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INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON 

A small, counter-service restaurant, specializing in — you 
guessed it — waffles. Though clean, the decor is aged, faded. 

One LONE GUEST scarfs down a BLT Waffle Wrap as he averts his 
eyes from the dramatic scene already in progress:

The owner of Waffles, LORETTA, dressed in business attire 
(which like her restaurant, is a little dated — that 
scrunchie doesn’t quite go with those low heels), chews out 
the MANAGER of Waffles, a hip girl who yells right back.

MANAGER
—It wasn’t me. I didn’t—

LORETTA
—You thought you were so clever.
Just skimming off the top— 

MANAGER
—You have to trust me!— 

LORETTA
—A dollar here, a dollar there. It 
adds up!

Loretta holds up a wad of cash. The Manager sputters.

MANAGER
Anyone could have put it in my 
locker! What about her?

The Manager’s index finger shoots out to the side, aiming 
straight at the door to cold storage.

Because, there, lurking in the shadows, watching this tennis 
match of words, stands another Waffles employee. But not just 
any Waffles employee. The Best Waffles Employee To Ever Live: 

CRYSTAL. Mid-20s, a bit butch, with an eager, open face. 

Loretta doesn’t even look over and consider Crystal. 

LORETTA
You didn’t think I would notice? 

MANAGER
Why would I steal from this place? 
We don’t even make any money!

A smile blooms on Crystal’s face as the argument escalates.



LORETTA
Get out. You’re fired. Worse than 
fired. You’ll be persona non grata 
to every restaurant in town. You’ll 
never work in food service again. 

The Manager rips off her apron and throws it on the counter 
as she makes her way to the front door. 

MANAGER
Thank god! There’s no need to waste 
my life on these ungrateful, 
idiotic people. This is a job for 
high school stoners! 

She whacks a metal napkin holder off a table. Napkins flutter 
everywhere, and the metal hits the floor with a sharp rattle. 

The Lone Guest is mid-bite when the (Ex-)Manager points a 
finger at him. 

MANAGER (CONT’D)
That waffle fell on the floor. 

Everyone else freezes as the Manager marches out, the bell on 
the door ringing furiously in her wake. 

The Lone Guest lets his jaw fall open so the waffle drops 
from his mouth to the tray. 

Then he stands up indignantly, looking at Loretta, and shoves 
everything into the trash, then stalks out too. 

LORETTA
Crystal?! 

Crystal snaps to action. She grabs a rag from a sanitizer 
bucket and hurries to the table where the Lone Guest sat. 

She wipes down the table with painful precision, leaning over 
so her eyeline is level with the surface, following the track 
of every crumb. 

She centers the napkin rack and salt and pepper shakers in an 
OCD-fashion. 

Then, still under Loretta’s watchful eye, Crystal picks up 
the felled napkin holder and peels each napkin off the floor. 

She rises, moves to the trash can, and tidies that area too.  

When she is done with her duties, she marches back toward the 
counter, a satisfied look on her face. 
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LORETTA (CONT’D)
Crystal. 

Crystal stops, looks up, humble, obedient. 

LORETTA (CONT’D)
I’m going to make you the new 
manager. 

Crystal’s face lights up like a firework. Slowly, up, up, up, 
boom. All her dreams have come true. 

CRYSTAL
Oh my god. 

LORETTA
It’s a lot of responsibility. Do 
you think you can handle it? 

Crystal is nodding. She can’t believe it, but she’s nodding. 

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Great. We’ll get the paperwork 
sorted next week. She’s all yours. 

She waves a hand in the direction of the restaurant, then 
turns on a low heel and exits. 

Crystal stares around her new domain. To others it might 
appear empty and sad, but to Crystal, it is the best place on 
earth. And now it’s hers. All hers. 

EXT. LOBO, CALIFORNIA - MAGIC HOUR 

The sun sets on this small Northern California town. Once 
agriculturally-focused, it’s now more of a sleepy suburb made 
up of chain restaurants and tract housing. 

EXT. CRYSTAL’S HOUSE - EVENING 

Crystal approaches the small house she shares with roommates. 

Laughter and firelight emanate from the backyard. 

Rounding the house, she comes upon a small group of PARTYERS 
— chatting and drinking — amongst presents and balloons. 

Everyone looks up and greets Crystal with surprise (and 
perhaps a little hesitancy, due to her tardiness). 

An adorable young woman, Crystal’s girlfriend (and the 
birthday girl), TRACY, rises to greet her.
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TRACY
Crystal! There you are, babe. 

She kisses her. 

TRACY (CONT’D)
I wondered when you were—

CRYSTAL
(breathless)

—I got made manager. 

Tracy’s smile fades a little. 

TRACY
What? 

CRYSTAL
Loretta fired Lucy and made me 
manager. Today. Waffles is mine.

Tracy pauses, tries to force her face into a smile again. 

TRACY
Wow. Congratulations, babe. 
That’s...just what you wanted. 

CRYSTAL
It is. I’m going to celebrate. 

Crystal gives Tracy a kiss, then steps around her to grab a 
beer from the cooler. 

TRACY
Yeah. Me too. 

Tracy straightens her Birthday Girl crown and watches as 
Crystal pops open a beer and settles into conversation with 
some other Partyers...Well, more like interrupts the 
conversation with—

CRYSTAL
—Hey, y’all should come by Waffles 
soon. I can get you a discount. 

EXT. CRYSTAL’S HOUSE - LATER THAT EVENING

Two WOMEN speak in hushed tones about a personal situation. 

Crystal listens, several beers in, pretty drunk. 
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WOMAN 1 
He’s begging me not to go, telling 
me he’s going to kill himself if I 
leave, but I have to leave, right? 
I can’t stay in a situation like 
that, or I’ll go insane. It’s just 
not healthy or worth it—

CRYSTAL
—You know, that’s like this time 
Ronnie kept wanting to work the 
register. He was a good worker, 
quick, knew the menu like the 
Bible, but he was not good with the 
customers. Kept scaring them off 
with his crazy meth face — terrible 
teeth and breath, you know — and 
nobody would get any tips. So it 
was just, like: Sorry, you’re gonna 
have to go...It was a tough call, 
but sometimes, you have to cut your 
losses and do what’s best for 
everyone.

The two Women blink at her for a beat, then go back to 
talking to each other. 

WOMAN 1
So I ended up calling his 
psychologist, who is also his 
mother...

EXT. CRYSTAL’S HOUSE - LATER THAT EVENING 

Applause and cheers follow “Happy Birthday.”

PARTYERS
(singing)

...And many more!!!

Everyone gathers around Tracy as she holds back her hair, 
bends over her cake, and takes a deep breath.

She glances at Crystal across the flickering candle flames, 
then closes her eyes and blows. Everyone claps. 

As people begin to dig into the cake, Crystal rises, 
unsteadily, and makes her way over to Tracy. 

She wraps her arm around her, and clears her throat. 
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CRYSTAL
Everyone! I’d just like to say that 
this is a great girl. 

Partyers smile and nod, receptive to this sentiment. 

Tracy looks pleased. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
When we met across the counter at 
Waffles, all those months ago, I 
didn’t know we’d be here together 
now. But she’s just so great. she’s 
always been supportive of me. 

Tracy begins to look nervous. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Today, I got a huge promotion! 

Tracy’s face falls. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Now, we all know I love my job, and 
I tend to get a bit obsessive about 
things. Tracy tells me so. 

There is a bit of awkward chuckling. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
But this girl...She really makes my 
life — outside of my work — 
bearable. I’m glad she’s around. 

Crystal raises her beer in a toast, then drinks, satisfied. 

The Partyers either half-heartedly return the toast or busy 
themselves with their cake.

Tracy slips out from under Crystal’s arm to join the others.

INT. CRYSTAL’S BEDROOM - THE NEXT MORNING

Crystal sleeps soundly. 

Tracy, fully dressed, sits down on the edge of the bed. 

TRACY
Crystal? 

No response. 
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TRACY (CONT’D)
Crystal.

Crystal starts awake, groggy. She flops over and pushes 
herself up to look at her girlfriend. 

TRACY (CONT’D)
I’m leaving. 

CRYSTAL
Oh, okay, babe. I’ll see you later.

Crystal yawns and closes her eyes again.

TRACY
No. I’m leaving you. For good. 

CRYSTAL
(sleepy, confused)

Good?

TRACY
I can’t do this anymore. I care 
about you; I put all of myself into 
you, but then it feels like you 
turn around and give all that away 
to that restaurant and there’s 
nothing left for me.

Crystal is awake now. She leans in, cups Tracy’s cheek in her 
hand. She is passionate, convincing. 

CRYSTAL
Babe, I love you. And now, with the 
new job, the promotion, the money, 
I can take care of you.

TRACY
I don’t need you to do that. 

CRYSTAL
But I’m doing it for us. I’d do 
anything for you. 

TRACY
You’d quit your job? 

Crystal shrinks back. 

CRYSTAL
That’s not fair. 
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TRACY
I just want to see if you can even 
say it. If you had to choose 
between me and the job...

Crystal folds her arms and looks away. 

Tracy stops speaking, shakes her head, then rises to leave. 

Before she exits the door, she pauses.

TRACY (CONT’D)
What is it that you love so much 
about that place anyway? 

CRYSTAL
You should just go.

Tracy takes a deep breath.

TRACY
I want you to know that this is 
painful for me too, so don’t try to 
contact me. Good luck with 
everything. 

She walks out. 

CRYSTAL
I don’t need luck. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - MORNING 

Crystal, alone, preps the restaurant for opening. 

This is the most peaceful time of day, a time you can fall in 
love with a space — before co-workers and customers come in. 

She starts the coffee maker. 

She wipes all surfaces free of crumbs. 

She balances out the table legs to fix the wobbles.  

She puts new oil in the fryers. 

She turns on the waffle makers. 

She re-stocks soda fountain cups and take-out containers.  

She preps fruit toppings for the waffles — carefully slicing 
strawberries and blueberries — placing them in small plastic 
containers — weighing each container to the correct ounces. 
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She checks the refrigerators to make sure the whipped cream 
and other condiments are stocked. 

But when she goes back to the coffee maker, she realizes it 
hasn’t produced anything but a few drips of coffee. 

She removes the metal coffee carafe and examines the machine, 
searching for the problem. 

Moving around, pot in hand, she accidentally brushes against 
a hot waffle iron, slightly burning her arm. 

She jumps and shouts. 

CRYSTAL
Goddamnit!

She slams the metal coffee pot down on the metal prep table. 

A pause. 

That felt good. 

She slams the pot again. 

And again. Over and over, simultaneously unleashing a list of 
obscenities, her face growing red with rage. 

The coffee pot becomes dented and mangled. 

But its brutal assault comes to an abrupt end when Crystal 
hears the bell on the front door. 

She tosses the coffee pot into the nearest garbage can and 
brushes her hair back from her face. 

Two of her co-workers, NINO and ASHLEY, enter. Nino is an 
older Latino man, very quiet. Ashley is a bubbly front of 
house employee who flirts aggressively with everyone. 

ASHLEY 
Hey, Boss. Congratulations. 

NINO
Boss Lady.

Crystal stands (attempting casual but looking frozen), 
leaning against the garbage can, smiling at them. 

CRYSTAL
(a little too loudly)

Thanks!

They stop walking and stare back at her. 
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ASHLEY
Everything okay? 

CRYSTAL
Yeah, why wouldn’t it be? 

ASHLEY
You just seem...strange. 

CRYSTAL
No, I’m great. 

She begins to move again; they relax as well and start their 
shift — clocking in, putting on aprons. 

ASHLEY
So how’d it all go down? With 
Loretta and Lucy? 

Crystal shrugs. 

CRYSTAL
Apparently Lucy was stealing. 

ASHLEY
I can’t believe that. Her dad is, 
like, so rich. She doesn’t even 
need this job, let alone other 
people’s money. 

NINO
The rich get richer. 

Crystal pats Nino on the back, as he unpacks his knives. 

CRYSTAL
A wise man...How’s Nino Jr.?

NINO
Very good. Straight A’s in school. 

CRYSTAL
See. Wise man, wise son! 

Ashley can’t let it go...

ASHLEY
Although, one time in middle 
school, I saw Lucy steal a bra from 
TJ Maxx. One of those push-up ones 
with the water in it. You like 
those, Nino? 

She leans over flirtatiously to Nino, who is chopping mint.
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NINO
No. I don’t like lies. 

ASHLEY
Lies? 

NINO
Yeah, I like seeing what I’m going 
to get. Natural.  

ASHLEY
Hm. Well, I like to wear—

CRYSTAL
—Leave him alone, Ashley. You’re 
edging toward sexual harassment. 

ASHLEY
You going to write me up, boss? 

She grabs Crystal’s ass and gives it a squeeze. 

CRYSTAL
Stop it. 

But Crystal can’t help but laugh. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
You’re going to have to behave 
yourself. I’ve got people coming in 
for interviews today. 

Crystal readies a clipboard with her interview questions.

ASHLEY
Will you hire a hot guy please? 

Crystal rolls her eyes as she heads toward the front door. 

CRYSTAL
Oh. We need to 86 coffee for now. 
The machine’s not working. 

ASHLEY
But what about my daily caffeine 
fix? I’m addicted, Crys. I’ll die! 

CRYSTAL
I’ll buy Starbucks for everyone.

ASHLEY
Yes! I love you, Boss! 
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EXT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - A LITTLE WHILE LATER

Crystal sits outside on the patio of the restaurant, 
interviewing a candidate for a job. 

CRYSTAL
What qualities do you think would 
make you a great Waffles employee? 

The ACTOR across from her is a smarmy mother-fucker.  

ACTOR
Well, like I said I’m an actor. I 
can charm people. I can make them 
believe anything. So I’ll be able 
to really sell these waffle things 
you’ve got going on. I could sell 
shit on a stick if I had to. 

He’s really not selling it. 

CRYSTAL
Well, it’d be nice if you actually 
believed in what you were selling. 

ACTOR
Oh, I’m 100% Method. If you want me 
to eat, like, 1000 waffles to 
really fill out the role of a 
Waffle House employee, I’ll do it. 

CRYSTAL
It’s Waffles. Not Waffle House. 
We’re not a part of that chain.  

ACTOR
Oh, I know. But I made you believe 
that I believed, didn’t I? 

He winks. Crystal smiles at him like she wants to punch him.

CRYSTAL
What days would you be available? 

ACTOR
Well, I’m an actor, so I have open 
availability. Except when I’m on a 
shoot. And Wednesday nights cause I 
have my movement class. And 
Thursday nights cause I have my 
improv class. And weekend nights 
because I don’t like to work then. 
Sabbath of the Club, you know. 
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He grins at her and mimes pumping his arms to a club beat.

CUT TO:

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - LATER THAT DAY

Crystal sits across from another interviewee, a TEEN GIRL. 

Ashley, in the background, helps a short line of CUSTOMERS. 

ASHLEY 
(B.G.)

Welcome to Waffles. Can we make 
your awful day a waffle day? 

CUSTOMER
Do you guys just do waffles here? 

He’s clearly staring at the menu; he’s just not reading it. 

ASHLEY
Not just waffles. All types of 
waffles. Sweet, savory, waffle 
sandwiches, waffle wraps...

Her spiel fades as Crystal asks the Teen Girl a question. 

CRYSTAL 
Why do you want this job? 

TEEN GIRL
Ummmm....

She looks around, her eyes unsure. 

TEEN GIRL (CONT’D)
My mom told me I had to, cause she 
didn’t want to pay for me anymore? 

She talks with that classic combo of up-speak and vocal fry. 

CRYSTAL
Okay. Money. I get that. That’s a 
good motivating factor. But how do 
I know you won’t just flake out on 
this job if it gets hard?

TEEN GIRL
Ummmm....

A regular customer, a MOTORCYCLIST, strides in in his 
leathers. He’s very attractive. Teen Girl notices. 
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So does Ashley, who turns up the flirtation. 

ASHLEY
Joshie! 

She comes around the counter and hugs the Motorcyclist. 

ASHLEY (CONT’D)
Having your usual? 

Crystal clears her throat in the direction of Teen Girl. 

TEEN GIRL
Oh! Um. Well, I make good grades in 
school. So...

CRYSTAL
So, you’re a hard worker? Fast 
learner? Responsible? 

TEEN GIRL
I guess. I also do cheerleading, 
track, student council, debate, and 
recycling club...cause I really 
don’t know how to quit anything. 

CRYSTAL
Okay. So where do you see yourself 
in five years?

TEEN GIRL
Colorado. 

CRYSTAL
Colorado? 

TEEN GIRL
I’m going to college there in the 
fall. For therapy. I really want to 
help disadvantaged people, you 
know, get their lives together? My 
boyfriend goes there too, so after 
college, we’re going to get 
married, start a family. We want 
three kids and...

As this girl rambles on about her future fantasy, Crystal 
emphatically crosses her name off the interview list.  

CUT TO:
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INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - LATER THAT DAY 

Crystal is on the phone, writing down a catering order. 

Nino holds up a large can of ketchup and shakes it at her. 

Crystal nods, transitions to her long ORDER LIST, and adds 
ketchup to it. 

Ashley exits the bathroom and waves good-bye. 

DIERKS, a redneck with a hoop earring and a mullet, exits the 
same restroom, and walks to the register to clock in. 

CRYSTAL 
(on the phone)

Do you want the strawberry or 
blueberry with that?...Maple syrup, 
whipped cream, or both?...Yes, you 
get butter with everything. 

It is then, when Crystal is busy with mid-day duties, that a 
new person enters her life through the front door of Waffles:   

P.J., a slight young woman with a gum-chewing don’t-give-a-
fuck attitude, saunters up to the front counter.

DIERKS
Sup. 

P.J. squints at him, then around at the restaurant.

P.J.
Casual environment. I’ll take it. 

DIERKS
Huh? 

P.J.
I’m here for the thing. 

DIERKS
Oh, I got the shit in my trunk, if 
you wanna...? 

P.J. frowns, but then, Crystal waves away Dierks and 
approaches the counter as she finishes the phone call. 

CRYSTAL
(into phone)

Okay. Thank you very much. We will 
see you on Monday. Buh-Bye. 

She hangs up and focuses on P.J. 
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CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
You’re here for an interview? 

P.J.
P.J. 

CRYSTAL
You’re not scheduled until 5pm. 

P.J. shrugs.

P.J.
Didn’t have nothing else to do.

EXT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - A FEW MINUTES LATER

P.J. waits on the patio. She’s all kinetic energy — her 
fingers never stop playing with a toothpick, her knee 
perpetually bounces.

Crystal approaches and settles down across from P.J. 

CRYSTAL
Sorry, about the wait. It can be a 
little hectic this time of day. You 
have a resume for me? 

P.J.
Oh, yeah. 

P.J. peels a folded-up piece of paper out of her back pocket. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I tried to put together a little 
something for you. But the library 
printer was almost out of ink. 

Crystal unfolds it and tries to smooth flat the faded page. 
This takes awhile, what with Crystal’s OCD tendencies, so 
P.J. looks around. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
It smells so goddamn good here. I 
bet you come away smelling so 
sweet. I’d be so into that. 

Crystal is not quite sure how to handle this comment, so she 
just smiles and moves on — her go-to move. 

CRYSTAL 
Um. Well...Do you have any 
experience in food service? 
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P.J.
Nah. Done retail though. Worked at 
Claire’s. Y’know, earrings and 
shit. Worked at my ex-step-mom’s 
call center. Phones, customers, 
rejection, blah blah blah. And I’ve 
done IT stuff for friends. Fixing 
computers. 

CRYSTAL
Is that what you want to do? 
Computer stuff?

P.J.
Nah. 

CRYSTAL
Okay. Any specific reason you’d 
like to be in food service now? 

P.J.
I like food. Everybody’s gotta eat, 
right? So it seems like a nice 
service to partake in.

CRYSTAL
Any other passions or careers you 
might have in the future? 

P.J. shrugs again, looks around. 

P.J.
Nah, not really. 

CRYSTAL
Any...relationships, family, future 
plans I should know about? 

This time, P.J. stills and fixes Crystal with serious stare.

P.J.
I don’t really think much about 
that. The now and the here seem 
good enough to me.

Crystal’s jaw drops, slightly. This is what she needs:  
Someone who doesn’t have anything else. Someone who can pour 
their whole, malleable self into Waffles. 

Her hand shoots across the table. 

CRYSTAL
You’re hired. 
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A grin spreads across P.J.’s face. She takes Crystal’s hand. 

P.J.
Alright! 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - LATER THAT DAY 

Behind the counter, at the waffle station, Crystal shows P.J. 
how to make a waffle.  

Nino works the fryers, and Dierks is at the register. 

The bell rings and Loretta walks in, wearing sunglasses. 

Crystal turns to Loretta like a sunflower to the sun, so P.J. 
begins to fiddle with the broken coffee maker. 

DIERKS
(to Loretta)

Yo...I mean, Hello, welcome to 
Awful. Can I get you some Waffles? 
I mean...uh...sorry... 

Loretta waves a hand to cut him off. 

LORETTA
I’m just here for your...

She sees Crystal smiling at her. 

LORETTA (CONT’D)
(to Dierks)

...employee evaluation meeting. 

DIERKS
Oh shit. 

LORETTA
No, it’s okay. Let’s just step 
outside. Maybe out by your car?

DIERKS
Ohhhhhh. Right. Dope. 

He abandons the register without a word to anyone and heads 
out. Before Loretta can follow, she is greeted by Crystal.

CRYSTAL
Hi Loretta! Meet our newest 
employee, P.J. She’s the new me.

Loretta glances at P.J. who is busy with the coffee maker.
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LORETTA
(to Crystal)

Honestly, I’d rather be spending my 
money on advertising. There are 
more employees in here than 
customers right now. 

She nods to the dining area — empty except for TWO SULLEN 
CUSTOMERS — then raises an eyebrow at Crystal before exiting. 

Crystal sighs and hangs her head. Until she feels something 
wet shoot onto her back.

Hot water has started spurting out of the coffee maker.

Nino runs to grab a bucket. 

P.J. looks around to find something to catch the water. She 
reaches down into a nearby garbage can and pulls out the 
coffee pot Crystal beat up earlier; it’s covered in waffle 
rinds and maple syrup, but its mangled body still catches the 
water as P.J. puts it back into place. 

Then she grins sheepishly at Crystal, who has been trying to 
stem the flow with her hands. They are both wet. 

P.J.
Fixed the coffee machine. 

They start to laugh. 

Nino returns with a bucket and mop and gives a giggle too.

But then someone clears a throat behind them. 

A GRUMPY MAN stands at the register, waiting.

GRUMPY MAN
Is someone free to take my order?

P.J. steps up to bat quicker than Crystal can. 

P.J. 
What can I get for you, sir?

GRUMPY MAN
Well, what do you have? 

P.J.
The menu is here. 

She points behind her to the big board on the wall. 

The Grumpy Man squints. 
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GRUMPY MAN
I can’t see that. 

P.J.
Or here. 

She hands him a small laminated menu. He squints at that too. 

GRUMPY MAN
I forgot my glasses. You all need 
more legible menus. 

P.J.
Okay. Well, it’s a Waffles joint. 
So we got any of your Waffle 
desires. You can get them sweet 
with fruit and whipped cream. You 
can get them savory with a fried 
chicken in between two waffles. You 
can get waffle fries. You can get a 
caesar salad wrapped in a waffle... 

GRUMPY MAN
What’s your most popular item? 

P.J.
Probably that chicken sandwich I 
mentioned. 

GRUMPY MAN
You like it? 

P.J.
Yeah, it’s great. 

GRUMPY MAN
You probably have to say that. 

P.J.
Is that what you would like? 

GRUMPY MAN
No, I don’t like fried food. 

P.J.
Okay. Are you looking for, like, a 
salad or something sweet? 

GRUMPY MAN
You know what? Just give me that 
chicken thing. It’s fine. Whatever. 

P.J.
Are you sure? 
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GRUMPY MAN
It’s fine. I’m starving, and in a 
hurry. This is taking way too long. 

She dials it in on the register. She’s quick. A champ.

P.J.
Is this for here or to go? 

GRUMPY MAN
Here, I guess. 

P.J.
A drink? 

GRUMPY MAN
Did I ask for a drink? No.

P.J.
That’ll be $13.36. 

The Grumpy Man grumbles about the price as he pulls out his 
wallet. He hands P.J. the card and she runs it. 

It doesn’t swipe at first. Crystal takes her hand and guides 
it — showing her how to swipe it on the finnicky machine. 

GRUMPY MAN
Did you just charge me twice? 

CRYSTAL
No, this machine’s just a little 
grumpy. 

P.J. hands Grumpy Man the receipt to sign. He squints at it.

GRUMPY MAN
I have to tip you? I haven’t even 
tasted the food yet. How much do 
people usually put on this? 

P.J.
It’s up to you, sir. 

Grumpy Man hastily signs and shuffles off after P.J. hands 
him a table number. 

Once he walks away, Crystal looks at P.J. in wonder. 

CRYSTAL
You were so good at that. 

P.J. shrugs, taps the register.
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P.J.
It’s not hard. 

CRYSTAL
Not just that, but dealing with Mr. 
Grumpy there. He was difficult.

P.J.
Was he? I didn’t really notice. 

Nino, who has finished mopping, drops the chicken into the 
fryer, and nods.

NINO
A total a-hole.

P.J.
I guess I don’t really notice when 
people are assholes anymore. I just 
assume everyone is. 

NINO
Welcome to food service. 

He offers a grin. 

P.J. smiles back and turns that brightness back to Crystal. 

P.J.
Looks like you made a good hire, 
Boss. I must be a natural.

As Nino shuffles toward the bathroom, Crystal leans into P.J. 

CRYSTAL
Would you want to hang out, like 
grab a drink or something sometime? 

P.J.
Sure. But let’s just hang at my 
place. I haven’t made any money yet 
so I can’t really go out. 

She holds up the Grumpy Man’s receipt and his $00.14 tip. 

CRYSTAL
For sure. 

EXT. P.J.’S HOUSE - EVENING

P.J. opens the door to Crystal. 

Crystal holds out a bottle of whiskey she brought. 
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P.J.
Oh shit. This is good stuff. 

CRYSTAL
Well, you know. 

P.J.
Come on in for my Cribs tour!

P.J. steps back inside and Crystal follows. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

P.J. leads the way into a living room with a worn leather 
recliner sofa and a coffee table piled with old Mountain Dew 
bottles, ash-trays, and tabloid magazines. 

CRYSTAL
Are your roommates home? 

P.J.
Hm-Mm. No roommates. This paradise 
is all mine. 

She gestures to a plastic blow-up chair. Crystal attempts to 
make herself comfortable in it. 

CRYSTAL
No way. How...? 

P.J. turns on a neon light of a dolphin on the mantelpiece, 
then plops down on the couch and opens the whiskey. She pours 
it into two World of Warcraft cups that have been sitting on 
the coffee table — no telling what was in them before — and 
hands one to Crystal. 

P.J.
It was my parents’ place. My mom 
left when I was little...Cheers. 

She holds up her glass to Crystal. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
To new opportunities. 

Crystal clinks with P.J., then they both drink. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Anyway, my mom left, then I had a 
step-mom for a bit. She left. And 
then my dad just sort of left. 
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She indicates this final “left” with a loopy hand gesture 
beside her head. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
So then, I was in high school, and 
the house was mine, I guess. I 
mean, I just kept coming home to 
it. No one else was here. 

She sits on the couch, staring into space for a moment. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
You want some of Dierks’ blow? 

She indicates a little baggy of white powder in one of the 
ash-trays near Crystal. 

CRYSTAL
What? Dierks sells cocaine?

P.J. laughs hysterically at that, then stops. 

P.J.
Oh, you’re not kidding. Do you not 
see him? He made like five 
exchanges today just in the time I 
was there. 

CRYSTAL
I...I didn’t know. I guess I’m so 
focused on running things, I didn’t 
realize other people weren’t doing 
their jobs. I just assumed...

P.J.
Don’t worry about it. I see. You’re 
in your head. I’ll be your wingman, 
let you know all the gossip, all 
the ground-level shit. You just 
keep running the ship. Oh Captain, 
My Captain. You seen that movie? 

She rises and stands on her coffee table, in imitation of the 
kids in Dead Poets’ Society, kicking off a couple Mountain 
Dew bottles in the process.

She cackles and Crystal laughs. Then P.J. jumps off with a 
karate kick and plops down on the ground next to Crystal. 

She picks up the baggy of coke. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Do you want some? I mean, don’t 
want to pressure. Do you partake? 
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CRYSTAL
Oh. Yeah. Of course. Just a bit. 

P.J. digs a key into the baggy and takes a snort of it 
herself, then digs up another lump and holds it out for 
Crystal, who also snorts it. 

Crystal shakes her head and rubs her sinuses at the 
unfamiliar shock. 

P.J.
You have roommates? 

CRYSTAL
Yeah, like four of us in a house. 
They’re alright, I guess. I don’t 
really know them. They were friends 
of my girlfriend. Ex-girlfriend. 
She moved out.

P.J.
Oh shit. I didn’t even know you was 
gay. That’s cool.

She picks up another couple bumps for them. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
It must be hard in a town like 
this, unlike, you know, San 
Francisco or somewhere. I feel like 
I don’t know any queers around 
here. Pardon my language. I don’t 
know if that’s P.C.

CRYSTAL
It’s okay. But yeah. There are 
some. You’d be surprised. 

P.J.
Cool. Well, I don’t discriminate. I 
flirt with everyone. 

She laughs at herself and drains her whiskey. 

Crystal leans back, trying to play it cool too. 

CRYSTAL
Not as much as Ashley though. 

P.J.
Who’s Ashley? 
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CRYSTAL
This girl that works at Waffles. 
You’ll meet her. Super preppy and 
bouncy. Big tits. 

P.J.
Oh shit. Big cahunas, huh? 

They laugh together.

CRYSTAL
Don’t tell her I said that. She’s 
cool. Everybody there is. It’s 
just...so...

She searches the air for the right word to describe her love 
of Waffles, but she can’t quite articulate it. She goes with—

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
It’s a great place to work. 

P.J.
Yeah, I like Waffles. It’s cooler 
than I thought, based on the YARF 
reviews.

CRYSTAL
The what? 

P.J.
The YARF reviews. Shit, you don’t 
know YARF? You should read some of 
that shit people write. You’d get a 
hoot out of it.  

P.J. gets up and leads Crystal to a corner of the living room 
where her desktop computer is set up. 

She pulls up the YARF website. 

ANGLE ON: COMPUTER SCREEN. 

The YARF logo blazes at the top of the page. 

The tagline is: “YARF. Halfway between a yum and a barf.”

The site provides information about local restaurants: 
address, hours, menus, but also... 

It allows users to provide unmitigated restaurant reviews. 
Some users like to pretend they are food reviewers. Others 
just like to complain. 

And therein lies the problem: 
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Waffles has a ranking of 1.5 Hamburgers out of 5 Hamburgers. 

ANGLE ON: CRYSTAL. 

Horrified. Confounded. Fascinated. 

She reads review after review. 

ANGLE ON: COMPUTER SCREEN. 

“Tastes like cardboard.” “Horrible service.” “Pretty sure my 
powdered sugar was cocaine, which is ILLEGAL!” “Girl with her 
tits falling out was rude prolly cause I wasn’t a hot guy.” 
“Don’t go here! I had to wait 20 minutes for 1 Waffle. What? 
That’s your one job! To make waffles!” “Over-priced. I can 
make waffles at home. What’s so special about this place?”  

ANGLE ON: LIVING ROOM 

Crystal is making weird noises in the back of her throat. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Come on, dude. Don’t worry about 
it. It’s not a big deal. These 
people are idiots. Look, this guy 
gave us 1 hamburger because we 
weren’t open at 2am. He didn’t even 
eat there. And this person can’t 
even spell waffles correctly! 

Crystal makes a guttural noise. She’s beyond language. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - SEVERAL MINUTES LATER

Crystal’s eyes are still glued to the computer screen. 

P.J. paces in the background, impatient. 

P.J.
You want to play some Wii?

No response from Crystal. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Orrr...we could have some more 
whiskey? Smoke a hooter out back? 
(to self) Although, I guess more 
drugs is not a good idea. 

P.J. paces some more, then stops, hands on hips.  
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P.J. (CONT’D)
Are you even listening to me? What 
if I, like, sucked you off? 

Crystal is not listening. She’s still reading...but she’s 
coming back to life, responding to the reviews with: 

CRYSTAL
No...No. No! NO. 

She turns to P.J. in a fury. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
They’re all wrong!

P.J. 
Hey, welcome back to the real 
world! I know they’re wrong! 
Preaching to the choir here, bud. 

CRYSTAL
But we have to get them to take 
them down. Or change them. Right? 
It’s lies and misunderstandings. 
This can’t be...This can’t be what 
people see when they come in. 

Then a spark lights in her mind. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
I have to tell Loretta. 

P.J.
Oh, no. Come on. I’m sure she 
already knows and she doesn’t give 
a fuck. Rich bitch saunters in in 
her sunglasses looking to get high 
as a kite, bosses you around like 
you don’t work your ass off at that 
place. What does she do? 

CRYSTAL
Shut up. That’s not true. Loretta’s 
amazing. She started Waffles. She 
cares about that place. And me. She 
promoted me. I have to tell her. 

P.J.
Wake up, dude! When are you going 
to realize people are assholes? 
Your boss, your customers, 
everyone. You gotta look out for 
you!
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Crystal rises. 

CRYSTAL
I am looking out for me! I Am 
Waffles! 

With that, she grabs her things and strides from the house. 

EXT. P.J.’S HOUSE - A MOMENT LATER

Crystal fumbles with her cell phone and dials Loretta. 

Loretta’s VOICEMAIL picks up. 

CRYSTAL
Hey, Loretta. It’s Crystal. I, uh, 
just found out about this website, 
YARF, that ranks restaurants. And, 
oh god, I’m so sorry, Waffles... 
It’s bad on there. You have to 
check it out. We need to do 
something. It’s YARF: Y-A-Arf. I 
mean, Y-A-F. I mean, shit, Y-A-R-F. 
Yeah. Let me know what I can do. 

She hangs up shakily, and walks away. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - THE NEXT AFTERNOON 

P.J. walks in to see Crystal harried — her hair frazzled, 
flour all over her shirt. 

P.J.
Whoa. Rough night? 

She smirks, until she sees Crystal’s eyes welling with tears. 

CRYSTAL
Thank god you’re here. I didn’t 
know if you would come. 

She hugs P.J. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Loretta came in and fired everyone 
this morning. And it was just me. 

BEGIN FLASHBACK: IN BLACK AND WHITE and SLOW-MOTION, like a 
melodramatic war scene. 
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INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - THAT MORNING - FLASHBACK

Crystal works at the front counter. Ashley, Dierks, and Nino 
are all behind her. 

Loretta walks in and strides toward the counter. 

She points at Ashley, texting on her phone. 

LORETTA
You’re fired. 

She points at Nino, who is eating a waffle while making a 
waffle.

LORETTA (CONT’D)
You’re fired. 

She points to Dierks, who has a finger up his nose. She 
sighs, hesitant, but then—

LORETTA (CONT’D)
You too. Come on. Let’s go.  

The flashback goes fuzzy as the employees begin to shift. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - THAT DAY - FLASHBACK

Crystal works alone. There is an IMPATIENT LINE OF CUSTOMERS. 

She is running from the register to take an order to the back 
of house to make the food. It’s chaos. 

END FLASHBACK. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON - CONTINUOUS

Crystal sucks in a huge sniffling breath, her eyes wide in 
fright at the memories. 

But as she turns her eyes to P.J., hope flickers in them.

CRYSTAL
But now it’s me...and you. 

P.J. looks a little freaked out, taken aback. 

There is a beat. She can still back out now. 

But she doesn’t. She puts her apron on, tightens the strings. 
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P.J.
Let’s go. We’ve got work to do. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY

Crystal and P.J. work together as a dream team. It’s like 
watching the ‘96 Chicago Bulls but with only two people. 

P.J. runs the register, her fingers flying like a pro-, her 
hyper-kinetic personality engaging with the CUSTOMERS. 

She’s getting some smiles; she’s getting some tips. 

Crystal is in the back of house, dropping fried chicken into 
the fryer, popping open waffle makers, dusting everything 
with powdered sugar.

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - NIGHT

They close the restaurant together — mopping, laughing. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - NIGHT

They drink whiskey as they lounge on the couch. 

P.J. gives Crystal a friendly foot massage.

CRYSTAL
Those stupid fucking YARF 
reviewers, man. I swear to god. 
They don’t know what they’ve done. 
Getting people fired. 

P.J.
And making us fucking slaves. If 
people are so fucking picky, they 
should just eat at home. We’re not 
a fucking five-star hotel. 

CRYSTAL
I can’t please anyone, I guess. 

P.J.
You can please me. 

P.J. makes a lewd gesture with her fingers and tongue, and 
Crystal tosses a pillow at her face.

They giggle themselves into silence. 

Then P.J. digs deeper into Crystal’s feet. 
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P.J. (CONT’D)
We should just fucking kill them. 
The whole miserable lot. 

CRYSTAL
Ha! You’re crazy.  

But P.J. is concentrating on Crystal’s feet, a crease in her 
brow. She’s not laughing. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Ow!

Crystal pulls her feet away from P.J. 

P.J.
You ever been in a fight? 

CRYSTAL
Yeah, I guess...Used to try to hang 
out with these dudes in school. 
Actually, drop-outs mostly. Tough 
guys. I wanted to be just like 
them. But they called me a dyke all 
the time. So one day I started 
ribbing them back, and they beat me 
up pretty bad. I didn’t rat on them 
though. I still wanted them to like 
me. 

P.J. nods, considering this. Then she points to a spot in the 
living room. 

P.J.
My dad and my mom were fighting 
right there. He was screaming at 
her for being out all night or 
something. She slapped him, then he 
pushed her, and she fell back onto 
the corner of the coffee table. Hit 
her head, and she’d been drinking 
so there was blood, like, 
everywhere. But she kicked out at 
him, and he went down too. I was on 
this couch watching the whole 
thing. I got up, and I went to my 
dad first to see if he was okay. 
The next day, my mom left. Didn’t 
take me with her. 

CRYSTAL
Jesus. I’m sorry. 
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P.J.
I don’t care. I don’t give a fuck 
what other people do. As long— 

She pauses and squints long and hard at Crystal. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
—as it’s not bothering me. 

Crystal nods, considering. She lays her head back and looks 
up at the stains on the ceiling. 

CRYSTAL
I wish I didn’t give a fuck. 

P.J.
You’ll learn.

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - NIGHT - A FEW MINUTES LATER

They’re both asleep in the same positions. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY 

Same shit, different day. 

Crystal is at the register. A NICE CUSTOMER looks around.

NICE CUSTOMER
This place is so great.

Crystal smiles and takes her money. 

P.J., in the back, makes waffles like Tom Cruise in Cocktail 
makes cocktails.

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY 

Crystal is at the register. An ASSHOLE CUSTOMER waves a half-
eaten wrap in her face. 

ASSHOLE CUSTOMER
This sucks. I want my money back. 

Crystal smiles and hands over his money. 

P.J. continues to whistle as she works. 
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INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - EVENING 

Crystal and P.J. deep-clean the restaurant as they make fun 
of customers from the day. It’s their own little club house. 

P.J.
I can’t believe that one chick 
yelled at us for not serving her. 
She’s sitting at a table and 
there’s a line ordering at the 
counter. It’s fucking counter-
service, you dim-wit!

CRYSTAL
I thought she was waiting on 
someone else before she ordered. 

P.J.
What a moron. And that old geezer 
with that young babe? Disgusting.

CRYSTAL
Yeah, but he did tip really well. I 
think we’re getting some new 
clientele in here which is good. 

P.J.
It’s busier. Wonder if we can hire.

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY 

A visit from Loretta, who scowls through her sunglasses. 

Crystal and P.J. stand obediently at the register.  

CRYSTAL
...just one more person? 

LORETTA
Cost of labor is so low, we are 
actually making money now.

P.J.
(under her breath)

You are. 

Crystal elbows her. 

LORETTA
Just keep this up a little longer, 
ladies. 
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If you push those good YARF 
reviews, people will start coming 
in, and then we’ll be making enough 
to hire more people, I promise.

She checks her expensive watch. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - NIGHT

P.J. and Crystal continue to spend every minute together, 
decompressing from long days with whiskey and cocaine.  

P.J. works at something on her computer as Crystal paces back 
and forth in the background, going over some customer 
interaction from the day. 

CRYSTAL
She said “The food was cold. It 
seemed like it was just sitting 
around.” Well, duh. You order take-
out, don’t pick it up for 20 
minutes, and then drive it home? 
That’s your own goddamn fault!

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY 

P.J. sets out a small sign she made herself on the computer.

It reads: “If you like us, tell everyone on YARF.” 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - EVENING  

P.J. and Crystal experiment with new and different waffles. 

S’mores Waffle. Skittles Waffle. Potato Chip Waffle. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - MORNING 

There is a larger LINE OF PEOPLE than ever before. 

Behind the counter, P.J. fingers a baggy of coke and 
stealthily slips it into Crystal’s hand. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - AFTERNOON 

They are getting hit with a rush. 

P.J. interacts with CUSTOMER after CUSTOMER. 
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Gradually, as the day grows later and the wait grows longer, 
the Customers’ faces change from friendly to grumpy: 

HAPPY FACE, NEUTRAL FACE, UNHAPPY FACE, ANGRY FACE. 

And P.J.’s face also falls from hyped-up to tired. 

In the back of house, Crystal’s ticket machine prints out so 
many orders, she can barely keep up. 

She burns a waffle and curses. 

Out front, CUSTOMERS check their watches.

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - NIGHT 

Crystal locks the door and turns out the light. 

She turns to find P.J. sound asleep on top of a table. 

Crystal, too, gets up on the table, spooning P.J. and falls 
asleep in their restaurant. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY

Both P.J. and Crystal look a little worse-for-wear. Crystal, 
especially, is dragging today, dark circles under her eyes, 
hair mussed. 

The phone rings, and she answers. At first all she hears in 
the background is a CRYING BABY. Then a WOMAN’S VOICE. 

WOMAN’S VOICE (O.S.)
Hello? Hello? Anyone there? 

CRYSTAL
Yes, thank you for calling Waffles. 

WOMAN’S VOICE
You all open? 

CRYSTAL
Yes, we are. 

WOMAN’S VOICE
Can I get delivery? 

CRYSTAL
No, ma’am, we don’t deliver. 

36.



WOMAN’S VOICE
You don’t deliver? But I only live 
a couple blocks away. 

CRYSTAL
I’m sorry, I can’t make an 
exception. There’s only two of us 
here right now anyway.

A pause. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Did you want to order take out? If 
you live close by—

WOMAN’S VOICE
—Do you have soup? 

CRYSTAL
No. No, soup. Just waffles. 

WOMAN’S VOICE
Who doesn’t have soup?! 

A slam and then a dial tone. Crystal hangs up the phone. 

P.J. making a waffle, looks over, inquisitive.

Crystal shakes her head. 

She moves to lift a full black bag out of the trash can, then 
heads out the front door to the dumpster outside. 

EXT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY 

But as she cross the patio, the bag splits, and garbage 
spills everywhere. 

Crystal sighs and squats to scoop it up. 

Then, she notices two pointy-toed shoes approaching. They 
stop right next to her. 

She looks up into the sun and the backlit face of Loretta. 

Loretta lowers a cell phone down to Crystal’s face. 

ANGLE ON PHONE: Open to the YARF App. 

The most recent review for Waffles is a negative one, 
complaining about the wait time. 

ANGLE ON CRYSTAL: She gulps, looks back up at Loretta. 
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LORETTA
One more bad YARF review, Crystal, 
and we’re done. I mean it. 

Crystal opens her mouth to explain, but Loretta cuts her off. 

LORETTA (CONT’D)
I’m going out of town for a spa 
retreat for the next three days. 
And I don’t want to have to think 
about this place, okay? Can you 
keep it afloat for me? Can you at 
least do that? 

Crystal clamps her jaw and nods. 

LORETTA (CONT’D)
Good. Warn your butt buddy in 
there. Best behavior, girls. 

She pivots and walks away to the parking lot. 

Crystal’s face grows red with rage, but she continues to keep 
her mouth shut as she scoops up the trash heap. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - LATER THAT DAY 

Crystal works the register. 

A NEW CUSTOMER enters, staring up at the menu, open-mouthed. 

NEW CUSTOMER
So what do you guys do here? Just 
waffles? 

Crystal’s eye violently twitches. 

INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - LATER THAT DAY 

An overweight guy, who, for un-PC-humor’s sake, we’ll call 
FAT MAN, comes back up to the counter with his tray of food. 
Nearly all of it has been eaten. 

He’s still chewing and has to pause and swallow before he 
starts talking to Crystal. 

FAT MAN
I ordered the fried fish waffle. 
And I got the chicken. 

Crystal looks down at the sandwich — it’s been massacred. 
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CRYSTAL
You’ve eaten most of it. 

FAT MAN
But it was wrong. 

CRYSTAL
Was there something wrong with the 
chicken? Did it taste bad? 

FAT MAN
I wanted the fish. 

CRYSTAL
If you had come to me earlier, we—

FAT MAN
(deadpan)

—I’m allergic to chicken. 

CRYSTAL
Would you like us to make you a 
fried fish waffle? 

FAT MAN
Yes. And I want my money back for 
this one. 

CRYSTAL
We can do one or the other—

FAT MAN
—Can I speak to your manager? 

CRYSTAL
I am the manager here. 

Fat Man offers a belly laugh with a full view of the shreds 
of chicken sandwich stuck in his teeth. 

FAT MAN
Well, I guess I’ll just have to...

His eyes go to the YARF promotion sign, and Crystal relents. 

CRYSTAL
No! Fine. We will make you a new 
sandwich. And—

She opens the register and grabs his refund. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Here. 
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FAT MAN
Great. When will the sandwich be 
ready? I’ve got a movie to catch in 
fifteen minutes. 

Crystal hurries over to P.J. who is working the fryer. 

CRYSTAL
Fried fish for me on the fly. And 
learn to read your tickets. 

P.J.
The ticket said chicken. You’re the 
one who needs to pull it together 
and stop sending me wrong orders. 

CRYSTAL
Are you fucking kidding me right 
now? Fuck you. 

Crystal stalks back to the register. 

P.J. realizes how angry Crystal is and hurriedly drops the 
fish into the fryer before scampering over to Crystal’s side, 
trying to use a calm voice. 

P.J.
Hey. Do you want to switch? 

CRYSTAL
No. 

P.J.
I’m not sure you should be on 
register right now. 

CRYSTAL
I’m the manager here. What I say 
goes. Just do your job. 

P.J. glances over at her work station but is hesitant to 
leave Crystal. She stays by her side. 

The bell rings and JOHN enters. Mid-30s, slim and elegant in 
a suit. With slicked-back hair and an up-turned nose, he has 
the quintessential look of a snob, which is what he is. 

Crystal tosses her head and puts on her biggest smile. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Welcome to Waffles. How are you 
today?
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The man does not respond. Walking up to the counter, he is 
scrolling on his cell phone. He does not look up when he 
reaches Crystal, only holds out his credit card. 

JOHN
John. 

CRYSTAL
Actually, my name is Crystal. How 
can I help you today?

This gets John’s attention. He looks up. 

JOHN
(duh)

I have a take-out order under John?

Crystal looks at the three to-go bags beside her station. 

CRYSTAL
I don’t have a John. Could it be 
under anything else? 

JOHN
No. 

John’s phone rings and he takes the call, holding out his 
hand in front of Crystal’s face to prevent her from speaking. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Those papers are right, Tony. Those 
papers are right. 

He hangs up. 

CRYSTAL
I have a Tim, a Yuko, a Renee. 

JOHN
Renee. That’s my assistant. 

John dials on his phone, and once again puts his hand in 
front of Crystal’s face to stop her from interrupting.

JOHN (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Renee. Did you put my order under 
your name? Hint: You did. Why would 
I pick up under your name? Remember 
what we talked about earlier, about 
your purpose? To create a  
frictionless day. Frictionless day. 
This is friction!
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As he hangs up, Crystal, tired of having his hand in her 
face, just gives it a high five. 

John looks at her, appalled. 

CRYSTAL
High five! We found your order.

He wipes his hand on the side of his pants as Crystal places 
the bag on the counter and begins to read the order to him.  

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Okay. We’ve got the churro waffles 
with maple-cayenne. The fried—

JOHN
—I don’t need you to read me a 
bedtime story. Just charge the 
card. 

CRYSTAL
We like to make sure you’re getting 
the correct items, so that when you 
get home, you’re not—

JOHN
—I better have the right things, or 
you’ll be hearing from me. 

He taps P.J.’s YARF sign with his pen. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
I happen to know the guys who 
founded YARF. I’ll be happy to give 
their website a little workout.

Crystal chest heaves with a deep breath.

P.J.
(to Crystal)

It’s okay. Just stay calm. 

Crystal, her hand shaking, runs John’s card, then hands him 
the receipt.

JOHN
Besides, isn’t like the only thing 
you do here fried chicken? How can 
you get that wrong? 

John strikes a line through the tip portion of the receipt. 

CRYSTAL
Waffles. 
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John squints at her.

JOHN
Excuse me? 

Crystal points to the name of the restaurant at the top of 
the receipt. 

CRYSTAL
Waffles. 

JOHN
Don’t talk back to me, bitch. 
You’re just some waitress at a 
shitty chicken chain.

He takes his to-go bag and strides toward the door. 

P.J.
Just breathe.

But Crystal’s lips are forming words. 

CRYSTAL
It’s called Waffles, you ASSHOLE. 

John’s back stops retreating and tightens. He turns around. 

JOHN
Excuse me? 

Crystal is just as surprised as he is. Her mouth gapes. 

P.J.
Nothing. She was talking to me. 

John narrows his eyes, but turns and stalks out the door. 

Crystal and P.J. look at each other, worried. 

P.J. is quick to act. She sticks her hand into the tip jar 
and pulls out money, then she scurries to the door. 

FAT MAN
Hey, where’s my fish?!

ANGLE ON FRYER: The fish is burning.

EXT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - PARKING LOT - A MOMENT LATER

John unlocks his car and is about to get in, when P.J. runs 
up to him. 
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P.J.
Excuse me, sir? 

JOHN
(impatient)

What?

P.J. hands him the wad of money. 

JOHN (CONT’D)
What is this? 

P.J. 
Would you write a good review for 
us on YARF? 

JOHN
Are you kidding me? 

P.J.
I know. I know it seems crazy. It’s 
just...we’ve been having a terrible 
day. My friend is so stressed out. 
We’re going to lose our jobs if we 
get any more bad reviews. Please. 
Give us a chance.

John looks at the money, then a P.J. 

JOHN
What else would you be willing to 
give? 

P.J.
I’ve got some drug connects, if you 
like? 

John studies her again, then he shakes his head and grabs the 
money from her. 

JOHN
Fine. It’s not like I was going to 
waste my time acknowledging the 
existence of this shithole anyway.

He gets into his car, and reverses away. 

P.J.
Thank you!!

The sound of his engine revving morphs into a GROAN. 

CUT TO:
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INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - THAT NIGHT 

Crystal groans as P.J. gives her a shoulder massage. 

CRYSTAL
Oh my god. Oh my god. 

P.J.
It’s okay. It’ll be okay. 

Crystal gives into the massage. 

CRYSTAL
Thank you. 

She glances up and back at P.J. 

A beat. Is P.J. about to lean in? 

But an alert on her phone goes off, and P.J. nudges Crystal 
out of the way to find her phone in the couch cushions. 

P.J. taps on her phone, then, reading, takes sharp breath in. 

P.J.
That bastard. 

CRYSTAL
What is it? 

P.J.
I set an alert on my phone for new 
YARF reviews. And that rat bastard 
wrote one. 

She shows Crystal the phone. 

CRYSTAL
(sinking)

One hamburger.

P.J.
Even after I bribed him!

CRYSTAL
That’s it. It’s over. And it’s all 
my fault.

Crystal collapses face-down on the couch. 

P.J.
No. 

P.J. jumps up and goes to her computer. 
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P.J. (CONT’D)
Not yet. Loretta is still out of 
town for three days on her bogus 
yoga retreat. She won’t see it. 

CRYSTAL
But she will when she gets back!

P.J.
Not if we track this guy down and 
get him to change the review. 

CRYSTAL
How are we going to do that? 

P.J.
Trust me. I want my goddamn money 
back. 

P.J. is on the YARF site now. 

ANGLE ON COMPUTER: 

She clicks on John’s username, JOHNJOHN69. 

We can see all the other REVIEWS he’s written for local 
restaurants and businesses. 

They are all either 1 or 5 hamburgers. He either hates or 
loves a place, and either way, he writes epic reviews of 
their products and service. Reviews full of words like: 
“lackluster“ or “robust,” ”unsatisfactory“ or “delightful.” 

P.J. quickly zooms down the rabbit-hole of stalking, easily 
discovering what area he must live in through his own casual 
admissions: 

“I live close by...” 

“This gym is right next to my work...” 

She copy-pastes the name of the gym, SILVER’S GYM, from the 
YARF site into GOOGLE. 

She GOOGLE MAPS the gym and finds it in a strip mall. 

She looks at the other businesses in the strip mall: 

BICYCLE REPAIR, FROZEN YOGURT, DENTIST, LAW FIRM. 

She GOOGLES the bicycle repair shop and dips into their 
INSTAGRAM feed. 
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She finds a “re-grammed” PHOTO of John in which he stands 
with a new bicycle in front of a HOUSE with the number 833. 

But his Instagram profile, also JohnJohn69 is “private,” and 
she can’t find any further information about him in relation 
to the bicycle shop. A dead end. 

Backtracking, she GOOGLES the dentist’s office in the strip 
mall and the name John. No hits.

She GOOGLES the law firm, Greene & Associates. 

Their associates page includes PHOTOS of each of the lawyers, 
including an older man named JONATHAN GREENE, SR. 

Then, below the Paralegals/Legal Assistants category, are two 
photographs, one of a woman named RENEE. The other of 
JONATHAN GREENE, JR., the very JohnJohn69 of Waffles infamy. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Fucking poser.

Another quick GOOGLE search, and WHITE PAGES comes up with a 
Jonathan Greene, Jr. living at 833 Winthrop Ave. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I got you.

ANGLE ON LIVING ROOM:

Crystal is gaping over P.J.’s shoulder at her detective work. 

CRYSTAL
Jesus. Mother. Fucker. 

P.J.
Let’s go. 

QUICK CUTS: P.J. and Crystal pull on all-black outfits 
complete with gloves and ski masks — well, a ski mask for 
P.J. and a weird masquerade ball mask for Crystal. 

Into a gym bag, P.J. drops: duct tape, rope, a wrench, a 
pocket knife, fuzzy handcuffs, a set of rings that look like 
brass knuckles — anything she can find that’s intimidating. 

They take a shot; they snort a line; they exit.

INT. P.J.’S CAR - A FEW MINUTES LATER

P.J. and Crystal pull up to 833 Winthrop Ave. It’s the house 
from the Instagram photo.
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EXT. JOHN’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

They exit the car and stride up to the front door. 

P.J. rings the door bell. 

They wait. 

Nothing. 

Then P.J. tries the knob. The door opens. 

INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS 

They step in cautiously, looking around. 

A bottle of wine and a New Yorker magazine sit on the coffee 
table. Uber-modern bookshelves (light, backless) are crammed 
with volumes. Movie posters in foreign languages are framed 
on the walls. A record player plays CLASSICAL MUSIC.

P.J.
John? 

JOHN (O.C.)
Renee? Get your sweet ass in here. 
Why’d you ring the goddamn bell? I 
always leave the door open. Idiot. 

Crystal grabs the bottle of wine on the coffee table and 
tries to drink from it without touching her lips to it. Quite 
a bit falls on the ground.

More sloshes out as she hands it off to P.J., who finishes it 
off, also without touching her lips to it. 

Then, P.J. and Crystal make their way toward John’s voice.

INT. JOHN’S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

John lies prone on his stomach on the bed, his hands 
handcuffed behind him, nude except for a giant baby diaper. 

Crystal gapes at his weird sex game. 

P.J. smirks and scopes the room quickly. Going to the bedside 
table, she picks up the key to the handcuffs. 

Then she flicks open the blade of her pocketknife, and climbs 
onto the bed next to John. 
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P.J.
Hello, John. 

John glances up and sees the masked intruder, and starts 
screaming like, well, a baby. 

In his struggle to get away from P.J. he rolls himself right 
off the bed and onto the floor. 

P.J. and Crystal stand over him as he whimpers. 

JOHN
Please, don’t hurt me. You can take 
all the money I have. My wallet’s 
in the other room. My credit cards. 
And my records. A lot of them are 
valuable. 

P.J.
We’ll get to the subject of money 
in a minute, but first, you need to 
do something for me. Where is your 
computer? 

JOHN
Oh, yeah, my computer! You can have 
that too. 

P.J.
Get up. Show me. 

John struggles to rise, like a tortoise on its back. 

P.J. sighs, and both she and Crystal reach down and lift John 
to his feet. 

Then, poking him with the knife, P.J. has John lead her back 
to the living room, where his laptop sits on a desk. 

INT. JOHN’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

P.J. forces him to sit at the computer.  

JOHN
You know, my girlfriend is coming 
over soon. 

P.J. 
Shut up. Pull up your YARF account. 

JOHN
Wh-wh-what?
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P.J. jabs him with the pocket knife.

P.J.
Just do it. 

JOHN
I need to be unhandcuffed. 

P.J.
Oh. Crystal. You do it. 

She indicates that Crystal and John should swap places, so 
Crystal sits at the computer, and John stands. 

Crystal, still wearing her thick gloves, pulls up YARF. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Username? Password? 

JOHN
JohnJohn69. And...babymaker3000. 

CRYSTAL
Is babymaker all one word? 

John nods. 

Crystal types, painfully slowly. 

P.J.
Can’t you go faster?

CRYSTAL
I can’t type in these fucking 
gloves. 

She starts to take them off. 

P.J.
Don’t do that! Okay, John. 

She undoes John’s handcuffs and shoos Crystal from the chair.  

John sits at the computer again, the knife to his neck and 
the two masked women peering over his shoulders at his YARF. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
So, this review here for Waffles. 
We’re going to delete it. And we’re 
going to write another. A good one.

JOHN
That’s it?
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P.J.
Shut up. Just do it. 

John deletes his review. 

JOHN
What do you want me to say?

P.J. glances at Crystal, who clears her throat. 

CRYSTAL
Five hamburgers. This place is 
delicious. I recommend it to 
everyone. Because there’s something 
for everyone. The atmosphere is 
fun, and the staff is nice. 

A pause. John waits. P.J. waits. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Uh, that’s it I guess. 

JOHN
That does not sound like a review 
I’d write. 

P.J.
Shut up!

She jabs him with knife again.

CRYSTAL
No, he’s right. We want it to seem 
like something he’d actually write. 

P.J.
Fine. John, make it fancy. 

John considers, then re-types. 

P.J. and Crystal watch, and when he’s done, Crystal reads: 

CRYSTAL
Five hamburgers. I wish I could 
give Waffles six hamburgers, or 
better yet, six waffles, because 
this place is beyond typical units 
of measurement. The food has layers 
of flavor, simultaneously subtle 
and powerful. And what can I say 
about the staff except that they 
are unbelievably dedicated to their 
jobs.
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P.J.
You’re a regular fucking 
Shakespeare, John. Now just show us 
to your wallet, and we’ll leave you 
to your kinky sex game. 

She straps the handcuffs back on him and tightens them hard. 

He winces and grows angrier. He rises from his seat and turns 
to face them. 

JOHN
What’s to stop me from changing 
this review as soon as you leave? 

P.J.
We’ll come back and beat your ass 
and make you change it again.  

JOHN
And if you beat me up, and I go to 
the hospital, it won’t be 
suspicious that the two suspects 
only changed the review for their 
fried chicken restaurant—

CRYSTAL
(through gritted teeth)

—Waffles—

JOHN
—and nothing else? How are you so 
stupid? I know who you are. You’re 
the two idiots from that 
restaurant. Although I’m sure as 
soon as I call your boss, you’ll 
never step foot in there again. 
You’ll be in jail. 

But before he can finish the word “jail,” to his surprise and 
P.J.’s, Crystal punches him in the stomach. And she continues 
to punch and push and poke him as she speaks:

CRYSTAL
Shut up. You’re the idiot. You 
don’t know anything about us or our 
restaurant. You people think you’re 
so smart and that your opinions are 
facts, and you’re so desperate for 
attention for your pathetic little 
lives you write shit on this stupid 
website. But you know what happens 
because of this website? 
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People — my friends, practically my 
goddamn family — they lose their 
jobs. Nino, who works two jobs to 
send money to his wife and kids. 
Dierks, who has a sick mom he looks 
after. Ashley, who was an 
exploitated stripper until she had 
Waffles. And now what’s she going 
to do? Become a fucking sex worker? 
Because of people like you. You 
suck. Ruining other people’s lives, 
and for what? For a chance to seem 
cool? Huh? 

Finally, John is able to escape from her incessant prodding. 
He dodges around the two women, and runs for his life toward 
the front door. 

But he slips on the wine the two women spilled earlier, and 
crashes into one of his bookshelves, which begins to wobble 
violently. 

His body flails, and he falls face-first. With his hands 
still hand-cuffed behind him, he cannot break his own fall, 
and his head hits the coffee table, hard. 

He collapses on the ground. 

The bookshelf wobbles, the record player begins to skip, and 
a giant bust of Shakespeare comes crashing down on the back 
of his head. 

Several books topple off unceremoniously onto John’s body — 
still as a stone. A pool of blood forms around his head.

Crystal lets out a loud HA! and then clamps a gloved hand 
over her mouth. 

Both P.J. and Crystal slowly take off their masks and walk to 
examine the body. 

Crystal squats down to study him like a TV detective on an 
investigative drama.

P.J. grabs Crystal’s hand and pulls her up again.  

P.J.
Let’s go. 

CRYSTAL
No wait.

She hurries back to John’s computer and sits down.
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CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Like the know-it-all said, we can’t 
be suspicious. 

ANGLE ON COMPUTER: Still on the YARF site, she changes his 
last two negative reviews, for YOGA MATTE and THE SALINAS GUN 
RANGE, to five hamburgers each, and deletes the reviews, 
replacing them only with “Great place! Love it!” 

ANGLE ON LIVING ROOM: P.J. hovers over her shoulder, nervous. 

Once done, P.J. grabs her hand again. 

P.J.
Okay, let’s go. 

They head to the front door, skirting around John’s body.

On the credenza near the door rests John’s wallet. 

P.J. opens it and takes just her bribe money, nothing more.

But as Crystal follows her toward the door, her knee bumps a 
slightly ajar door on the credenza. It creaks open and a 
gleam catches Crystal’s eye. 

She stops and leans over. She pulls out a drawer. 

It is full of HANDGUNS. 

CRYSTAL
Holy shit. 

P.J. looks back, impatient. 

Crystal picks up a gun, holds it up, and stares at it in a 
wonder she’s only ever reserved for Waffles. 

P.J.
Come on. 

Crystal takes the gun for herself and grabs another for P.J. 
— which P.J. takes reluctantly — and they exit.

EXT. JOHN’S HOUSE - A MOMENT LATER

The two walk away from the scene, hand-in-hand.

A CAR peels up to the curb and parks quickly. 

They release each others’ hands, and both hide the guns in 
the back waistbands of their pants.
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A harried-looking, secretarial type, RENEE, puts down her sun 
visor and applies black lipstick in the mirror. 

Then, she reaches over toward the passenger seat to grab her 
dom whip, but before she opens her door to exit her car, 
Renee spots the two women frozen on John’s lawn. 

A beat. Then P.J. approaches the window. 

P.J. 
Renee? 

Renee nods, slowly. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I wouldn’t go in there if I were 
you. John was expecting you, but 
you made him wait too long, and he 
got angry. And then he got us. 

She looks at Crystal. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
And I don’t think he’s going to 
turn back. 

Renee starts shaking with silent laughter. Tears well up. 

RENEE
Oh thank god. Thank you. 

She blows them a kiss, then guns her car away from the house. 

Crystal and P.J. watch her go before galloping to their own 
car and speeding away as well. 

INT. P.J.’S CAR - A FEW MINUTES LATER

As they drive through suburban streets with the windows down, 
Crystal stares out the window at the dark houses, at the 
shuttered businesses, at the night sky freckled with stars. 

She extends her arm out the open window, holding the gun. She 
aims it at one building, then another as they rush by. She 
mimes shooting at them, her lips puckering to make the sound. 

Then she looks over at P.J., who drives intently. 

P.J.
What? 

Crystal smiles, full of giddiness and adrenaline. 
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CRYSTAL
Nothing.

They start to giggle together. 

Then the gun, which Crystal is, luckily, pointing up at the 
sky at the moment, goes off. 

They both jump.

Crystal looks out the back window as P.J. speeds up. But it’s 
still just a quiet suburban street. No damage has been done. 

And then they start laughing again. 

CUT TO:

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - LATER THAT NIGHT

Crystal is huddled in P.J.’s bed sobbing on P.J.’s shoulder. 

P.J. pets her hair and shushes her. 

P.J.
It’s okay. It’s okay. 

CRYSTAL
I—I—I know it is. I just feel so...

P.J.
Don’t feel bad. You were right. All 
that you said. That guy was just a 
waste of breath and space. And it 
was an accident. Don’t feel bad. 

Crystal sucks in a sharp breath, and the tears stop. 

CRYSTAL
I don’t. 

A pause, as she forms the words. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
I don’t feel bad. That’s why I’m 
crying. 

Another pause as she holds back a new wave of tears. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
I should, but I—I don’t. 

She rises up slightly so she looks down at P.J.’s face. 
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CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
I feel...fucking exhilarated. 

P.J. starts cracking up. Crystal laughs through her tears. 

P.J.
You fucking badass. 

Crystal chuckles and settles back down against P.J.’s 
shoulder, sniffling up her tears, getting comfortable, 
breathing deeply. 

CRYSTAL
That’s right. That’s what I am. 

A beat. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Peej? 

P.J.
Don’t call me that. 

Another beat. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
What?

CRYSTAL
When a gun shoots up, the bullet 
has to come down somewhere, right? 

P.J.
Yeah.

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - A LITTLE WHILE LATER

Soon, Crystal is asleep, and it is P.J. who blinks, 
sleepless, up at the ceiling. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - THE NEXT MORNING 

P.J. is at her computer, reading the local news. 

Crystal comes up behind her, hair wet, cup of coffee in hand, 
and peers over her shoulder. 

P.J.
Nothing. 
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INT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - DAY/NIGHT

SCENES from a normal day: 

Crystal sweeps. A fly buzzes past her. She swats at it. 

P.J. makes a SATISFIED CUSTOMER smile. Then, she turns to her 
PHONE placed beside her on the counter, and checks the LOCAL 
NEWS again. No noteworthy murder reports.

At the end of the shift, they eat together. The fly buzzes 
past again, but Crystal still can’t get it. P.J. checks her 
phone. Crystal adds more powdered sugar onto her waffle. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - NIGHT

Crystal does a line of coke off the coffee table.

P.J. is at the computer. 

P.J.
Look, look, look. 

Crystal hauls herself up and goes to the computer. 

P.J. reads aloud from a small obituary in the local paper. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Jonathan Winstead Greene, Jr. 30.
Passed away at his home during a 
freak accident. His services will 
be held, blah, blah, blah...Whoa. 
Accident, Crys. We’re in the clear.

Crystal breathes in sharply, her eyes widen. 

CRYSTAL
Go to our YARF page. 

P.J. pulls it up. 

Crystal’s eyes flick through it quickly, then she points, to 
another recent negative review. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
There. Him. 

P.J.
Wait. What? You just want to go 
around killing people now? 

CRYSTAL
—No! Not killing people—
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P.J.
—I was just trying to get my money 
back, and things got out of hand—

CRYSTAL
—just threatening. Changing their 
reviews. We can do it. We’ll just 
make a better plan this time. Come 
on, P.J. Please.    

There is hope and excitement in Crystal’s pleading eyes. 

EXT. FAT MAN’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

Fat Man opens the door to the smiling faces of Crystal and 
P.J. They hold up to-go bags from Waffles. 

FAT MAN
I didn’t order delivery. Unless I 
butt-dialed it...

He takes out his phone to check it. 

P.J.
No, sir. These are free samples of 
some of our best products. We’d 
like you to try them. 

FAT MAN
What’s the catch?

Crystal steps forward into his apartment. 

CRYSTAL
No catch. 

INT. FAT MAN’S APARTMENT - A LITTLE WHILE LATER

Fat Man sits at his computer desk, nude and crying. His arms 
are tied behind him with rope and his mouth is full of 
waffles. P.J. holds a gun to his temple. 

His computer is of course open to YARF. 

Crystal and P.J. both wear plastic gloves. P.J. so she can 
keep force-feeding Fat Man waffles samples, Crystal so she 
can type on his computer — changing not only the negative 
review for Waffles but also for other places. 

P.J. plugs another waffle into Fat Man’s mouth even though it 
is stuffed to the brim, and continues her torturous rant.
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P.J.
(to Fat Man)

How can you ever complain about 
food??! You obviously eat anything 
that gets in your way! Where’s your 
girlfriend? Did you eat her? Oh, 
wait, I bet you don’t have a 
girlfriend. How would you even be 
able to find your dick to stick it 
in her? You can’t even see it!

She stuffs another wad into his mouth. Fat Man cries harder. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
That’s right. Cry away. Boo-hoo. By 
the end of this, you’re never going 
to want to eat again. I’m going to 
make your throat so raw you’ll—

Crystal, typing slowly, pausing often in her search for 
positive words about THE CHEESECAKE FACTORY stops completely 
and stands up. 

CRYSTAL
P.J. Hey, PEEJ! 

P.J. stops her torture and straightens up to face Crystal.

P.J.
What? 

They step away from their victim to have a conference. 

The Fat Man, with the build-up of tears and snot and waffles, 
begins to choke. They don’t notice. 

CRYSTAL
Could you tone it down a little? 
I’m trying to write this positive 
review for The Cheesecake Factory, 
and it’s really hard. 

The Fat Man struggles, trying to heimlech himself against the 
edge of the desk. 

P.J.
No, I can’t tone it down a little. 
I want to make this guy regret all 
his life decisions. How many of 
those do you have to write anyway? 

It’s not working. He’s turning from red to blue. 
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CRYSTAL
I’m just trying to cover our 
tracks, like John said. 

P.J.
I know, but I’m not Guantanamo Bay. 
I can’t torture this guy forever. 

Fat Man makes one last choking noise before his head clunks 
down against the computer keyboard, sending a spray of 
“Mmmmmmmmmmmm” across Crystal’s review. 

Crystal and P.J. look over. Fat Man is dead. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Shit. 

INSERT: They untie his hands, and place them both up on the 
desk, holding waffles. 

EXT. FRAT HOUSE - NIGHT 

Crystal and P.J. walk up to a house on a nearby college 
campus where a FRAT PARTY rages inside.  

INT. FRAT HOUSE - LIVING ROOM 

Crystal and P.J. jostle their way through DRUNK DANCERS — 
BROS and HOT GIRLS who look at them suspiciously. 

CRYSTAL
You seen Justin? 

A DUDE frowns at her. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
I got the shit he ordered. 

Drugs. That’s the magic word. The Dude nods toward a door in 
the back. 

INT. FRAT HOUSE - BASEMENT - A MOMENT LATER

Locking the door behind them, they descend stairs into a 
basement empty except for two frat brothers, JUSTIN and BRO, 
who are huddled around a computer, smoking weed and laughing 
hysterically at something on-screen.  

That something is Justin having sex with a DRUNK GIRL. 
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JUSTIN
What do you think? Should I put it 
on PornHub or YouPorn? 

BRO
Why not both? 

JUSTIN
Yeah, dude. She’s going to fucking 
flip out.

They laugh again, but a creak on the stairs makes them turn.

They sit up, angry and paranoid, as Crystal and P.J. enter.

JUSTIN (CONT’D)
What the fuck are you doing? 

Crystal, upon seeing the intimidating bros, seems a little 
hesitant, so P.J. steps forward wearing a smirk. 

P.J. 
We’re here for the party. 

JUSTIN
Bullshit. Who let you in? 

BRO
Yeah, only 10s or higher here. 

JUSTIN
(to Bro)

Escort them out. 

The Bro lazily rises and turns P.J. around by her waist. He 
checks out her ass and pats it as he does so.  

BRO
(to Justin)

Actually, this one ain’t too bad. 

Then he hears the cock of the gun near his temple and turns 
to find Crystal pointing one at him. 

CRYSTAL
Sit. Down. 

The Bro sits slowly back down on the desk beside Justin, who 
grips the arms of his chair, white-knuckled.  

JUSTIN
(to Bro)

It’s okay, dude. Just stay calm. 
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Crystal trains the gun on Justin, aiming it first at his head 
and then at his dick. 

CRYSTAL
How about first, we delete the 
revenge porn and then we take a 
look at your YARF account. 

JUSTIN
Okay. Yeah, whatever. Look, if you 
need money, my dad has—

CRYSTAL
—Just pull up your fucking YARF!

Justin winces and does what she says. 

Crystal lowers the gun and her voice. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
See, that. 

She points to his 1 hamburger review of Waffles. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
That place is mine. And you don’t 
get to have any say in it. 

JUSTIN
What? It’s just an opinion. It’s 
not... I mean, it’s a free country. 

BRO
Yeah. What happened to the customer 
is always right? 

Crystal whips the gun toward him again and he swallows, hard. 

P.J. 
(wryly)

You’ve obviously never worked in 
food service.

CRYSTAL
And if you’ve never been one of us, 
who are you to judge?

Crystal puts the gun on Justin again, who places his fingers 
on the keyboard, ready to write. 

A beat. 

JUSTIN
Okay. What do you want me to write? 
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CRYSTAL
You know what? Just delete it. I 
don’t want to be associated with 
you at all.  

He deletes his review of Waffles. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Great. Thanks. 

She lowers the gun. 

BRO
That’s it? 

P.J. pulls out her phone and snaps a photo of Justin’s face 
and then Bro’s face. 

P.J. 
That’s it. 

P.J. pats Bro on the shoulder. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
You can go back to fucking bitches 
and hoes. But if you ever tell 
anyone we were here— 

She gestures to the photos on her phone. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
—let me just say, I’m really good 
at Photoshop. And you’re not the 
only ones getting off on revenge. 

Both she and Crystal turn to walk away. 

JUSTIN
Can I just ask why you care so much 
about pancakes or whatever? 

The women turn around again. 

CRYSTAL
It’s Waffles. And...you ever feel 
like you were made for something? 

BRO
Yeah, fucking bitches and hoes. 

He directs a chuckle at P.J. 

CRYSTAL
There you go. 
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They try to turn and walk away again. 

BRO
You sure you don’t want to stay? Or 
at least your little friend and her 
sweet ass? 

JUSTIN
Shut up, bro. They’re obviously a 
couple of dykes. I’ll find you 
someone hotter. 

Crystal whips around and aims her gun again. 

CRYSTAL
We’re not dykes. And there’s no one 
hotter than P.J. 

And with that, she shoots Justin and his Bro in their heads.

They are both dead. 

Crystal looks at the scene with a kind of pride. 

P.J. sighs and takes the gun from her. She wipes off the 
fingerprints with a nearby football rally towel. 

Then she tiptoes over to the dead bodies, and places the gun 
into the hands of Justin. 

Crystal gently rearranges the head of the Bro to make it 
plausible that the bullet trajectory came from Justin. 

They study the scene and nod in satisfaction. 

Then P.J. nods to Justin’s computer. 

P.J.
Do you want to put on some gay porn 
or something, complete the scene? 

CRYSTAL
Nah, too cliche. However...

She leans over to the computer.

INT. FRAT HOUSE - BASEMENT - A MOMENT LATER

ANGLE ON COMPUTER: On Justin’s YARF, Crystal has left a 
positive review for something simply titled “GUN.” 

“Great murder weapon. Think I’ll also use it for suicide.”
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INT. FRAT HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - A MOMENT LATER

Crystal and P.J. dance their way back through the crowd to 
the front door. The bass of the music is so loud no one has 
noticed a thing. 

EXT. FANCY SUBDIVISION - NIGHT

P.J.’s car enters a cul-de-sac of new, enormous houses. 

EXT. FANCY HOUSE - NIGHT

P.J. and Crystal stare up at the house of their next target, 
and P.J. offers a low, impressed whistle. 

P.J. 
I don’t know if these people will 
buy our YARF discount story. 

CRYSTAL
Trust me. Rich people are cheap. 
And if not...

Crystal checks the barrel of their second and final gun from 
John’s house, then sticks it in the duffel bag. 

INT. FANCY HOUSE - FOYER

At the chime of the doorbell, a glamorous older woman, 
SUZANNE, 40s, opens the door, bewildered by visitors.

SUZANNE
Sorry, I don’t need a personality 
test. 

She is about to close the door, but Crystal stops it. 

CRYSTAL
No, ma’am. We’re here from the 
website YARF. Do you use our 
service? 

SUZANNE
(hesitant)

Yes.

P.J. cuts in.
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P.J.
We’ve been having some security 
breaches in the system, and we want 
to make sure your account is safe. 

Crystal looks at P.J., impressed. P.J. smiles slightly. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Could we come in and check it out?

SUZANNE
Oh. I suppose so.

She opens the door wider and lets them into the large, 
impressive foyer. She begins to lead them toward her study. 

SUZANNE (CONT’D)
I’m impressed that you all make 
house calls. Usually these websites 
are so impersonal. 

CRYSTAL
I agree. 

SUZANNE
What are the security problems? 

Another girl appears on the stairs.

GIRL  
Suzanne? What’s going on?

When she steps into the light, we see it is Crystal’s ex-
girlfriend, Tracy.

Crystal has stopped walking and is staring at her ex. 

Tracy then recognizes Crystal too. 

TRACY
Crystal? What are you doing here? 

Suzanne and P.J. have stopped walking as well, glancing back 
and forth between the two. 

SUZANNE
You two know each other? These two 
young ladies are here on business—

TRACY
(to Crystal)

—You’re here about Waffles? 

Crystal still stares, dumbfounded, so P.J. chimes in quickly.
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P.J.
YARF, actually. 

TRACY
(to Crystal)

You gave up Waffles? 

Tracy descends the rest of the stairs and approaches Crystal, 
having eyes only for her. 

TRACY (CONT’D)
I told you not to try to find me. 

CRYSTAL
I didn’t! I’m not! I didn’t know 
you lived here. With...

She gestures to Suzanne. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
That was fucking fast. 

SUZANNE
Excuse me. 

TRACY
Crystal. Calm down. Let’s just talk 
about this, civilly.

P.J.
Yeah, how about I take care of 
business... 

P.J. takes the duffelbag from Crystal, then nods to Suzanne 
and the study, where she can see her computer. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
And you two spend some time to calm 
down and catch up. 

All four women consider this, and then assent. 

They split off: P.J. guiding Suzanne toward the study, while 
Suzanne looks over her shoulder, and Tracy guiding Crystal 
toward a guest bedroom, as Crystal looks back at P.J. 

INT. FANCY HOUSE - BEDROOM 

Tracy gets Crystal into a guest bedroom and closes the door 
behind her. They stare at each other for a moment. 

CRYSTAL
You’re with that old lady now? 
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TRACY
Suzanne has been very kind to me. 
I’ve known her for awhile. 

CRYSTAL
Jesus Christ. 

TRACY
She’s lonely, and when we were 
together, she would listen to me... 
complain about you. 

CRYSTAL
About me? 

TRACY
More about your obsess— your 
dedication to your work. But you 
left Waffles? After I left you?   

Tracy’s voice is gentle, and she begins to step toward 
Crystal. Crystal takes a step back. 

CRYSTAL
Maybe. What does it matter to you?

TRACY
It matters a lot. You matter a lot. 
I want to make sure you’re okay. I—

CRYSTAL
—I’m fine. Great, actually. 

TRACY
You look tired. You’re still 
working too much at this new place. 

Tracy reaches out to touch Crystal’s face, but Crystal knocks 
her hand away. 

CRYSTAL
No. 

Crystal steps back, but she can’t go further. She’s up 
against the bedroom wall. 

TRACY
I didn’t mean it like that. You 
look like you’ve lost weight. You 
look good. But then again, you 
always look good to me. 

Tracy reaches out to touch her hips. 
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CRYSTAL
Stop it. Your girlfriend’s going to 
walk in. 

But Crystal doesn’t push away Tracy’s hands this time.

TRACY
She’s not my girlfriend. You’re...

But the words trail off as she begins to kiss Crystal’s neck. 

CRYSTAL
(quietly)

Stop it. 

But she doesn’t resist. 

TRACY
I still think about you.

Tracy sticks her fingers into Crystal’s mouth, then takes 
them out and slides that hand down the front of Crystal’s 
pants. Crystal gasps. 

She grabs Tracy’s wrist to stop her...But she hasn’t been 
touched in awhile...Her grip loosens...

INT. FANCY HOUSE - STUDY 

Suzanne is at her computer, reading glasses perched on the 
end of her nose, perfectly manicured nails ready to type. 

P.J.
Like this here. 

She points to Suzanne’s negative review of Waffles. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I’m sure you didn’t write this. 
This had to be a hack. 

P.J. digs into her duffel bag and pulls out a flashdrive with 
a long wire — something “technical” in order to appear 
official — and plugs it into Suzanne’s USB port. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Let me just plug this in here. This 
will run some diagnostics. 

She pulls out her cell phone as if to check the data.
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SUZANNE
No, I did. I went there and it was 
just awful. The boy at the front 
was so rude and the food was burnt. 

P.J.
Really? I’ve never had that 
experience; I eat there all the 
time. It’s really delicious. 

P.J. begins to walk around the room, holding her cell phone, 
but really just taking in all the photos and expensive knick-
knacks Suzanne possesses. 

PHOTOS of Suzanne at The Kentucky Derby, on some red carpet, 
lounging in The Hamptons. 

SUZANNE
Wait. Waffles sounds familiar. 
Isn’t that the place where...?

P.J.
What? 

SUZANNE
Oh, never mind. I must be mistaken.

Suzanne pretends to busy herself scrolling through her YARF 
page, but she sneaks a suspicious glance up as P.J. circles 
her room. 

P.J.
Ah. Well, it’s really too bad about 
the manager there...

P.J. studies the modern art paintings, fingers a small gold 
sculpture of woman on the mantel. 

INT. FANCY HOUSE - BEDROOM - SIMULTANEOUS

Tracy pushes Crystal onto the bed. 

TRACY
You know all I ever wanted was you. 

She climbs on top of Crystal and begins to kiss her. 

TRACY (CONT’D)
Your attention, your love. But you 
gave it all to that stupid job. I’m 
so glad you’re done with all that. 

Through the fog of lust, Crystal frowns at this monologue. 
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SUZANNE (O.S.)
What about the manager?

INT. FANCY HOUSE - STUDY - SIMULTANEOUS

P.J. at the mantel, turns back to Suzanne, who peers from 
behind her computer, waiting for juicy gossip. 

P.J.
Killed herself. 

Suzanne gasps. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I don’t know for sure, but rumor 
has it that it was because of 
negative reviews like this. She was 
really sensitive about her work.

SUZANNE
How terrible.

P.J. mock hangs her head. 

P.J.
I know. This website has gotten out 
of our control. It was supposed to 
be helpful, but now it’s a place 
for bullies. The worst kind. 
Faceless cowards. People hiding 
behind their screens. Not even 
stepping out to fight IRL.  

SUZANNE
I feel so bad now. Like I should 
delete this. So it’s not, like—

P.J.
—floating in cyberspace, forever, 
like a grave-marker. 

A distant MOAN of some sort makes P.J. perk up. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Let me just go check on my 
colleague. Why don’t you work on a 
positive review for Waffles? Make 
yourself feel better.

Suzanne nods obediently and gets to work as P.J. exits. 
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INT. FANCY HOUSE - BEDROOM - A MOMENT LATER

P.J. opens the door to find Crystal on her back, struggling 
on the bed, as Tracy tries to pull down her pants.

When Tracy looks up at P.J.’s intrusion, Crystal is able to 
break free, climb off the bed, and run to P.J.’s side. 

CRYSTAL
P.J. Thank god. 

Tracy, spurned, on the bed, twists around to her side, and 
breathless, frowns at them. 

TRACY
What? So you’re with this little 
piece of trash now—

But before she can finish the thought, P.J. pulls out the gun 
and shoots her dead. 

It’s Crystal’s turn to gasp and hide her eyes. 

INT. FANCY HOUSE - FOYER - A MOMENT LATER

P.J. and Crystal turn to exit the bedroom, and see, across 
the foyer, Suzanne exiting the study, baffled and angry. 

SUZANNE
What have you two done? 

P.J. shoots. She scores. Suzanne goes down. 

Crystal pulls at P.J.’s hand.

CRYSTAL
Let’s go. 

But P.J. makes her way across the foyer and looks down into 
Suzanne’s open, unblinking eyes. 

Then she steps over her body into the study. 

INT. FANCY HOUSE - STUDY - CONTINUOUS

P.J. unplugs her flashdrive from Suzanne’s computer. 

Then she checks the YARF page. Suzanne has logged out, so 
they can’t change any other reviews. 

P.J. 
Shit. 
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Crystal hovers in the doorway. 

CRYSTAL
What?

P.J.
Nothing. 

P.J. hurries to the mantel and grabs the gold sculpture she 
studied earlier, stuffs it in her duffel bag and heads out.

INT. P.J.’S CAR - A MOMENT LATER

P.J. speeds through the night, determined. 

Crystal in the passenger seat is less so. Shaking. 

P.J. glances over. She reaches out and takes Crystal’s hand. 

CRYSTAL
Why? Why did we have to...She 
didn’t need to...

P.J. 
There’s no way you got to kill 
those other dudes, and I let those 
pretty, privileged ladies live. 
Fuckers think they can do whatever 
the fuck they want. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - A LITTLE WHILE LATER 

Crystal bursts in first, followed by P.J. who shuts the door 
behind them. Crystal is still shaken; P.J. is calm, resolute. 

P.J.
What? What’s wrong?

CRYSTAL
I still don’t know. You...You just 
shot her. She wasn’t—

P.J. 
—I was protecting you! She was 
forcing herself on you and— 

CRYSTAL
—But she was my girlfriend. And 
you...I don’t know what you are. 

P.J. steps toward Crystal and kisses her. 
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Crystal gives into it for a moment, before pulling away. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
You don’t have to. 

P.J. 
I want to. 

P.J. holds Crystal’s forehead to hers. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I’ve never wanted anything more. 

They kiss again, this time mutually passionate. 

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - A FEW MINUTES LATER

P.J. goes down on Crystal as Crystal tells her what to do.

INT. P.J.’S HOUSE - LATE MORNING 

Crystal and P.J. awake in each other’s arms. 

They blink slowly. Take each other in. Kiss. 

Then Crystal reaches over to the bedside table for her phone. 

She looks at the time, and then bolts upward in bed. 

CRYSTAL
Fuck!

INT. P.J.’S CAR - A FEW MINUTES LATER

P.J. speeds to work. Crystal puts her shoes on in the 
passenger seat. 

CRYSTAL
I’ve never been so late to work in 
my entire life. Oh god, I hope 
Loretta’s not there or we’re toast. 

P.J.
It’ll be fine.

P.J. slows down to turn into the Waffles’ parking lot. 

EXT. WAFFLES RESTAURANT - SIMULTANEOUS 

But the parking lot is full — of police cars.
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INT. P.J.’S CAR - SIMULTANEOUS 

P.J. slows to gawk. 

CRYSTAL
Shit! Keep going!!

P.J. speeds up and drives past. 

EXT. WAFFLES NEIGHBORHOOD - A FEW MINUTES LATER

From a nearby street, Crystal and P.J. peer down into the 
Waffles parking lot. 

Most of the COPS seem to be standing around, waiting, but two 
of them are interviewing a very harried Loretta. 

After a bout of explanation by Loretta, the Cops put her in 
handcuffs and hustle her into the back of a squad car. 

Crystal and P.J. look at each other in horror.

EXT. 5 HIGHWAY - ROADSIDE DINER - LATER THAT AFTERNOON 

Up I-5, a lonely diner for truckers and travellers sits off a 
dusty exit ramp.

INT. ROADSIDE DINER - AFTERNOON 

Crystal and P.J. sit in a booth with cups of coffee and 
untouched food. Crystal’s head is in her hands. 

There are only a couple other customers, TRUCKER types.

Two WAITRESSES stand behind the counter, gossiping to pass 
the time. 

WAITRESS 1
Then he proceeded to try, very 
aggressively, to get my number. And 
I was like, bitch, please, I’m just 
nice to you cause I want tips. 

A small TELEVISION in the corner plays the LOCAL NEWS.

P.J. stares at it idly, until...

She taps Crystal’s hands and points up at the TV. 

ANGLE ON TV: A local news afternoon talk show with a brightly-
colored set.  
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REPORTER 1 reads into camera. A GRAPHIC stating YARF KILLERS 
pops up beside his head.  

REPORTER 1
..the string of seemingly unrelated 
deaths became suspicious when 
authorities discovered that the 
last thing each of the deceased did 
was log into their YARF accounts 
and change some of their reviews. 
Police are now questioning 
employees and owners of local 
restaurants and businesses to 
determine a pattern. We’ll keep you 
abreast of this developing story.

The screen cuts to a 2-shot and REPORTER 2 frowns. 

REPORTER 2
Sounds like some crazy vigilantes 
trying to defend their workplace. 
Perhaps they should learn to take 
constructive criticism.  

REPORTER 1
Perhaps we could use a little bit 
of their dedication around here. 

He laughs at his own passive-aggressive joke. 

REPORTER 2
I don’t think we should joke about 
murder. 

REPORTER 1
I don’t know. We’re pretty immune 
to it here, wouldn’t you say? 

ANGLE ON RESTAURANT: As the Reporters continue to squabble on 
the TV, the Waitresses begin to comment on the news story, 
and P.J. and Crystal can’t help but listen in. 

WAITRESS 1
That’s crazy. Can you imagine if we 
chased down all the assholes we’ve 
had come in here and just started 
hacking them up? 

WAITRESS 2
Good for them. I hate that website. 
It’s like only the stupidest people 
use it. You can tell — they can’t 
even spell. But they can bring down 
our rating. 
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WAITRESS 1
That’s democracy. 

WAITRESS 2
Fuck democracy. This country’s full 
of idiots. 

WAITRESS 1
You should write that down. Those 
are great lyrics for our band. 
(sings) “Fuck democracy. This 
country’s full of idiots.”  

P.J. and Crystal stare at each other wide-eyed. 

P.J.
We can’t ever go back now. 

CRYSTAL
But Waffles...I can’t just leave 
it. It’s my...responsibility. 

Crystal’s eyes fill with tears.

P.J.
Forget it. We’ll start a new life, 
find something new. 

CRYSTAL
But where? How? That was the one 
place I ever felt...right. 

P.J.
Hey, you’re right with me. 

Crystal tries to smile and pull it together. 

CRYSTAL
I’m sorry. I know I’m supposed to 
be in charge. 

P.J.
Don’t worry. Waffles may have been 
your responsibility, but now I’m 
going to look out for you.

She reaches across the table and squeezes Crystal’s hand. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I’ve got an idea. Some people I 
know up in the Bay. Friends of my 
ex-stepmom’s. They were always 
super sweet to me. We’ll go there 
for now. Lay out a plan. 
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EXT. PAWN SHOP - AFTERNOON 

Dusty road. Neon sign. Barred windows. 

INT. PAWN SHOP - A MOMENT LATER

CLOSE-UP of counter top: P.J. passes off the gold sculpture 
she stole from the Fancy House. Gets several twenty-dollar 
bills in return.

INT. P.J.’S CAR - A WHILE LATER 

The two women ride with the windows down, hair blowing in the 
wind, serious looks on their faces.

EXT. OAKLAND - A WHILE LATER

They enter the Bay Area. The SIGHTS and SCENES of Oakland.

INT. JIM & JANE’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - EVENING

A second-story corner bedroom of an old Victorian house. 
Adorable, neat, with a great view of the street outside. 

Crystal and P.J. have dropped their bags and are staring 
around, in awe. 

A KNOCK on the door and a middle-aged woman with Bay Area 
sophistication (half-hippie, half-chic) and a big smile, 
JANE, 50s, enters the room, her arms extended to P.J. 

JANE
Patricia Jo. 

She wraps P.J. in a big hug before holding her at arms-length 
to study her. 

JANE (CONT’D)
I can’t believe you’re here. You’ve 
gotten so big. Grown into a woman. 

P.J. 
Sorry to barge in on you like this. 

JANE
No! When Jim told me you were here, 
I was so happy. 

JIM, 50s, with a kindly professorial salt-and-pepper look, 
stands behind Jane in the doorway. 
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P.J. 
This is my friend, Crystal. 
Girlfriend actually. 

Crystal blushes, then reaches out to shake Jane’s hand. 

CRYSTAL
Thanks for having us. 

JANE
Nice to meet you! What is it that 
brought you here? Jim mentioned 
something about community service? 

P.J. 
Sort of. We’re travelling around 
Northern California for this little 
company. It’s really trying to 
promote anti-bullying policies, you 
know. It’s not great money—

She gestures to her and Crystal’s disheveled looks. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
—but it just feels right. 

JANE
Of course. That’s so wonderful. 
Well, you can stay as long as you 
like here—

P.J.
—It should just be a couple days. 
Our other accommodation fell 
through, so— 

JANE
—Well, I’m glad you ended up on my 
doorstep. Since your visit is so 
brief, you have to let me and Jim 
show you a little bit of fun while 
you’re here. 

JIM 
We have a dinner tonight at TuRaun. 
You all are more than welcome to 
join if you’re free. 

JANE
Oh yes, do come. You can meet our 
friends. Some of them have kids in 
school, and I’m sure they’d love to 
hear about your anti-bullying 
campaign. 
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And you’ll taste some of the most 
delicious food the Bay Area has to 
offer. 

P.J. and Crystal nod enthusiastically.

INT. SAN FRANCISCO RESTAURANT - THAT NIGHT 

Casual-fine-dining, with a bar and a hip, bustling 
atmosphere. GUESTS drink, laugh, talk over each other. 

Neither Crystal nor P.J. have ever been in a restaurant this 
fancy before. It’s dark, flashy, exciting. And nearly 
overwhelming to their small-town senses. 

They sit at a table with Jim, Jane, and four FRIENDS. The 
Friends too are sophisticated, but engaging and generous. 
They take interest in Crystal and P.J., include them in 
conversation, even if the topics go a over their heads. 
Crystal and P.J. watch, nod, and smile, fascinated by it all. 

Jane finishes up a funny story...

 JANE
...so from then on, Jim was just 
like Pavlov’s dog when he heard the 
ring tone. 

JIM
Just drooling. 

Everyone laughs. 

FRIEND 1
You know, I was teaching Butler in 
class the other day—

JIM
—Oh boy—

Jane hits him playfully on the shoulder. 

FRIEND 1
—and I had this one student, much 
like Jim, who could not, for one 
minute, let go of his own ideas and 
consider the possibility of another 
point of view.

More laughter at Jim’s expense, though he too, good-
naturedly, joins in. 
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FRIEND 1 (CONT’D)
But this kid was very much in the 
nature as opposed to nuture camp. 
He kept saying: “But we’re all 
animals. It’s all instinct. Who I’m 
attracted to. My sex. Who I want to 
have sex with.” And this other 
student spoke up and said: “But we 
only make that argument to excuse 
our bad behavior in the realm of 
sexual attraction and fucking. No 
one would accept that excuse if you 
murdered someone. ‘Like, oh he’s 
just an animal.’ No, we’d be like: 
he’s a human, let’s lock him up.” 

Crystal and P.J. exchange glances, for the first time, 
uncomfortable. 

Under the table, P.J. reaches out to hold Crystal’s hand. 

JIM
Right, society has created rules 
for our behavior. 

JANE
But that’s exactly it. Butler 
encompasses all that. What she’s 
saying is that animal, human, 
robot, whatever, we’re all 
programmed by our society to follow 
these rules, to act in our assigned 
roles. You may think you have these 
instincts, desires, choices, but it 
is only the illusion of choice. 
We’re all just following along.

JIM
Following who? 

JANE
They, I suppose. 

JIM
Ah, the big bad they.

Another round of good-humored, intellectual chuckling. 

The manager of the restaurant, DMITRI, approaches the table. 

DMITRI
Don’t mean to interrupt. Jane, Jim. 
How is everything this evening? 

82.



JANE
Fantastic as always. Dmitri, I’d 
like you to meet my friends P.J. 
and Crystal. They’re visiting from 
out of town. Dmitri is the general 
manager of TuRaun. 

Dmitri shakes hands with them both. 

DMITRI
Very pleased to meet you. Did you 
all enjoy everything? 

CRYSTAL
I think this is the best thing I’ve 
ever eaten. And I eat a lot.

Dmitri chuckles. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
I’m actually a restaurant manager 
too. Or, was. I loved it.  

DMITRI
Ah, it is the best of times and the 
worst of times, but I’m addicted to 
the rush. What’s your restaurant 
called? 

CRYSTAL
Oh, I doubt you’ve heard of it. 
Just a little place, south of here. 

DMITRI
Well, in any case, I’ll give you 
the manager discount. 30% off. We 
take care of our own in San 
Francisco. 

CRYSTAL
Thank you so much. 

A BARTENDER flags down Dmitri. 

DMITRI
(to the table)

Excuse my quick visit. Duty calls.

JANE
Nice to see you. 

As he walks away, Crystal turns in awe to Jane. 
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CRYSTAL
That was so nice. 

JANE
That’s traditional here. San 
Francisco is a restaurant industry 
town. Everybody looks out for 
everybody. Jim here is part-owner 
of a wine bar, and everywhere he 
goes in the city, he gets a 
discount on booze. 

Jim raises his old-fashioned glass. 

JIM
Which is great for an old alcoholic 
like me. 

Everyone at the table laughs and cheers their drinks. 

INT. JIM & JANE’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER THAT NIGHT

Crystal and P.J. lounge in the dark living room with Jim and 
Jane, all a little drunk. They’re still laughing together.

JIM
I think it’s about time for us to 
hit the hay. But we often like to 
partake in a little...

He opens a nearby drawer and pulls out a joint and a lighter. 

JIM (CONT’D)
If you’d like to join us. 

He lights up and takes a toke.

P.J.
You guys are the coolest. 

JANE
For old people, you mean. 

Jane receives the joint from Jim and inhales deeply. 

CRYSTAL
I want to be just like you when I 
grow up. 

P.J.
Too late, you’re already grown up. 

Crystal hits her playfully on the shoulder, and P.J. laughs.
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Jane passes the joint on to P.J.

JANE
I think you guys are doing great. 
It’s a tough job market out there. 
But at least you have each other. 

Crystal and P.J. look at each other, affectionately.

Jane and Jim look at each other, lovingly.

JANE (CONT’D)
Okay. 

She slaps her lap and stands up, then grabs Jim’s hand to 
help him up too. 

JANE (CONT’D)
You ladies stay up as long as you 
like. These old fogies need rest. 

Everyone calls their good nights, then Jim and Jane make 
their way up the stairs, and leave P.J. and Crystal alone 
with the joint and the dark. 

They smoke for a moment in the quiet. 

CRYSTAL
I wish I could stay here forever. 
In this life. 

P.J.
We can’t though. 

P.J. leans forward, the weed making her antsy. Crystal is in 
a more meditative state. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
I figure we’re one step ahead of 
the police. But if they connect 
your ex-ex-girlfriend with you and 
then you with Waffles and then 
Waffles with me—

CRYSTAL
(high, mostly to self)

—I can’t remember if I had you fill 
out new employee paperwork—

P.J.
—and then they track my car, 
they’ve got us. 
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So I say we trade my car for some 
other dump, and get out of here 
before Jane and Jim become 
involved. There’s no way in hell 
I’m letting them get hurt, or find 
out who we really are. 

CRYSTAL
(high, considering)

Who we really are...

P.J.
But I think we need to do one last 
thing. Whether we get caught or 
not, we can’t leave it like this: A 
few accidental deaths, a blip on 
the radar. No one’s learned 
anything....A couple things at 
dinner tonight got me thinking. You 
know how they were saying 
everyone’s just programmed? I 
started thinking it’s not really 
these stupid people’s fault that 
they’re using YARF. They’re 
programmed to. It’s YARF’s fault. 
We gotta go to the source. 

She pulls Jane’s iPad or tablet out of the sofa cushions 
beside her. 

The screen opens to a map and a pinpoint on the YARF 
headquarters. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
YARF. It’s right here in the Bay. 
We go. We destroy it. Then 
everybody’s free. What’d they say 
at dinner about the restaurant 
industry? Everybody helps everybody 
here, right? We’ll be helping 
everybody. And then we’ll run. Go 
start a life in a place with new 
names and lax gun laws. 

Crystal, mute, begins to nod, staring at the screen and the 
glowing goal of the YARF headquarters.  

EXT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - MORNING 

Modern building in the no-man’s-land of an office park.
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INT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - MORNING 

The space has that classic start-up vibe with an open floor 
plan, lots of metal, glass, and red paint accents, plus 
office toys — standing desks, exercise balls, hoverboards. 

There is even a PUTT-PUTT GREEN at one end of the office and 
one of those GLASS FIRE PITS in the center. 

Crystal and P.J. pass the front desk where the RECEPTIONIST 
sits, trying to stride by like they belong here. 

RECEPTIONIST
Excuse me? Who are you here to see?

P.J. 
Oh, we work here. 

RECEPTIONIST
I’ve never seen you before. 

P.J.
We’re new, but we met, right? I’m 
Jo, and this is—

Crystal is caught off-guard.

CRYSTAL
—Crys...ten. Kristen. 

P.J.
(to receptionist)

And you’re Sssss...Cccc...

RECEPTIONIST
Rachel. 

P.J.
Right. Sorry. I recognize faces, 
but I’m like the Criss Angel of 
names. One minute it’s here and the 
next minute, poof, it’s gone. 

P.J. chuckles at her own joke, but the receptionist is still 
not receptive. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
So, we’ll just be going in.

RECEPTIONIST
I’m sorry, but I don’t recognize 
your face — I must be like The Man 
Who Mistook His Wife for a Hat — 
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The receptionist chuckles at her own cultural reference, but 
upon seeing their blank faces—

RECEPTIONIST (CONT’D)
Oliver Sachs? 

P.J.
Oh, right. 

P.J. and Crystal force smiles, though P.J. sneaks a “what?” 
look at Crystal, who shrugs. 

RECEPTIONIST
—so I’ll need to see your I.D.s. 

P.J.
I don’t think we have those yet. 

She searches through her bag. 

But saved by the bell: A new group enters the office behind 
P.J. and Crystal: Four INTERNS from local universities. 

INTERN 1, a tall guy with glasses, a nerd developing into a 
handsome man, approaches the Receptionist. 

INTERN 1
Hi, uh, we’re the new interns? 
We’re here for the orientation? 

RECEPTIONIST
Of course. We were expecting you. 

The Receptionist rises to lead the interns in. 

P.J.
Yeah! That’s what I was trying to 
tell you. We don’t “work here, work 
here.” We’re here for the oreo- 
thing. 

RECEPTIONIST
Orientation? 

P.J.
Right. Couldn’t think of the word. 
It must be a hat, right? 

P.J. tries to nudge her in the ribs with an elbow, but the 
Receptionist dodges her. 

RECEPTIONIST
Fine. Follow me. 
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She leads them through the modern office space where a bunch 
of HIP 20-SOMETHING EMPLOYEES type at computers...

INT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

...into a floor-to-ceiling glass conference room.

The table is set with an iPad or tablet device at each chair.

RECEPTIONIST
Take a seat, and Skylar, our 
internship coordinator, will be 
right with you. 

Crystal, P.J., and the four interns sit down. 

The tall nerdy one stares at P.J.

INTERN 1
So, what school are you from? I go 
to Berkeley. 

P.J.
The School of Hard Knocks. 

Intern 1 laughs, but P.J. just stares at him, deadpan. 

Crystal, meanwhile, can’t take her eyes off of INTERN 2, a 
beautiful, androgynous, gender-neutral person. 

Intern 2 glances at her then looks away uncomfortably; 
Crystal is gaping, open-mouthed; she wants to ask...but... 

The conference room door swings open and SKYLAR, the 
internship coordinator, one of those white, privileged, 
traditionally handsome men who tries not to float by on his 
good looks, but reads The New Yorker and wears Toms Shoes and 
goes to volunteer in Haiti on summer breaks, enters and beams 
his beautiful smile and talks with inspirational enthusiasm. 

SKYLAR
Hey, guys! We’re so glad to have 
you here at YARF. Congratulations 
on being hand-chosen for these 
coveted internship positions. 

A screen behind him lights up with a fancy Powerpoint 
presentation. Images swirl and GIFs dance as he speaks. 
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SKYLAR (CONT’D)
During this semester, you will be 
able to work in each of our 
departments: Accounts, Creative, 
Design, Management, and Strategy. 
You will then be assigned to a 
specific department to help launch 
a new business site and aid in 
their start-up. It’s going to be a 
lot, but it’s also going to be a 
lot of fun. 

His eyes dart out into the office. 

SKYLAR (CONT’D)
Right now, I actually have to go 
take care of a little business 
myself, but take a look at those 
tablets in front of you. There’s a 
questionnaire for you to fill out 
so we can get to know you and your 
interests a little better. Take 
your time with it, and I’ll be 
right back. Oh, and those tablets 
are yours to keep. 

P.J. and Crystal gasp. The other Interns frown at them. 

SKYLAR (CONT’D)
And later on, I’ll let you play 
with the office VR set. 

He winks and exits. 

INT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - KITCHEN - A FEW MINUTES LATER 

During a break, P.J. and Crystal huddle together in the 
overstocked kitchen. 

P.J. clutches her tablet to her chest; Crystal tries to eat 
some high-fiber energy granola bar.

They peer out at the rest of the office. The hip employees 
are at work. The other interns chat by the fire pit.  

P.J. 
So. 

CRYSTAL
So. 

P.J. looks at Crystal; Crystal looks at P.J. 

90.



P.J.
What do you think? 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
You figured out a way in yet? 

P.J.
A way in? 

Crystal nods to the tablet P.J. holds. 

CRYSTAL
To the system. To destroy it. 

P.J.
Jesus, Crystal. That’s what you 
think I’m going to do? I’m good at 
computers, but I’m not a hacker. 
This programming is way too 
advanced for me. 

CRYSTAL
Well, we are in the internship 
program. You should learn the 
programming, then you can bring 
everything down from the inside. 

P.J.
But we’re not in the internship 
program. We can’t stick around here 
for days and weeks, pretending. 
We’ll get caught. 

Crystal pouts. 

CRYSTAL
You got us in here. What’s your 
master plan? 

P.J.
I kind of just thought...You’d see 
this place and start shooting. 

CRYSTAL
That was your plan? Bring your 
crazy girlfriend here and expect 
her to start mowing people down? 

P.J.
Well, it’s happened before.

CRYSTAL
Yeah, but—

They abruptly stop their hissing argument as Skylar enters 
the kitchen with his jaunty stride and his perpetual grin. 
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SKYLAR
Hey, guys. 

He goes to a cabinet and grabs an energy bar. 

SKYLAR (CONT’D)
Ten minutes ‘til we get back to it. 
Gotta boot up. I love these things. 
All organic but totally addictive. 

CRYSTAL
Totally. 

Crystal raises hers as Skylar strides back by them. 

SKYLAR
Ya’ll should come out and 
socialize. Trust me—

He gestures at the office. 

SKYLAR (CONT’D)
—our bark is more ostentatious than 
our bite. 

CRYSTAL
Be right there. 

Skylar gives a thumbs up and walks away. 

Crystal and P.J. continue their whispering argument. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
See. Everyone’s so nice here. I 
can’t just kill them. 

P.J. lets out a guttural groan and turns to slam her tablet 
onto the countertop. She braces herself against the sink. 

CRYSTAL (CONT’D)
Unless, you want to do the honors. 

P.J. breathes deeply. 

P.J. 
No. You’re right. (quietly) Fuck 
these fucking privileged fucks and 
their fucking manners. 

Looking around, P.J. notices a fire alarm on the wall. 

She looks into the sink and sees a dirty fork. 

She glances over to her side and eyes the microwave. 
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On the counter there is a remote with exposed batteries. 

Atop the refrigerator there is a roll of aluminum foil. 

P.J. grabs the fork, a battery, and rips off some foil. 

She throws all three into the microwave and hits cook. 

It doesn’t take long for the microwave to start popping and 
then for a small fire to explode inside. 

P.J. goes to the wall and pulls the fire alarm. 

The alarm begins to blare and lights begin to blink. 

All the hip employees in the office jump up in panic. 

SKYLAR
Grab anything portable and valuable 
and head to the parking lot!

Everyone exits quickly; Intern 1, who stumbles toward the 
door wearing a VR head-set like some sort of futuristic 
zombie, is the last one to be ushered out by Skylar. 

P.J. and Crystal hide in the kitchen while the microwave 
billows smoke.  

Once everyone else has evacuated, P.J. unplugs the microwave 
and, grabbing oven mitts, lifts it up and carries it through 
the door out into the office. 

P.J.
If we can’t destroy it from the 
inside, we can at least destroy it 
on the outside, right? 

She hauls off and throws the microwave into the office. 

It lands on the ground with an unceremonious thunk and the 
fire inside totally dissipates. 

P.J. (CONT’D)
Dammit. 

CUT TO:

INT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - OFFICE - A MOMENT LATER

P.J. tries with all her strength to push over the glass fire 
pit. Her feet slip and slide but she cannot budge it. 

Crystal stands watching her. 
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P.J.
Help me. 

INT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - OFFICE - A MOMENT LATER

Crystal holds a lighter up to one of the tablets, trying to 
light it on fire. A few black smudges, but it does not catch. 

Suddenly, on a delayed timer, the sprinklers begin to rain 
down from the ceiling. Nothing’s going to catch fire now. 

P.J. spots the putt-putt green.

P.J.
Screw it. 

She runs and grabs two putters and tosses one to Crystal. 

The two proceed to destroy every computer and screen in site. 

QUICK CUTS of: 

A PUTTER smashes a tablet. 

Bits of GLASS and PLASTIC fly through the air. 

A PUTTER hacks right into a screen showing the YARF homepage. 

P.J. and Crystal stand on the desks as the sprinklers rain 
down, wielding their golf clubs with unmerciful glee. 

Once all the screens have been destroyed, P.J. grabs a red 
sharpie and hurries to a blank white wall.  

Her finished message reads: “Democracy is bullshit. This 
place is full of idiots.” 

INT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - OFFICE - A MOMENT LATER

Crystal and P.J. stand, hands on hips, soaking wet, looking 
at their destructive handiwork, and nodding with pride.  

From outside, they hear the distant sound of a sirens. 

EXT. YARF HEADQUARTERS - PARKING LOT - A MOMENT LATER

The sound of sirens is louder now as P.J. and Crystal exit a 
side door of the building — still holding their golf clubs — 
and sneak into the group of their fellow interns and 
employees. 
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A few of the employees watch the windows of their office 
building worriedly, but the majority just stare at their 
phones and tablets. 

Only Intern 1 notices them slip into the group late.

INTERN 1
You’re all wet. Is that glass in 
your hair? 

P.J. dodges his outstretched hand and pulls out a piece of 
screen herself. 

P.J. 
Huh. I guess I should go back to 
that hair salon and complain. 

CRYSTAL
Nah, just write a bad review. 

They can’t help but start to laugh. 

They turn and walk away from the group.

INTERN 1
Hey, don’t you have work to do?

EXT. BAY AREA HILLSIDE - A FEW MINUTES LATER

The sirens grow fainter and the YARF headquarters building 
disappears behind a hill as they stride away. 

They stop and contemplate the view of the city before them, 
leaning on their golf clubs.  

Crystal turns to P.J., and the two share a kiss. 

CRYSTAL
Let’s go. We have work to do. 

EXT. HIGHWAY - AMERICAN COUNTRYSIDE - DAY 

In their new used car, Crystal and P.J. make their escape, 
driving off into the distance. 

THE END. 
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