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INT. LOWELL HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

CELIA LOWELL (24), a delicate-looking character dressed in 
dainty and feminine garb, is at the STOVE making PANCAKES. 
They are BURNING. She turns the stove FAN on.

Just as she is reaching for a spatula to turn a couple of 
them over, DREW LOWELL (28) appears in the large doorway, the 
other side of which the LIVING ROOM is sprawled out. Celia is 
oblivious. Suddenly, she turns and notices, looking straight 
at him.

CELIA
(hand to chest)

What’s the matter with you. Get 
louder shoes, will ya?

Drew laughs, getting a kick out of Celia’s reaction. Typical 
prankster brother. He gets a look at the pancakes.

DREW
You know your pancakes are burning?

(a beat)
Those are pancakes, right?

He inspects them further, picking one up as though it might 
pose a biohazard. Celia slaps his hand and returns the 
scorched edible to its rightful spot.

CELIA
They’re supposed to be like that. 
Mmmm. Nothin’ like Monday morning 
pancakes.

(a beat)
So today’s the big day; I assume 
you’re all ready. Thanks for taking 
the day off to do this, Drew.

She finishes up with the pancakes, wipes her hands on a dish 
cloth and hugs Drew. Drew stares into space as he ponders 
what Celia might be talking about.

DREW
... big day?

CELIA
I wish you were a girl so I could 
show my dress off to you, but in 
your eyes it would pretty much be 
the equivalent of my trying on a 
potato sack. You want to be my 
pretend-audience one more time, 
just to make sure it’s all in 
there?



As she says this she makes an energetic gesture in reference 
to her mind.

Meanwhile, it finally hits a zoned-out Drew.

DREW
(repeating)

Big day.
(forced and painful)

Yes! I would love to.

INT. LOWELL HOUSE - UPSTAIRS DEN - DAY

Celia clears her throat as she holds her CUE CARDS, and Drew 
casually sits on a GUEST BED, still trying to hide his 
cluelessness.

CELIA
(reading)

This is the only time in my life 
I’ve had such a magical opportunity 
to express myself. At least, up 
until this point. It’s thanks to 
your attendance and recognition 
today that I have the hope of this 
performance not being my last 
moment in the spotlight, a moment 
filled with utmost honor, and I 
could not be happier to be given a 
tribute for a cause so near and 
dear to my heart...

Celia’s voice fades out as we enter Drew’s inner ramblings. 
Drew continues to pretend to be all there, listening to 
Celia’s speech for the fiftieth time.

DREW (V.O.)
I wish she wouldn’t have to rely on 
these damn cue cards. She’s 
practiced this speech more times 
than I’ve cut my nails in my entire 
life. I’m more of a biter, what can 
I say. But the thing with Celia is 
that she doesn’t believe. It 
doesn’t even occur to her that 
maybe she can do this without the 
security blanket. It’s never even 
crossed her mind that she’s using a 
security blanket to start with...

Celia’s speech fades back in.
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CELIA
And so please bare with me as I 
dive into...

(noticing Drew’s state)
Damn it, Drew, I lost you again 
didn’t I? Ugh, I need more of a 
hook. I need pizazz.

(playfully)
Yes, I said pizazz. Tiene una 
problema con eso?

She cracks a goofy smile, trying to contain a self-indulging 
laugh by playing with her hair as a form of distraction.

BRIEF MONTAGE --

Celia is multitasking at the LOWELL HOUSE - making phone 
calls while writing things down, administrative stuff. Then, 
she’s at the LIBRARY, looking books up on the computer and 
making notes of their locations, then reading them in the 
aisles. Meanwhile:

DREW (V.O.)
It wasn’t her, or her lack of 
pizazz. The only thing wrong with 
Celia is her self-doubt. She and I 
should trade pieces of our 
personality one day, if that ever 
becomes possible. I bet it would do 
us a lot of good.

EXT. HOT TUB - NIGHT

Drew is doing what he does best -- relaxing (this time in a 
hot tub context) like there’s no tomorrow. Or like there’s 
tomorrow and then a million days to follow. He has a BEER in 
one hand. Hanging with his best friend SID HADLEY, about 
Drew’s age. Both of their eyes are closed as they mellow out.

DREW (V.O.)
What is it with brothers and 
sisters being so different anyway?

SID
So you’re just not gonna tell her?

DREW
No way I’m telling her right now.

SID
So when?
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DREW
Later.

SID
How much later?

DREW
What are you, six?

SID
Nah, more like Sid. Sid Hadley, at 
your service.

He stretches out his hand for a shake, which is 
unsurprisingly met with a dismissive slap from Drew.

DREW
Ah, shuddup.

Drew takes a long sip of his beer. Sid looks around.

SID
When did this place get so dead? 
Didn’t we start coming here for the 
girls?

(a beat)
Why do we still come here? There 
ain’t been a girl here for ages 
now.

DREW
If by ‘ages’ you mean since we made 
this our spot.

SID
What are you saying, we’re cursed? 
We’re deterrents?

DREW
Who knows. Damn it, the last thing 
she’d want to hear is that I’m out 
of a job, and that that’s the only 
reason I was home today. She still 
thinks it’s because I, Drew Lowell, 
actually remembered something that 
mattered to her. When, in fact, the 
parade thing totally slipped my 
mind.

(another sip)
I still don’t really know what that 
was about. Good thing all I had to 
do was stand there and look pretty 
in my suit.
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SID
Are we here to get our panties in a 
bunch or to chill out? You know 
what I think it is, Drew, is that 
damn Women’s Channel. You at it 
again aren’t you? Man, you know 
what those shows will do to a guy. 
It’s this whole sleeper effect, I’m 
telling you man. When my cousin 
ever flips that stuff on and I’m in 
the room, I say ‘sayonara’ quicker 
than you can say ‘man boobs.’ 
Though I’m starting to think she’s 
doing it more lately just to get me 
out of the house...

This has evidently just dawned on him for the first time.

INT. GROCERY STORE PRODUCE SECTION - NIGHT

Celia’s putting one too many APPLES in a BAGGIE, without 
inspecting for mushiness.

CELIA
Drew, tell me you’re joking... this 
is the last thing I wanna hear 
right now...

DREW
I knew it! Never going with Sid’s 
advice again. The Women’s Channel 
was going on about something 
stressing the importance of timing 
the other day. I knew they weren’t 
just talking out of their ass. 
Sid’s ass seems incapable of 
shutting up.

She hands him the BAGGIE as he gently places it in the CART.

CELIA
Don’t blame this on Sid, Drew. But, 
yeah, timing can be important.

She grabs another baggie and starts filling it with some 
other kind of fruit. You can tell she doesn’t like being 
upset with him.

CELIA (CONT’D)
It’s just -- this is going to be 
hard to put out of my mind. 
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I’m in the midst of prepping for 
this segment on PBS they’ve had me 
commit to, and all the other post-
parade singing stuff. It’s a 
tedious process. With winning comes 
great responsibility. I worry about 
you, bro.

She pushes the CART away from the produce section.

DREW
Celia, dearest Celia, for the 
thousandth time would you like it 
if Spider-Man butchered one of your 
quotes? You know you’ve got a 
closet-ton of em.

CELIA
(indignantly but 
playfully)

Thus, I wouldn’t mind sharing one 
or two. Plenty to go around.

INT. GROCERY STORE - CANNED BEANS SECTION - CONTINUOUS

Celia selects a few cans while Drew works to remember where 
he left off.

DREW (V.O.)
Now where was I... oh yeah. Blaming 
Sid.

DREW
So then Sid said that you could 
actually grow man boobs from 
watching too much --

CELIA
(gently, slightly whiny)

Drew, enough! Look, Stewart is not 
pleasant. We really should have 
seen this coming. Who can forget 
the scene he caused when I finally 
managed to break up with him. Some 
of my friends will talk about how 
dysfunctional a guy will be while 
they’re dating, and then how great 
he is after. Both of us know he 
fails in both these departments.

DREW
Boyfriend - zero. Human being - 
zero.
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(he digresses...)
But a zero with money. That he gave 
me.

Celia rolls her eyes while inhaling sharply but slowly.

CELIA
We’re better off having him out of 
our lives entirely. It’s just the 
mere fact you’re out of a job right 
now -- but, I’ll deal with it.

DREW
(peppy)

You’re a trooper. A trooper who 
deserves to know the truth.

CELIA
(half-agreeing)

Another time would’ve been slightly 
less damaging, but yes. I’ll power 
through.

DREW
(with feeling)

If you need any help, I am willing 
to make it my full-time job to be 
of assistance. In lieu of a real 
one and all.

INT. SID’S “PAD” - NIGHT

Sid is doing some intense web-surfing. Drew is lying back on 
a FUTON playing with some kind of MAN TOY -- an RC car, or 
maybe just a mini basketball game.

SID
Here’s one: closed-captioning 
editor.

DREW
I am thankful I’m not qualified for 
that gig. Less guilt about not 
going for it.

He plays around some more with the toys. Sid skims through 
job listings some more.

SID
Okay last one... leasing 
consultant.
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A knock sounds at the door, prompting Sid to answer it. Upon 
opening it, he spots a GLITTERY ENVELOPE on his doorstep.

Drew’s curiosity is piqued at the silence.

Sid eyes the envelope suspiciously, then bends down to pick 
it up. He comes back with it while tearing it open.

SID (CONT’D)
Just this.

DREW
What is it?

SID
Well, it appears to be... a 
glittery envelope, my friend.

He finally gets it open and unfolds the letter that it had 
encased.

SID (CONT’D)
Uggghhh.

DREW
A glittery envelope bearing bad 
news? Incredulous!

SID
No, it’s just... Amber. From UMB.
Due to her stunning looks and 
lively personality, I remember 
wanting to ask her out in the past, 
but soon realized she encapsulates 
a modern-day ‘I Love Lucy’. Too 
much to handle, even as just a 
friend sometimes.

Sid scans the letter.

SID (CONT’D)
Aaaannnd to my lack of surprise, 
Amber strikes yet again.

DREW
A scheme she wants you in on, 
perchance?

SID
(as though common 
knowledge)

You know my dancing ability is 
limited.
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DREW
(thinking about it)

I guess? Though, you gotta admit, 
you’ve killed at DDR.

SID
Yeah, if you think back far enough. 
I’m too old for that stuff now.

DREW
She wants you to go dancing with 
her?

SID
(sighs)

Apparently she has landed herself 
into a bit of fame...

CUT TO:

INT. UNIVERSITY OF MEADOW BRIDGE - LIBRARY - DAY

TITLE: LAST WEEK

Amber is seated at a desk, with EARBUDS in. She’s actually 
studying! She gets “that feeling,” and slowly turns her head 
toward the bookshelves. She spots someone facing her from 
behind some books! It’s a MAN (30s), dressed in muted colors.

Amber squints with suspicion that he’s preying on her. After 
a few seconds, she yanks out her earbuds, gets up, and walks 
over.

AMBER
Just so you know, I’ve seen ‘To 
Catch a Predator’ just about a 
hundred times. So I know the signs. 
Do I need to call them up?

MAN
Stewart Reiner, talent agent at 
LSA. Have you ever performed in 
front of an audience?

He puts out his hand to shake.

AMBER
(with guard up)

I’m a decent dancer.

She finally decides to shake his hand.
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AMBER (CONT’D)
What’s it to you?

REINER
I’d be interested to see what you 
got, and maybe take you on if you 
prove to be more than just a pretty 
face.

AMBER
Why were you acting so creepy?

REINER
(shrugs)

It was something new I was trying. 
To catch you in your natural 
element.

AMBER
I don’t recommend sticking with it. 
Lawsuits come from that, y’know.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. SID’S “PAD” - NIGHT

Sid finishes reading the note.

SID
...and now she needs a dance 
partner. Wouldn’t wanna disappoint 
her, would you Drew?

DREW
This is actually the first time I’m 
hearing about the girl, need I 
remind you.

SID
She’s a charm, I swear.

DREW
Mmmm-hmmm. ‘I Love Lucy’ charming, 
supposedly. Not my type. Thanks 
though.

(a beat)
Dude, just help a pretty lady out. 
I’ve seen what you can do. I’m sure 
it would be a breeze for you. 
Remember...?

CUT TO:
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INT. ARCADE - DAY

TITLE: TWO YEARS AGO

Sid is going at it at DDR! A crowd is gathered. Then when 
everyone thinks he’s had enough, he picks up speed! It’s like 
time is fast-forwarding.

SID
(when he’s done)

I’m too old for this.

CUT BACK TO:

INT. SID’S “PAD” - NIGHT

DREW
So basically you were too old to 
get your groove on straight after 
coming out of the womb.

Sid tries to think of a comeback, and is left with nothing.

SID
Damn it, you and your demented 
logic. Fine, I’ll call her later 
tonight.

DREW
(playfully, overexcited)

Now!! Ye shall call her now! A 
gentleman doesn’t leave a lady 
wondering!

Sid glares at Drew and -- still glaring -- picks up the 
phone, dialing. While it rings, he silently mouths expletive-
like phrases to Drew.

It answers: an excited girly voice is heard.

SID
(on phone, cheerful)

Yeah, I just got it. Of course I 
can. Not gonna leave my friend 
hanging.

He waits, while more high-pitched chatter is thrown back at 
him.

SID (CONT’D)
(way too content-sounding)

Five days, sure, that’s nothing. 
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Alright, see you Tuesday. 
Congratulations by the way!

He hangs up, his fake jubilant expression quickly switching 
back to vexation as he looks at Drew.

INT. REINER’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM

Reiner is at his desk, working from home as he often does. He 
sits in front of a closed laptop and is going through his 
missed calls. Amber dominates the call list, at TWELVE calls.

Just as he’s going through his phone messages, his phone 
BUZZES. Surprise -- it’s Amber yet again. He presses ‘IGNORE’ 
nonchalantly and opens his laptop. An EXCEL SPREADSHEET 
consumes the screen. He closes it and opens his email.

At the top is an EMAIL from ‘AMBER THOMAS’ -- the subject 
line reads: ‘Backup dancer????? PLEASE call ASAP!?’

He clicks open the email, which reads:

‘Got a call today to confirm that I’m going to be a backup 
dancer for the parade segment? NOT what we talked about??? 
You ASSURED me it was a guaranteed spot. I tried you by phone 
a few times, no answer. Is this happening or is it not? I ned
to know so I can know whether to open my schedule again.

Xoxo
Amber’

The phone rings again! Reiner finally answers.

REINER
Reiner speaking.

Some phone chatter in response, for about eight seconds.

REINER (CONT’D)
(an awkward pause)

Alright, I’ll be frank with you; 
there is someone else - someone 
more experienced - set for your 
segment. No one just nabs this spot 
as a newcomer. But I can guarantee 
you she’s not going to show. You 
will definitely be performing. 
100%, alright? Just be grateful and 
stop asking questions. Now enough 
worrying about that. I need all 
your focus on your dance routine. 
How’s Sid doing?

12.

SID (CONT’D)



More phone chatter.

REINER (CONT’D)
Just what I want to hear. I’ll see 
you the day after tomorrow.

He hangs up and exasperatedly slicks his hair back, clearly 
alarmed by Amber’s persistence.

INT. LOWELL HOUSE - CELIA’S BEDROOM - DAY

Drew swings by, giving a quick knock on Celia’s open door.

DREW
Gonna hit the park for a jog. Nice 
day out. Wanna join?

Celia is sprawled out on her femininely-patterned BED, 
SKETCHING something. She looks up nonchalantly, then gives it 
a second to consider.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Celia catches up to Drew. Both are in JOGGING GEAR. Drew is 
making use of one of those exercise CONTRAPTIONS that sit 
alongside park pathways.

CELIA
(out of breath)

Hey, bro, I’ve been thinking.

She puts her hands on her hips and bows down to recover from 
an intense jog.

CELIA (CONT’D)
I know it would be weird but after 
giving it some thought, I’d really 
like to confront Stewart about 
letting you go. It’s bad enough 
what he was like during our 
relationship --

(as though the dumbest 
thing she ever did)

still no idea why I put up with the 
tool for four years! -- but now 
it’s like he’s taking back any of 
the favors he had done for us. I 
bet he’s mad at himself for landing 
me that show at Musicbox last year, 
too.

Drew stops his sweatfest for a second to address Celia.
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DREW
Who knows. But you should not have 
to be put in an uncomfortable 
position just because Reiner 
decided to be a dick again. Can’t 
let my lil’ sis do that.

CELIA
Drew, I dealt with it for all that 
time, what is one more meeting 
arguing with Stu and his massive 
ego? He needs to be reminded that 
he isn’t just gonna be able to get 
away with all his douche moves all 
the time.

DREW
I really don’t think it’s gonna
change anything, Ceel. But you’re 
the one with the personal tie to 
him, albeit in the past, so I guess 
if you think this is best. And 
o’course, looking back.... well, I 
wish I had slacked off on the job 
more. But what can you do.

Celia is lost in her own thought. She pats down her sweaty 
forehead with a small TOWEL.

CELIA
I think I’m done here. You?

DREW
Gonna wring out s’more pushups, 
meet ya back at the house.

He starts doing them and Celia takes off.

INT. LOWELL HOUSE - CELIA’S BEDROOM - DAY

A post-shower Celia lies on the bed by a lit LAMP, her head 
wrapped in a towel. She hesitates with a phone in her hand, 
but finally dials. It rings. And rings. Finally:

REINER (O.S.)
(weakly)

Reiner.

CELIA
Stu. It’s Celia.
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INT. REINER’S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Reiner is lying on his own bed, adjusting himself.

REINER
Yeah, that’s what the caller ID 
said. Could never be sure though.

CELIA
Uh, is this a bad time?

REINER
No, not at all. Just woke up from a 
nap.

He stacks pillows on top of each other, still accommodating 
himself.

REINER (CONT’D)
I was actually just about to call 
you.

CELIA
Really?

Celia is FIDGETING with anything she can find. She didn’t 
expect to be this nervous. She snaps herself out of it.

CELIA (CONT’D)
Look, I’m gonna get straight to the 
point. It’s about Drew. Why’d you 
do it?

There’s an awkward silence as Reiner tries to put his 
thoughts together.

REINER
I have an idea. Why don’t we 
discuss this over dinner tonight. 
I’ve actually been meaning to talk 
to you, just in general. I’d really 
love to see you.

It’s Celia’s turn to hesitate. But then:

CELIA
The Tide restaurant, seven.

REINER
Sounds good to me.

Celia hangs up quicker than she can bat an eye, trying not to 
think about what just happened.
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EXT. THE TIDE RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Celia shows up at the beach-side locale, well-dressed, to 
meet an equally-fashionable Reiner. He gets up and shakes her 
hand.

REINER
I have to ask... how hungry are 
you?

CELIA
Not really, to be honest.

REINER
You wanna take a walk to work up 
our appetite, so we can appreciate 
the food all that much more?

CELIA
That... sounds good.

The two walk off, with Reiner leading the way. They are 
walking through the PARKING LOT.

REINER
I forgot, I have extra jackets in 
my car. Didn’t know it’d be this 
chilly.

CELIA
Didn’t know we wouldn’t be in close 
proximity to heat lamps back there, 
either.

They reach Reiner’s CAR.

REINER
You still wanna go for the walk, 
right?

Reiner opens the TRUNK.

CELIA
(reassuring)

No, yeah.

She nods vigorously.

Reiner grabs a JACKET from inside the trunk, but just as he 
is draping Celia in it, he uses that exact moment to SHOVE 
her into the trunk! He slams it closed before she can gather 
her thoughts, and gets in the driver’s seat and takes off.
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INT. LOWELL HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Drew comes home, and flips the light switch on. He spots a 
memo on the FRIDGE: “Gone out. Be home later tonight. XOXO
Celia”

DREW
You’ve got to be kidding --

INT. REINER’S CAR - NIGHT

Reiner is at the wheel, glancing at the SPEEDOMETER to make 
sure he won’t attract unwanted attention from cops.

REINER
(yelling toward the trunk)

Look, I don’t know if you can hear 
me! But if you can, know that I am 
not going to hurt you!

(normal)
I just want to sabotage you.

(yelling again)
And maybe I’m not creative enough 
but firing your brother and cutting 
your singing career short were the 
best ways I could think of to 
accomplish that! So know that this 
is just temporary. It’s only until 
after tomorrow’s performance.

BRIEF MONTAGE --

INT. SID’S “PAD” - DAY

Sid is stretching in preparation for dance rehearsal.

INT. DANCE STUDIO HALL - DAY

Sid is embarrassingly carrying a DUFFEL BAG and wearing his 
dance attire, walking up to a door labeled “PM REHEARSAL - 
BALLET”.

INT. ARCADE - DAY

Same DDR video as earlier, with Sid showing DDR who’s boss.
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DREW (V.O.)
So my sister doubts herself too 
much. And... she doesn’t doubt the 
men in her life enough. Her love 
life, that is. Gotta fix that. 
You’d think this whole career-
affecting trunk thing would have 
done it. But, whether it’s busting 
some moves, like Sid, or being a 
fool -- also like Sid, really -- 
you’re never too old for this 
stuff.

EXT. LUSH GARDEN WALK - DAY

TITLE: TWO MONTHS LATER

Celia and a new mate -- LOVE INTEREST #2 -- are walking hand 
in hand, seemingly in love. Celia is even holding a BALLOON. 
A picture-perfect moment.

But -- uh oh -- he gets a phone call. He has to take it. 
Celia simply understands and continues looking at him 
lovingly. He ignores her more than necessary.

DREW (V.O.)
My sister is no exception. And then 
you wonder why brothers get all 
overprotective and crap.

Drew prepares a slingshot, as he situates himself low to the 
ground, out of view from Celia and her guy. He squints and 
steadies it, aiming at the guy. SLAP! It hits the guy’s shin 
dead-center. He drops his phone and looks around, fury in his 
eyes, but Drew has vanished.

Celia tries to help, and inspect the damage, but Love 
Interest #2 rejects her and abruptly walks off, disguising 
searing pain. A disheartened Celia is about to follow, but 
thinks twice.

CELIA
Was just trying to help.

She stands there, looking in his direction. She’s finally 
turned off by him, shaking her head and rolling her eyes.

CELIA (CONT’D)
Ugh.

Upon giving a quick glance to her balloon, her gaze fixates 
on it and a contemplative smile stretches across her face. 
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She looks around, along the path. She spots her pot of gold -- 
a WATER SPOUT.

EXT. LUSH GARDEN WALK - PARKING LOT - DAY

As Love Interest #2 is over at his car, inspecting his wound 
(red and already swelling), Celia runs up from behind and 
hurls a WATER BALLOON right at the back of his head. Victory 
number two!

Drew comes out from hiding, witnessing the whole thing with a 
big goofy grin on his face.

DREW (V.O.)
Huh. Or maybe she is finally 
letting me grow on her to her 
advantage, after all.

(impressed)
Nice form.

(normal)
And who said Drew Lowell could 
never serve as some self-
improvement inspiration?
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