASEN
It's been a rough day. Gay men get a rep for being 
catty but those vultures are on another level. 

Fiona faces Rob. Looks like a mad scientist whose just proven a theory.
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FIONA
Sweet justice will be mine! You will have your 
missions by midnight.

Fiona point at the boys as she stands.

ROB
Hard pass. You've got crazy eyes on, and I'm 
exploring Buddhism right now.

FIONA
You? Buddhism? Why don't you start off simpler. 
Worship the God of taking a daily shower.

Rob appears deeply offended.

CHASEN
I'll await your midnight message. I love intrigue. I 
may cosplay Humphrey Bogart. Bye.

Chasen hops up and exits. Fiona narrows her eyes at Rob.

FIONA
Judas.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

An ashen Jewels lays on the couch. Rob delivers her a hot chocolate.

ROB
If it makes you feel better, Fiona had defcon one 
crazy eyes on. So, either she'll settle the score, or, 
we'll all need to flee cause we'll be fugitives from 
justice.

JEWELS
(cries)

What can she do? They have perfect lives. Insane 
connections. So much time on their hands. They're 
invincible. God, I miss them.

Rob pats Jewels on the shoulder. She calms a bit.
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ROB
Hey, will you tell Fiona I made you this? She's kinda 
pissed at me. Might help.

Jewels takes a sip.

JEWELS
(cries)

Rob thanks for trying but this  isn't made with 
almond milk. My life sucks.

Jewels shoves the hot chocolate back at Rob.

ROB
I'll get you a new one. 

INT. FIONA’S ROOM - NIGHT

A huge bulletin board on her wall. It's filled with pictures of all the blondes that wronged 
them. 

Fiona stares at the board from her bed. Grabs her LAPTOP, scrolls. Searches for 
something. Stops. Smiles.

ON LAPTOP: 2014 racy Facebook messages from Chad Peterson.

FIONA
Got you you twatting twat. You mess with the bull, 
you get fucked, Jenny Pee Pants!

Fiona grabs a red sharpie puts a thick X over Jenny P's face.

INT. FIONA'S CAR - NIGHT

Fiona and Chasen, dressed in all black with beanies, pull back up to Jewels’ old 
neighborhood. Fiona puts the car in park in the vacant street.

CHASEN
I'm glad we decided on Robber Chic for our outfits.

Fiona wholeheartedly agrees. They pull out their phones.
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FIONA
Is your phone set to within a three mile area?

CHASEN
That's my default setting. If I have to take a freeway 
to get some dick, I won't do it. No cock is worth the 
commute.

FIONA
I love you... Okay, it's mother fucking go time, 
soldier. Start matching and screen shotting.

CHASEN
Couldn't you have said something cooler, like the 
high sparrow flies at night.

FIONA
Fine. The high sparrow flies at night. 

Fiona looks over at Chasen's phone.

FIONA (CONT’D)
Wow. Your profile pic is your giant boner. Bold.

Chasen shrugs. They both prepare.

SPLIT SCREEN: two sets of fingers rest on two phone screens. 

CHASEN'S IPHONE : Grindr's open. He presses SEND LOCATION. Messages from 
dudes roll in.

SAME TIME

FIONA's IPHONE: Tinder's open. Her profile pic is a stock photo of an Asian model with 
the name Selina W. Stonerton-Bisexual. She hits FIND. Swipes. Match after match.

FIONA (CONT’D)
Well hello, Mandy G's husband!

Chasen and Fiona both evil laugh. Their phones drop as they manically rub their hands 
together.

FIONA AND CHASEN
Muahahahahahahaha.
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INT. FIONA’S ROOM - DAY

Fiona smokes a bowl in her bed. Smiles as she looks at her own handy work.

CLOSE UP ON: The bulletin board, all but two Blondes have red X’s on them.

O.S. Jewels sobs/sings BECK’S LOSER.

Fiona takes a hit to ignore it. Jewels gets LOUDER. Fiona walks over to the board. 
Menacingly caresses the pictures of the two women left.

 FIONA
I'll get you my ugly Jennifer K. And your little dog 
too!

Fiona exits her room.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Jewels drinks from a bottle of Whispering Angel rosé. Fiona comes to a halt at the sad 
scene before her.

JEWELS
(drunk sings)

I'm a loser, baby. So why don't you kill me... Fiona.

FIONA
Oh, Jewels.

JEWELS
(hysterical)

You should kill me. Dad’s gone. You hate me. My 
husband hates me. My friends hate me. Your friends 
hate me. My mom has always hated me. I'm a nice 
woman! I make and share my own pressed juice. 
Why did everyone decide to stop loving me at once?

Fiona bends down to Jewels level.

FIONA
Hey, shut the fuck up. I love you. If I didn't, you'd 
be sobbing on someone else's couch.
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JEWELS
You're mean to me all the time.

FIONA
Well, that stick up your ass has grown tall and 
mighty but it's a stick I know well... Jewels, I know 
its been super shitty, but damn girl you need to cool 
it.

JEWELS
Nope. I need to finish that bottle of sweet whispering 
angel.

Jewels reaches for the bottle. In one swift motion, Fiona throws Jewels over her shoulder. 
Heads toward the bathroom with Jewels' flailing body.

JEWELS (CONT’D)
What the fuck! Put me down. Is your pot laced with 
steroids? 

FIONA
You said fuck like a real adult.

JEWELS
What are you doing!?

FIONA
I'm Jimmy Dugan-ing you.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Fiona turns the water on with one hand and throws Jewels in to the shower fully clothed. 
Jewels sputters.

JEWELS
My tailbone!

FIONA
You're fine. Look at me.

Jewels looks up through the cascading water.
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FIONA (CONT’D)
I get it. First you dad and then that fuck face ex 
threw all this on you, you must feel... Well.... Pretty 
fucked over by fate, I guess... But please trust I have 
your back.

JEWELS
I just want my old life back.

FIONA
And I want a threesome with Channing Tatum and 
Jonah Hill, but tough titties, life's not fair.

JEWELS
Please don't do anything stupid to The Blondes. It 
won't be the last time I deal with them... 

Jewels reaches out, awkwardly pets whatever body part of Fiona she can reach.

JEWELS (CONT’D)
They were wrong about you. You're the only one I 
know who truly doesn't give a shit. You actually do 
what you want. That's not sad. I envy you.

FIONA
Wow. Fuck. Thanks. 

Fiona and Jewels smile at each other. Jewels turns and BARFS rosè into the shower. Fiona 
gags as she holds her hair back.

INT. FIONA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Fiona's furiously scours the Internet.

FIONA
(mutters)

Jennifer K. Doesn't even have a GD parking ticket! 

Fiona slams her laptop closed. Fumes. A KNOCK. Rob cautiously enters. Clutches some 
papers.

ROB
How's the revenge plot, coming?
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FIONA
Shitty. Not that you give a crap. How's Buddhism 
treating you, traitor?

ROB
I've moved on. Did you know there's a church based 
on weed?

Rob sits on the edge of her bed.

FIONA
Well, amen to that.

ROB
I still don't believe in revenge, but... uh... I do believe 
in you.

Rob throws the papers in his hand at her. Fiona gathers them, reads, and brightens.

FIONA
You're amazing!! How'd you get these?

Fiona bear hugs Rob. Rob brightens.

ROB
I have little birds all over the valley and parts of the 
westside.

FIONA
Lord Varys!

Fiona fake swoons. Throws him a look.

ROB
My cousin Denny does credit checks.

FIONA
I would so make out with you right now if I hadn't 
lost my last two roommates that way.

Fiona grabs her red sharpie. Puts X mark on the last face.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY
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Fiona bursts into the living room in pure joy. Jewels Looks up from the TV.

FIONA (CONT’D)
(sings)

It's a beautiful day in the neighborhood. A beautiful 
day--

JEWELS
How stoned are you? It's just pot right? If you're 
doing coke we're going to have to have a serious 
discussion about your natural dopamine levels.

FIONA
I'm sober... Okay I'm a little faded. Just pot. Really, 
I'm just happy.

JEWELS
Are you having sexual relations with your 
roommate?

FIONA
What? No. I learn my lessons. I actually need your 
help.

JEWELS
My help? Me? You? Asking for help?

FIONA
I need help picking out a hypo-allergenic vacuum. 
You're right. Not having one IS the cause of my 
airborne allergies. 

Jewels excitedly stands. Jumps up and down a little. 

JEWELS
Yes! Let me get ready. Please don't change your 
mind. When I think of the dust mites on this couch.

Jewels shudders.

INT. FIONA’S CAR - DAY

Jewels looks out the window. 
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JEWELS
This isn't the way to Target.

FIONA
Uh, surprise kidnapping! 

Jewels looks out the window again as realization dawns.

JEWELS
FIONA!! Turn around. Please.

Fiona speeds up.

EXT. JENNIFER K’S OPULENT BACKYARD - DAY

Fiona drags Jewels into the in progress weekly BBQ. She wears a BACKPACK. Stops 
right before she thinks they can be seen.

JEWELS
Please, let's turn ba--

Jewels trails off. They've been spotted. Jennifer K approaches.

JENNIFER K 
Oh, wow. You're both here, again. I assume to 
apologize for your nasty behavior last week. 

FIONA
(southern belle accent)

I've come to repent for my sins.

JEWELS
We were actually just leaving. So sorry for the 
intrusion.

Fiona sprints into the BBQ. It's the exact same people there as last time. She stops in the 
dead center. Yells.

FIONA
Attention! Blondes and the husbands who attempt to 
fuck them.
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The BBQ comes to a halt. All eyes on Fiona. She opens her backpack and takes out a ton 
of stapled packets. She passes them to Jenny P.

FIONA (CONT’D)
Take one and pass it down.

The papers distribute as Jewels and Jennifer K walk up. Both grab packets.

FIONA (CONT’D)
I believe it was Lily Tomlin who said, "judge yest ye 
be judged."

The guests review the packets. One at a time, their faces drop to the floor. Replaced by 
faces of pure terror.

JEWELS
That wasn't Lily Tomlin.

FIONA
Shh...Now, you self-hating women can publicly 
judge each other. In this friendly neighborhood 
dossier, I have so graciously provided, you will find 
all the skeletons hanging next to your Fab-letics gear 
in your closets... In case you're still as bad at basic 
reading as you were as a group in elementary school. 
I'll read the highlights.

Fiona reads. The Blondes and their hubbies quake in fear. 

JENNIFER K
Enough Fiona!

FIONA
Who am I kidding? I don't need the  dossier. I have it 
memorized. 

Fiona throws the dossier on the ground.

FIONA (CONT’D)
Jenny P, pops Percocet she buys off the internet. 
Prolly to numb herself from her philandering 
husband. Check out some choice messages he sent 
me unsolicited a few years ago on Facebook. 
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He's says he's 9 inches so at least you got that going 
for you... Amanda R. cheating with several ladies, 
which is hilarious cause your husband is so hungry 
for dick on Grindr... Mandy G. Nathan's cheating on 
you with Megan N and most of Tinder... Megan N. 
Not a natural blonde, but those nudes on 
mothersidmaybefuck.com are banging... Meg S. You 
rent your house and you're not related to Reese 
Witherspoon despite you're repeated claims. And 
finally! Jennifer K. You broke. Bankrupt. Bout to 
lose this house... In the words of some nimrod, 
Honestly, you all have a lot of problems and I feel 
sorry for you. 

Fiona drops an imaginary mic. The crowd erupts in chaos.

JEWELS
(To Fiona)

That was incredible!

FIONA
(to the crowd)

Blue Velvet's real!

Fiona grabs Jewels' hand. The ladies sprint out.

INT. FIONA’S CAR - DAY

The girls enter.

JEWELS
So, all that stuff is true? The Blondes are as messed 
up as us?

FIONA
A hundred percent. More messed up. Secrets make 
you sick.

Jewels nods. Suddenly, realization dawns.

JEWELS
Oh no, I must have dropped my sunglasses in the 
commotion. I'll be right back.
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Fiona's about to tell Jewels they are on her face when she rushes out.

EXT. JENNIFER K'S OPULENT BACKYARD - DAY

Jewels rushes back in. The Blondes and their husbands argue with each other. Cry. 
SCREAM.

JEWELS
Listen up...

JENNIFER K
Get out, Jewels.

JEWELS
Of course. But first I just wanted to let you know the 
whole dossier thing was Fiona's idea. I had no part 
in it. But, I was thinking  now that we are all screw 
ups, if anyone would like to get coffee sometime, I 
could make time. Think on it and just give me a call. 
Love you all, sorry for exposing the underbelly of 
your lives.

Jewels rushes back out to Fiona.

INT. FIONA’S CAR  - DAY

Jewels enters. Holds her sunglasses.

JEWELS
Got em.

FIONA
You left with them on your face.

JEWELS
(panicked)

I went to yell at them?

FIONA
Nah, you apologized.
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JEWELS
How'd you know!? Fiona, you'd tell me if you had 
the shining, right?

FIONA
I followed you, idiot... Baby steps, I suppose, on 
your journey to not being a suburban asshole.

Fiona drives off.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Rob SCREAMS. Fiona rushes in. 

ROB
Chandler M. Bong is GONE!

Fiona SCREAMS. Jewels runs out of the bathroom. Jumps standing onto the couch.

JEWELS
Oh God, it's a rat king, isn't it? I told you two there's 
a price to pay for your lack of hygiene and general 
cleanliness.

FIONA
Chandler M. Bong is gone!

JEWELS
The big glass one? My booty broke it doing Zumba 
this morning. Sorry. But isn't it exciting! I'm back 
baby! I even went on GOOP today.

Jewels jumps off the couch. Plops back on to it. Turns on Real Housewives. Rob drops to 
his knees. Cries out.

ROB
Noooooooooooo!

FIONA 
Rest in power Bong!

Fiona picks up an old beer can from the coffee table and pours some out in the carpet for 
her fallen homey.
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FIONA (CONT’D)
Oh and Jewels. I signed you up for a pottery class. 
You owe Rob an ashtray for services rendered. 

FADE OUT.
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3. Jewels and Foof Bible, A Single-Camera Half-Hour Comedy

Logline:

After her husband asks for a divorce, suburban people-pleaser Jewels is forced to live with 

her childhood best friend, a 30 year old stoner named Fiona, and her unkempt roommate 

Rob in the San Fernando valley.

Series Premise:

Julia and Fiona were childhood best friends in the conservative suburbs of Valencia, CA. 

At 30 years old, they are in very different places in their lives. The women meet twice a 

month for dinner and a superficial catch up. Julia thinks they are close as ever. Fiona 

knows better. When Julia's husband, a firefighter with zero personality, blindsides Jewels 

by asking for a divorce, Fiona is all she has left, and she ends up guilting her into letting 

her move in with Fiona and her unwashed roommate Rob in the unglamorous San 

Fernando valley. Both women have to figure out if love and loyalty in a friendship can 

withstand how little they now have in common, and how annoying they find (the current 

versions of) each other, not to mention the constant conflicts between Julia and Fiona's 

current friends.

Main Character Descriptions:
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Julia "Jewels" Treatz: Came from a well-off nuclear ‘keeping up with the Jones’ type 

family. A family that ultimately over-indulged her but under- loved her. She never wanted 

for anything material. She was favored by her father a real daddy's princess type. Her 

mom's icy cold and very focused on shallow pursuits. She resented Jewels for ruining her 

figure and doted on her younger sister Jane who could be her mothers identical twin. The 

biggest rebellion she’s had was befriending the odd but cool Fiona as a child. There's an 

underlying kindness in her that sets her apart from her nuclear family.

She’s spent her adulthood trying to please and impress everyone while trying to downplay 

her underlying neediness. Graduated with a Drama degree from USC (where she lived in 

her hometown suburb and commuted to the campus) she randomly auditioned for a few 

years until at age 25 she was the last of her suburban friends that was single. Enter Aaron, 

a cold but very attractive fire-fighter from a wealthy family she briefly dated in high school. 

She pressured him into marriage and signed a crappy prenup (that she didn't tell her family 

about because she was so focused on not being single anymore she'd have done anything.) 

Her and Aaron then moved into a perfect beige home in the town she never left.

She grew into a clean freak who attended a lot of couples cheese and wine/trivia nights, 

cultivated an organic vegetable garden, and generally lived that grandma lifestyle in the 

suburbs. On the surface, she’s pretty tightly wound and judgmental, but deep down she's 

kind hearted and unaware of how hypercritical she can be. She and Aaron started trying for 

a baby two years into their relationship. Shortly thereafter, Julia's father died because he 

was too proud to ask for the Heimlich maneuver and choked in a restaurant bathroom. 
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Jewels and Aaron have trouble conceiving and the perfect mask of Jewels started forming 

little cracks.At 30, while in the middle of a mountain climbing excursion her husband asks 

for a divorce. Quickly unraveling everything she’s ever known as her identity. Adding 

insult to injury, that hasty pre-nup she signed bites her in the ass, when her mother won't 

help her out of it as punishment for being stupid enough to sign it. Not to mention shaming 

the family with a divorce. That is how a desperate Jewels lands at rock bottom on Fiona’s 

couch.

Fiona "Foof" Henderson: Happily single. Fiona is about having as much fun as she can 

while still making her rent. She does odd jobs to get by -- a nanny, a dog walker, and 

occasionally an English tutor for rich kids -- She's writing a short story series as a passion 

project. It's about a half woman/half panther called Power Pussy. Let's be real though, she 

spends the majority of her time getting stoned with her unwashed roommate Rob and her 

best friend, and next door neighbor, a 22-year-old named Chasen.

She’s sarcastic, with misanthropic tendencies, but balances that with her fierce loyalty and 

deep love for those in her life. She has an extreme sense of justice and is always going 

overboard to make sure things are fair and just for those she loves. She has no need to be 

liked, defies (normalcy) at every turn, and all her fucks were gone a long time ago. She's 

against the traditional lifestyle Julia loves. She’s against traditional anything. She never felt 

she fit in her suburban town and the conservative values it promoted.

Her defiance of the traditional started with her parents who were far from picture perfect. 
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They only lived in the suburbs because Fiona’s mom inherited the home. They never had 

much money and her parents were dreamers could never seem to hold down a job. The 

electricity being on or food on the table was never a given. She never had the right clothes, 

or the right hair to fit in, but her quick wit kept people from fucking with her twice. Yet, 

Jewels befriended her and became her one consistency growing up. Often Jewels kept her 

in healthy food and handy me down clothes. Her parents died when she was 17 in a car 

crash and officially cemented her status as an outsider in her small suburban town. She 

worked her teenage ass off to survive on her own. She will now only live life by her own 

terms.

Rob: Fiona's roommate for years and eventually a potential love interest for her. He's a low-

key key grip who splits his time working legit gigs in Hollywood, and side jobs in the 

prominent porn industry in the valley. He's hairy, unkempt, and wears a black shirt and 

dark jeans every fucking day. His room smells like equal parts sweat and cheesy-feet. 

Other than that, he's perfect for Fiona. Gruff, sweet, and secretly totally into her.

Chasen: Fiona's next door neighbor. Her current best friend. He is no holds barred honest 

and real. He's a fabulous 22-year-old boy with a passion for Andy Cohen. He graduated 

college at 14. He's literally in MENSA. He calls himself a reformed child genius. A huge 

pothead and currently super Internet famous for his dog, Lumpy Vanderpoof. He won’t let 

anyone, including Fiona, get away with shit and that’s why she loves him. He is the only 
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person Fiona will admit is smarter than her.

Aaron: Julia's soon-to-be ex. A firefighter. He climbs mountains in his spare time and has 

literally no other interests. Fire and Rock. Good. Emotions and Feelings. Bad. Fiona has 

never been able to decide if he is more boring than cold, or more cold than boring. He 

cannot hold a conversation without condescension. He asks for a divorce from Julia in the 

middle of a vacation climbing mountains because "why wait when you know it's over." 

And leaves her no other explanation and two more days on the trail together.

Episode Descriptions:

1. Valencia Vultures - Fiona must help her childhood best

friend, and current couch crasher, Julia pick up the rest of her things from her soon to be ex-

husband Aaron. The pair run into women "The Blondes" from their past who pass 

judgment on them. Fiona vows revenge and comes up with an elaborate plot to expose The 

Blondes for the hypocrites they truly are.

2. Lumpy VanderPoof - Jewels finds out that Chasen’s dog Lumpy Vanderpoof is super 

internet famous and wants to manage the dog. Chasen rejects Jewels, but Fiona begs him to 

work with her since it's the first time she's wanted to do anything since her hubby left her. 

Chasen reluctantly agrees and is surprised at the results. Meanwhile, Fiona's short story is 

rejected from her fav lit magazine. Rob's plans to cheer her up goes awry and when Jewels 

comes home to the aftermath, she see’s another management opportunity, Fiona.
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3. Wet Blanket - The gang wants to go to Vegas for Chasen’s birthday, but they make it 

clear that wet blanket Jewels can't come with them. They all need a little break from her. 

The gang slips away leaving a butt-hurt Jewels behind. However, when Fiona’s drunk and 

lost in Vegas, Jewels manages to come to the rescue from California.

4. Speed (up) Dating - Fiona thinks it’s time for Jewels to

get laid again. Jewels isn’t convinced. To get Jewels out in the world, and out of her hair, 

Fiona signs them both up for speed dating. The event shows the girls the flaws in their 

own personalities and leads to a date for one of them.

5. Dying’s in the Knowing - Jewels forces Fiona to go to a

doctor when Fiona reveals she's uninsured and hasn't been in 10 years. When the doctor 

spots something iffy on Fiona’s blood tests and decides to do more blood work, Fiona 

spends the weekend convinced she’s dying and her theory is true: it's not the disease that 

gets you, it's knowing it's there. Jewels tries everything to convince her otherwise while 

secretly worrying what Fiona’s death would mean for her.

6. Served Cold - After Jewels finds out Aaron has a new

girlfriend who's moved into her old house already, Fiona and the gang each show Jewels 

how they'd get revenge on her asshole ex in elaborate fantasy sequences (think 9 to 5).         

7. New House Pests - The apartment is beyond crowded when Rob’s former indie band 

stays at the apartment, for an undefined amount of time, forcing Fiona and Jewels to share 

a room to disastrous results. One of the band members has a huge crush on Jewels adding 

to the overall chaos and ending with Jewels getting a little wake up call about herself.8. 
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Who the Fuck? - Jewels wants to get back to her hobbies and convinces the gang to go 

hiking/rock climbing. She takes them and hates every minute of it. Jewels soon realizes she 

has no hobbies that she didn't pick up from her ex and goes on a mission to find herself. 

Fiona receives a full time job offer she can’t easily dismiss and she contemplates her own 

identity.

9. Mt. Hood - Told in a series of flashbacks, we get a glimpse into Jewels and Fiona’s life 

before they reunited full time. We see Jewels suburban life and mountain climbing trip that 

ended in divorce. We see that after a series of professional rejections (she gets rejected by 

every place and fired from one of her day jobs.) Fiona spirals into drink and harder drugs. 

It becomes clear Fiona needed Jewels to come crashing back into her life just when she did.

First Three Season Arcs:

SEASON ONE: Fiona and Julia adjust to life with each other and the inevitable influence it 

has on themselves and those close to them.

SEASON TWO: The push and pull of the relationship between Jewels and Fiona shift and 

increase as Fiona starts dating someone seriously -- someone who might take her out of the 

apartment and Jewels daily life -- before Jewels is ready to leave.

SEASON THREE: Fiona and Jewels each find personal successes as their friendships and 

relationships go down the toilet. The absurdity of trying to have it all/ life. Also, dragons 

and a smoke monster.
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