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COLD OPEN

INT. CRAMPED STUDIO APARTMENT - DAY

Geology posters abound. Someone sleeps under covers. Morning 
sunrise spills in. Peaceful. Until DIEGO SPELLING (28, 
chubby, marches to his own drum) stumbles into the room, 
double-fisting a bloody mary and a corn dog. 

He quietly approaches the sleeping figure and pokes it. 

DIEGO
Thanks for letting me borrow your 
keys, bro. Bloodies and corn dogs 
at 9am? Why didn't I go to college?

No response. Diego shrugs, leaps towards the pile of blankets 
on the couch to crash. 

FLYNN (O.S.)
Diego?! Ow!!

The pile of blankets reveals itself to be FLYNN TAYLOR (29), 
driven grad student and entitled geek.  

FLYNN (CONT’D)
What the hell man? I need sleep!

DIEGO
But I...blankets? 

He looks at the bed and sees the corner of a pillow sticking 
out from beneath the blankets. Whoops. 

FLYNN
Go away. I have to get up at 
friggin 8AM for my thesis defense, 
remember?

DIEGO
I did not remember. Because it is 9 
o'clock. 

Flynn POPS out of bed in a heartbeat. Checks his phone, but 
it's DEAD. 

FLYNN
My alarms! My life!

Flynn bolts out the door -- missing jeans. 

DIEGO
Your pants!



2.

EXT. MUDD HALL - JHU CAMPUS - DAY

Campus security lights flash ominously. Flynn tries to push 
through the rubberneckers, Diego in tow.

FLYNN
Scuse me. Thesis defender coming 
through. Big moment for me. Thanks. 

Flynn breaks through to see the stenorian DR. JILL CAHUENGA 
(60s, high-class), his advisor, talking to SECURITY GUARDS.  

JILL
You're sure?

SECURITY GUARD
Got the tapes right here. 

He hands her an iPad. 

FLYNN
Jill, what's going on? Did Kris 
leave the heat lamps on again? I 
swear that woman thinks this place 
is a KFC. 

Jill frowns. Hands Flynn the tablet.

JILL
I think you know exactly what 
happened, Colonel Sanders. Or 
should I say...Benedict Arnold?

Flynn watches in horror as security footage shows him 
breaking into Mudd Hall. On screen, he SMASHES a display and 
pulls a special rock off its perch.  

FLYNN
(as he watches)

My rock! No! What is this? This 
must be...I'm being set up!

JILL
J. Crew flannel with a package of 
American Spirits in the pocket? No, 
that's Flynn Taylor. 

He's sporting a flannel and Spirits right now, in fact.  

FLYNN
This is some kind of mistake. 
Diego, you've been with me this 
whole time. Tell 'em it wasn't me. 
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DIEGO
Huh? I did the overnight tour at 
the National Aquarium. I was 
pettin' sting rays all night.

Flynn glares at him. 

FLYNN
C'mon, man. 

(to Jill)
Look, this is obviously fake. Why 
would I steal the only sample of 
the Protorock? Why would I sabotage 
my own breakthrough? You know how 
much this means to me. 

JILL
Why do people do meth? Why do they 
shop at Forever 21? We have video 
evidence. Right here. In your hand. 
This school is too elite, too Ivy 
League to be tainted by your 
criminality. I'm afraid I have no 
choice...

FLYNN
I'm pretty sure it's totally your 
choice.   

JILL
By the power vested in me by the 
Johns Hopkins University, I hereby 
decree you --

FLYNN
(starts to run away)

Can't do it if I can't hear you!

Security Guard TACKLES HIM as Jill heaves her declaration:

DIEGO (PRE-LAP)
Expelled? Seriousy?

EXT. ADMIN BUILDING - DAY

An official sign reads: Johns Hopkins: Where Your Best Isn't 
Good Enough. Flynn (black eye) and Diego sit on the steps. 
Security drops Flynn's bags. Diego sips his Bloody Mary.  

DIEGO
Maybe you can get a new hobby now.
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FLYNN
It's not a hobby, D. It's my life's 
work! And they took it all away. My 
degree. My stipend. My cramped 
studio apartment with the rats. 

DIEGO
Why not come back to Texas, bro?

FLYNN
Because I hated that place? I could 
never go back there like this.  

DIEGO
C'mon. You can crash at the Diego 
Den while you get on your feet. I 
might even be able to get you a gig 
at the old country club.  

FLYNN
Rockvine? That watering hole for 
the 1%? I'm way too good for that 
place. 

DIEGO
Don't you have like...bills to pay 
and stuff?

FLYNN
(beat)

Could this be any worse?

Something about that clicks for Diego. 

DIEGO
I guess you could say --

FLYNN
-- no -- 

DIEGO
-- that you've hit --

FLYNN
-- Do not make that goddamn pun --

Diego inhales dramatically. Then --

DIEGO
Fine. But things are definitely --

SLAM TO TITLE
                 
                  ON THE ROCKS
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ACT ONE

EXT. DIEGO'S HOUSE - DAY

A tumbleweed rolls in front of a quaint ranch house. Welcome 
to Texas. Flynn tugs at his collar. 

FLYNN
Oh that's right. It's boiling hot.

Another tumbleweed. Diego appears, holding a third. 

DIEGO
I've got a cactus somewhere if you 
want the full Homecoming Package.

FLYNN
It's hard enough being back without 
it being tumbleweeded in my face. 

Diego just shrugs. Puts the shrubs in a bin near the front 
door. Label: Tumbleweeds.

FLYNN (CONT’D)
Do you just leave your key in the 
front door?

Diego turns the key that was already in the lock.

DIEGO
It's Texas, bro. Risky's got guns. 

INT. THE DIEGO DEN - CONTINUOUS

Open floor plan. Dormroom furniture. Diego gestures grandly. 

DIEGO
Welcome! The Diego Den. 

Flynn sees a post-it note stuck to the front door: Call me 
back. Or die. He grabs it.

FLYNN
You see this?

DIEGO
Mmm. Vanessa's on my tush about 
finishing up some code for her app.

FLYNN
I thought you'd said she'd moved?

Diego doesn't even respond. Flynn shrugs and puts it back on 
the door. A SMOKE ALARM starts to blare. 
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RISKY (O.S.)
Bacon you are trying my patience!

In the kitchen, an apron-clad mountain of a man fans at the 
alarm with a towel. Frying pan in hand. Lit joint in mouth. 
Meet RICK 'RISKY' FOXTROT (29, principled, a bit woo-woo). 

DIEGO
I hope the meat weave's okay. 
That's dinner.     

RISKY
(seeing Flynn)

Hey! The prodigal son, back from 
the dead.

FLYNN
Kind of a mixed metaphor. I'm 
sorry, have we met?

Risky looks down at himself, clutching his belly and 
chuckling in baritone. 

RISKY
Guess I've grown up some since high 
school. Welcome back buddy. 

FLYNN
(realizing)

...Rick? Last time I saw you you 
looked like a black Michael Cera! 
Now you look like a regular Michael 
Strahan!

They hug it out. 

RISKY
Go by Risky now. Good to be home? 
Or is this rock b--

FLYNN
Please don't. I'm a broke grad 
student who just returned in 
disgrace to his hometown. Don't add 
rock puns to my list of shame. 

RISKY
Wow we gotta balance out the vibe 
in here. Say something upbeat. 

FLYNN
Our sun will explode in 
approximately 4 billion years, 
destroying earth entirely.

(MORE)
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FLYNN (CONT’D)
That is if humans haven't already 
nuked it into smithereens. 

Risky just looks dumbfounded. Dino tosses Flynn a polo shirt.

DIEGO
Jesus bro. Here. Meet me at 
Rockvine at 5. I'll give you the 
Tour Diego. It's like the Tour de 
France. But with me. 

INT. THE 'OFFICE' - DAY

Pitch dark, save for the glow of a laptop. Keys CLACK at warp 
speed. The lights flick on, revealing VANESSA SPELLING (25),  
haggard, determined, and ready to kick ass. 

VANESSA
Not now, Diego! We have deadlines!

Her 'office' is a converted storage unit. Diego walks up to 
his sister and picks up her drink. 

DIEGO
No one said making a lesbian Grindr 
would be easy. You talk to Eliana 
yet?

VANESSA
Was OJ guilty?

DIEGO
The fruit juice?

VANESSA
Ugh. Point is that's a can of worms 
I don't want to open. Especially 
when ClamSlam is still this buggy.

Diego shrugs and sips on the drink. He spits it out. 

VANESSA (CONT’D)
That's why you don't drink my shit. 
Where's your code, Diego?

DIEGO
It's in Diego-velopment. My process 
can't be rushed. 

VANESSA
Don't screw with me, D. I need you 
on this one. Why's Flynn back 
anyway? I thought he had just 
discovered some...rock shit. 
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DIEGO
Apparently he stole it? Or was 
framed or something? Honestly a lot 
of that went over my head. He's 
coping though.   

INT. DIEGO DEN - CONTINUOUS

Flynn lies facedown on the ground. Turns his head. Sighs.

BACK TO SCENE

VANESSA
Wuss. Why are you helping him if 
he's just gonna sulk like that?

DIEGO
You know my ish Vanessa. We've been 
friends forever. I'm happy to help 
when it requires almost no effort. 

VANESSA
(direct eye contact now)

You really want me to ask Elly?

DIEGO
Flynn needs it. 

VANESSA
His funeral. 

INT. ROCKVINE CLUB - DAY

Once decadent, now mostly dingy. Diego shoots a ping pong 
ball out of his mouth and at the wall. Flynn enters. 

FLYNN
Dude you still play mouthpong?

DIEGO
Rockvine champ 3 years running. I'm 
also the only entrant but that's a 
different story. 

He finally takes a look around. 

FLYNN
What happened to this place? It 
looks like a dive bar in 
Appalachia. 

(seeing a sign)
Free drinks after 2pm? That can't 
be a good business model. 
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DIEGO
Let's just start from the 
beginning, bro. Lemme show you 
around.

SLAM TO -- A SHITTY TENNIS COURT. Police tape surrounds it. A 
feral possum HISSES and disappears down a large hole. 

DIEGO (CONT’D)
Tennis courts. 

SLAM TO -- A SHITTY TEEBOX. A sea of brown surrounds it. 

DIEGO (CONT’D)
Golf course. 

FLYNN
Why's it brown?

DIEGO
Drought? I dunno. Jesus. 

Flynn reacts as we -- 

SLAM TO -- A LARGE STATUE OF JESUS. Right outside the front 
door of Rockvine. 

FLYNN
Oh. Jesus. 

A crossing WOMAN shoots him an evil look. 

DIEGO
Careful. The Baptists are 
everywhere. Sometimes they try to 
bless the road kill. 

(LOUD CRASH)
Ooh, here they go!

VOICE (O.S.)
The power of Christ compels--!

SLAM TO -- RIGHT BACK IN THE BAR.  

FLYNN
So what do you actually do here?

DIEGO
Whatever. Kinda just show up. Don't 
even have a job title. It's great. 

FLYNN
Doesn't the boss get mad? 
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DIEGO
Oh right, I haven't even told you 
the best part. Check this out. 

PAN TO: ANGELO TEMPLETON, 20 and Kennedy-preppy, mixing a 
drink. He flirts with a HOTTIE. Diego and Flynn watch. 

HOTTIE
Nothing for you?

ANGELO
Afraid not. I'm only 20. But my 
trust fund adds a couple years. 

(she walks away)
That one's on the house!

Angelo recovers. Offers a Business 101 handshake to the pair.

ANGELO (CONT’D)
Welcome to my bar, Flint. 

DIEGO
(grinning)

Angelo's our boss. He's 20. 

Flynn tries to be humble. It's clearly hard.

FLYNN
Good to meet you. Thanks for 
helping me get on my feet. 

ANGELO
Thanks for getting paid in pesos! 
Diego showed me your resume -- no 
prior job experience? I don't 
normally like charity but this felt 
like a no-brainer. 

FLYNN
Uh, what? I just came from the 
nation's top geology apartment. I 
need real money. 

Angelo looks at Flynn like he has 3 heads. 

ANGELO
Pesos are real. I said the thing 
about no prior job experience out 
loud, right? Now please help those 
young ladies at Table 3.

The combined age of the pair he points at is roughly 160. 
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DIEGO
I'd help but I'm on a mouthpong 
tear and don't want to jinx it.  

(puts ping-pong ball in)
Lflatr. 

INT. ROCKVINE BAR - LATER

Flynn brings out a terrible pair of mojitos to the duo. 

FLYNN
Your mojitos, ladies. 

They smile and sip. SUZANNE speaks up. 

SUZANNE
My highball tastes sugary, dear. 

FLYNN
It's supposed to taste sugary. 
There's sugar in it. 

SUZANNE
But it tastes too sugary!

OTHER WOMAN
Yankee! There's a leaf in mine!

FLYNN
That's supposed to be there. I 
Googled it. 

OTHER WOMAN
You Googled in my drink?!

FLYNN
I don't even know what you're 
asking me right now. 

OTHER WOMAN
I don't like you! And you dress 
like a homo!

FLYNN
Listen lady, you're on the wrong 
side of history if you--

Angelo swoops in to defuse the tension. 

ANGELO
Excuse him, Suzanne, he's new. 

He pulls Flynn aside. Silences his response with a hand. 
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ANGELO (CONT’D)
Do you have any idea who that is?

(he points)
That's Suzanne Gillens. The Head of 
the Daughters of the Confederacy. 

FLYNN
Confederacy? Like the Civil War 
rebels?

ANGELO
Bingo. She's in town for a 
convention they're having in a 
couple of days. Here. 

FLYNN
Ha. Sure. Are they bringing the KKK 
too? Any neo-nazis?

ANGELO
Oh please. They're all booked years 
in advance. But these women are old 
money. And we need money.  

FLYNN
Wait -- you're being serious? This 
is actually insane. It's 2016. I'm 
using my ACLU app. 

Flynn pulls out his phone but Angelo gently tucks it back. 

ANGELO
This is no place for ethics, Flint. 
This is business. Be a businessman. 
Or you'll be forced to turn in your 
polo and start turning tricks. Now 
go convince those women you're gay 
and ashamed.

(to Suzanne)
No charge, ladies. Refill incoming.

Angelo pushes Flynn back. Suzanne is EMPTYING a salt shaker 
into her drink.  

SUZANNE
They go well with salt! 

INT. BAR BACKROOM - DAY

Flynn busts into the room, where Angelo's watching Fox News.

FLYNN
That's it, I quit. Nothing is worth 
this. 
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ANGELO
Worth what? Working? I may have an 
American Express Centurion card and 
a net worth upwards of 8 figures, 
but even I know you have to swallow 
your principles to make ends meet 
sometimes. That's life. 

FLYNN
Well I don't like it. 

ANGELO
You're what, 20 years older than 
me? How am I telling you this? Just 
shut up and work. It'll build 
character, which, frankly, you 
need. Besides, this is Texas. Not 
even the libraries want to hire a 
Jewy east coast liberal down here. 

FLYNN
I was raised Protestant... 

ANGELO
Well you look like Woody Allen. 

Angelo grabs a notepad and slaps it down in front of Flynn.

ANGELO (CONT’D)
Tell you what. You're responsible 
for planning the Daughters' event 
for Thursday. I don't want to hear 
another peep from you until this 
notebook is filled with ideas for 
the party. And they better be good.

FLYNN
But I just quit... 

ANGELO
Pretty sure I negotiated you out of 
that. Art of the Deal, page 215. 

Angelo's phone RINGS. He heads out the back door to answer

ANGELO (CONT’D)
Gotta take this. My financier. But 
you got this, old-timer!

(answering, lower voice)
Hello, Father. Status update on 
those Chinese assets we discussed-- 

Flynn stares at the intimidating blank pages of the notebook. 
BANGS his head into the wall. Angelo pokes back in.
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ANGELO (CONT’D)
Oh, and they love slave bingo!

Flynn slides down to the floor. 

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. THE DIEGO DEN - NIGHT

Flynn, Diego, and Risky eat on a converted ping-pong table. 
Flynn looks like crap, pitching ideas and eating meat-weave. 

FLYNN
Okay, idea 33. Abraham on Rye. It's 
a sandwich. But also a president. 

RISKY
Too easy. Low hanging fruit. 

DIEGO
Also he was a good guy. Didn't the 
south hate him?

FLYNN
Touche. Gangrene Gin and Tonic?

DIEGO
5/10.

RISKY
Okay, not great. 

Flynn throws his notebook on the ground. Diego keeps getting 
calls, silencing each one. 

FLYNN
C'mon, I'm not meant for this! 
Gimme a nice basin to survey and 
I'm fucking hot to trot. Not plan a 
party for yankee doodle douchebags.

RISKY
Hmph, I hear you. My new boss has 
no damn morals. 

INT. RISKY'S OFFICE - FLASHBACK

Risky's tiny boss JERRY points madly at his monitor. 

JERRY
Page clicks!!! Page clicks before 
GOD!!!

BACK TO SCENE

RISKY
He's always looking for the next 
ambulance to chase. Like an angry 
little Chihuahua newsman. 

Diego's phone RINGS again. He pulls the battery and HURLS it.
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FLYNN
Uh. Everything okay there D?

VANESSA (O.S.)
I see you, idiot! Let me in!

The DOORBELL starts ringing like mad. 

RISKY
You been dodging your sister?

DIEGO
Mom said it was rude to answer at 
dinner. 

FLYNN
Isn't the key in the door?

Vanessa plows into the room in a huff. 

VANESSA
Diego, you annoying little piece 
of--UGH. Where's your code? 

(then)
Oh, hey Flynn. Pardon me while I 
kill my brother. 

FLYNN
Uh, hey Vanessa. Diego said you 
moved.

VANESSA
...seriously?! Does that mean he 
doesn't know about --

DIEGO
I was waiting for a natural moment. 
Flynn, Vanessa is our neighbor now.

(cautiously, quickly)
And-so-is-Eliana. 

Flynn LUNGES at Diego, who skirts away. Risky holds him back. 

FLYNN
I KNEW I SMELLED TREACHERY.  

DIEGO
Well she did move. And the truth 
felt like it would lead to yelling.  

FLYNN
IT DID! My high school nemesis is 
my neighbor?! I've had nightmares 
about this!
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ELIANA (O.S.)
OMG. Stop.

All eyes turn to the door. Standing there, in a Broadway 
pose, is ELIANA VANDERSMITH (28), fiery and fabulous.

ELIANA (CONT’D)
You've had dreams about me?

INT. THE DIEGO DEN - LATER

Eliana and co sit around the living room. 

ELIANA
Well look who's back. Johns Hopkins 
not good enough for ya?

FLYNN
I'm on a sort of sabbatical.

VANESSA
Flynn got expelled. He's a 
bartender at Rockvine now. 

FLYNN
Vanessa?!

VANESSA
Diego told me. 

FLYNN
Diego!

Diego just shrugs. 

ELIANA
Dying. But I knew that. I just 
wanted someone to say it. Looks 
like you've hit rock bott--

FLYNN
No! What's with that joke?! I get 
it. You still love my pain. 

ELIANA
You remember what you said before 
you left for college? You called me 
a scrub, a loser, AND told me to 
talk to the hand. 

FLYNN
I loved the 90s almost as much as I 
hated you. And I was stoked to get 
out of this podunk town. 
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RISKY
(escaping)

Who wants a meatloaf?! 

DIEGO
Why can't you just talk it out like 
adults?

FLYNN
Talk it out?! She ruined my 
life in high school!

(then)
Me?! No, you!

ELIANA
Talk it out?! He ruined my 
life in high school!

(then)
Me?! No, you!

They look at each other -- woah. Clearly not something 
they've really considered before. 

VANESSA
Eliana, can you help Flynn? He's 
too 'East Coast' to handle being a 
poor bartender in Texas.  

FLYNN
(wiping away a real tear)

No I'm not. Besides, what can Elly 
do for me? I went to a school so 
fancy we hide an S in the name. 

ELIANA
I work at Rice, asshole. I do twice 
the work that men like you do just 
in order to get noticed beyond my 
admittedly eye-catching tits. 

DIEGO
Remind me again why you nerds hate 
each other THIS much?

INT. HIGH SCHOOL AUDITORIUM - FLASHBACK

Young ELIANA and FLYNN sit on stage. The titles Valedictorian 
and Salutatorian sit over their heads. A DRUMROLL ends as the 
PRINCIPAL announces...

PRINCIPAL
And the winner of this year's 
National Merit Scholarship 
is...Flynn Taylor! Now you can 
afford to live your dream! 
Congratulations! 

(quietly, quickly)
And-Eliana-you're-fucked.

Flynn LEAPS up in joy. Eliana KICKS him hard in the shin.
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BACK TO SCENE

DIEGO
Wow, I didn't notice any of that 
when it was happening. 

ELIANA
I deserved that scholarship!

FLYNN
You broke my shin!

ELIANA
It was a hairline fracture. And a 
small price to pay for getting to 
go to your dream school. You ruined 
my life! I had to work full-time to 
pay for shitty state school, and 
after 4 sleepless years I didn't 
have the money, sanity, or GPA to 
go anywhere like JHU. If I hadn't 
been able to hustle my way into 
Rice, I'd probably be a migrant 
McDonalds worker or teen-pregnant.

VANESSA
You're 28. 

ELIANA
Not the time!

An awkward silence. 

FLYNN
...do you really work at the 
University, Eliana?

ELIANA
In a lab and everything. We're even 
hiring right now. But a National 
Merit Scholar wouldn't want to 
stoop to our level, would he? I 
mean, we're no Rockvine. 

Flynn BITES down on his knuckles. 

RISKY
Just ask for the job, baby. Release 
the ego. Unlock your chakras.  

FLYNN
Hnghhh no! No no no! I don't care 
how close to geological stardom I 
was. How I was robbed of my glory.

(MORE)
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FLYNN (CONT’D)
I don't need to...

(clearly lying to himself)
...work in a lab again. With all 
that funding...and a salary...

Eliana grabs her purse. 

ELIANA
Welp, I know when I'm not wanted. 
Now if you excuse me, T-Swift and I 
have a date with a large bowl of 
low-carb pasta. Ta!

She dramatically exits. Vanessa heads for the door too. 

VANESSA
I'm out too. She's got the keys. 
Diego, get me that code by tomorrow 
or truly die. 

They disappear out the door. 

DIEGO
So when you gonna tell us about all 
this 'rock glory' stuff?

Flynn LUNGES at Diego again. Takes him to the ground.

FLYNN
Screw the glory! Screw the 
breakthrough! I need that fucking 
job I'm just too prideful to say 
that to the Meanie Queenie herself!

RISKY
She's really not that bad these 
days. 

FLYNN
Who's side are you on?!

(turning on Diego)
Diego. Please. I'll do anything. 
I'll even give you my miles. 
Admirals Club. Possibly first class 
upgrades. I NEED THIS. 

Diego brushes himself off. 

DIEGO
Admirals Club? Why didn't you say 
so? Lemme get you another job.

(as he leaves)
Siri, hotel prices in Vegas. 

(MORE)
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DIEGO (CONT’D)
(once he's gone, O.S.)

$2000?! I'll just sleep outside.  

Through the window, we see Diego approach. Vanessa SHOVES him 
to the ground and THWAP him with her purse.

RISKY
Seriously. What happened to you?

Flynn just glares.  

INT. THE DIEGO DEN - DAY

Flynn writes while he eats breakfast with Diego. Risky cooks. 

RISKY
She didn't say no, bro. 

FLYNN
Her purse-slaps spoke louder than 
words. 

Flynn's pencil BREAKS. He tosses it in frustration. 

FLYNN (CONT’D)
Maybe I'll get some severance from 
Rockvine after Angelo cans me for 
all my terrible pitches. 

(holding up notebook)
My best-worst is Antietam Tea Time.

Diego makes a face from behind Flynn. This won't be good. 

ANGELO (PRE-LAP)
No. Next. 

INT. BAR BACKROOM - NIGHT

Flynn desperately flips to the last page in his book. He's 
all sweaty and Angelo's not pleased. He pitches again.

FLYNN
Salt: the perfect spice. Mojito: a 
refreshing beverage. Fort Sumter: a 
landmark of...southern superiority. 
I present: The Salty Sumter Mojito.

Flynn brandishes a glass like Vanna White. Silence.  

FLYNN (CONT’D)
It's better than Antietam Tea-Time?
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ANGELO
How dare you. That was the 
bloodiest battle in the War of 
Northern Aggression. What's the 
demographic there?

FLYNN
Dude. Daughters of the Confederacy.

Angelo sips the mojito and squirms. Blech.  

ANGELO
Flynn. God has a plan. But you 
don't. These ideas are awful. Get 
me quality stuff by tomorrow, or I 
will be forced to cut you. 
As an employee, I mean. Fire you. 
Not like with a blade. But don't 
cross me.  

He absentmindedly takes another sip. Still gross. 

EXT. ROCKVINE COUNTRY CLUB - DAY

On his way out. Flynn's phone rings.

ELIANA (O.S.)
You've got an interview.

FLYNN
Eliana? My shin splints are 
tingling. Is this a setup?  

ELIANA
Let's just say Diego can be pretty 
persuasive.

FLYNN
God I hope that wasn't sexual. 
I...I don't know what to say, 
Eliana. 

ELIANA
Thank You is a good start. 

FLYNN
(can barely get it out)

Thrnk Youu. When is it?

ELIANA
Tomorrow night. 

Flynn blanches. 
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FLYNN
Oh nooo. That's the event! I have 
to make that or I'm back out on the 
streets! Can we do Thursday?

ELIANA (O.S.)
Listen, Flynn. I put my ass on the 
line, against my better judgment, 
to get you this interview. And if 
there's one person in the world who 
can figure this out...I suggest you 
find them. Because you won't get a 
better opportunity than this. 

Flynn tries to respond, but all he musters is a GRUNT. He 
hangs up his cell. Then starts to EAT IT in frustration. 

END ACT 2
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ACT 3
 

INT. ROCKVINE BAR - DAY

Flynn hands Risky and Diego drinks as he tends bar. 

FLYNN
You boys remember the plan?

They sip their drinks. 

DIEGO
Gross. 

RISKY
You're still bad at this. 

FLYNN
That's right. Diego, you cover the 
event, I go hustle a new job, and 
you come out looking like a rock 
star! And I have a life again. That 
too. D, you all set?

DIEGO
Gotta pick up Vanessa first, but I 
can squeeze you in. God what would 
you do without me?

RISKY
You know I gotta work right? I 
can't help with shit.  

Angelo enters, wearing dangerously short salmon shorts.

ANGELO
Suzanne just texted me. The gals 
are SO excited for tonight. 

DIEGO
(re: the shorts)

Are those from J. Crew Toddler?

ANGELO
Vineyard Vines.

(slapping his thighs)
Sun's out. Tanning the gams. 

FLYNN
Oh boy. Well, I gotta duck out for 
a bit to...plan harder. 

Angelo SNIFFS the air. 
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ANGELO
Do you smell...betrayal? I'd hate 
for there to be some kind of hitch 
in tonight's giddyup. 

FLYNN
I'm only 90% sure what you're 
saying, but nope! See ya soon!

EXT. VANESSA'S 'OFFICE' - NIGHT

Diego's car out front.

VANESSA (O.S.)
Do you ever care about being a good 
person?!

INT. VANESSA'S 'OFFICE' - CONTINUOUS

Vanessa right up in her brothers' grill. Diego totally calm.

DIEGO
I'll get the code done, bro. Chill.
Do you want a ride or not?

VANESSA
I want you to show me a little 
respect! ClamSlam is almost 
finished, and you can't even 
contribute your tiny little 
portion. You put it all on me. 
You're lazy and selfish!

DIEGO
I'm not lazy. I just have my own 
priorities. Me.

VANESSA
How is that any different?!

DIEGO
When have I asked you for anything?

VANESSA
Never. But you could. That's the 
point! We're family! Act like it! 

Diego peers behind his sister and spots a soda. 

DIEGO
Could I score a Diet Rite before 
you get too mad here?
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VANESSA
Ugh. Take one. Worm. 

As Diego moves, she LUNGES for his lanyard, and pulls the 
keys from his pocket. She pops out the door. Locks him in.  

INT. THE DIEGO DEN - NIGHT

Flynn suits up. Risky works on his laptop, eating a brownie. 

FLYNN
No word from Diego?

RISKY
No sir. 

FLYNN
Jesus he's an enigma. He'll show 
up, right? He's gotta show up. Can 
you cover for him to cover for me 
while I'm at the most important 
interview of my life?

(then)
No pressure. 

Risky stops typing and rubs his temples.  

RISKY
He'll show. You know how he is. But 
I have to be there now anyway. Boss 
found a new ambulance to chase. 

INT. RISKY'S OFFICE - FLASHBACK

JERRY
(maniacal grin)

Daughters of the CONFEDERACY?!

BACK TO SCENE

FLYNN
And he saw no problem with sending 
someone with your...tint? 

RISKY
Black man around all those 
Confederates...It's like sending a 
Chippewa to a blanket factory. 

Risky accidentally CRUSHES his soda can from the stress.

FLYNN
Dude. For your health, talk to him.
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An ALARM goes off on Flynn's phone. He throws on his jacket. 

FLYNN (CONT’D)
Alright. Interview's at 6. The 
Daughter's event doesn't start till 
6:30. If Diego doesn't want to die, 
he'll be there soon to help make 
sure everything's all set up. But 
with any luck, that won't matter, 
because I'll be back in the warm, 
sexy embrace of academia.

RISKY
Make sure you say that in the 
interview. 

EXT. VANESSA'S 'OFFICE' - NIGHT

Vanessa locks the unit. Diego POUNDS on the door. 

DIEGO (O.S.)
Vanessa! I have to help Flynn! What 
are you doing?

Vanessa shakes a PILL BOTTLE outside the door. 

VANESSA
Giving you a chance to think while 
I do some...freelancing. 

Vanessa moves to the car and hops in. Keyboard CLICKS echo 
from inside as she drives off. 

DIEGO (O.S.)
Hey what's the password for wifi? 

INT. UNIVERSITY LOBBY - NIGHT

Flynn paces. JUMPS when his phone rings. He answers. SPLIT 
SCREEN with Angelo, getting a manicure for the event.

ANGELO (O.S.)
And where the hell are you?

FLYNN
Diego's...on his way! He's helping 
me set up. 

ANGELO (O.S.)
If I hear one word about this from 
Suzanne, it is game over.

Flynn looks at his watch. 5:58. 
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FLYNN
Still time! Gonna be fine! Oh and 
if you hear from Diego can you tell 
him to call me?

ANGELO (O.S.)
What?--

Flynn hangs up. Starts to look at his interview notes. He 
wipes away some sweat from his forehead. Phone RINGS again. 

FLYNN
Vanessa, please have good news.

SPLIT SCREEN Vanessa in the car. She takes one of the pills.

VANESSA (O.S.)
Bad news. Diego can't help with 
your thing tonight. 

Flynn lets out an effeminate GUFFAW-type thing.  

FLYNN
Vanessa, no, tell him --

VANESSA (O.S.)
Can't. Locked him up at the office. 
He needs to think a bit about the 
meaning of family. 

FLYNN
Have I ever told you that I think 
of you as family?

VANESSA (O.S.)
Appreciated. But I can't help you. 
Going to a client's now. VIP. Need 
the business. You understand. 

FLYNN
No! Sabotage! 

VANESSA (O.S.)
Try Eliana?

FLYNN
Sabotage!!!

Flynn THROWS his phone down on the chair's cushion. The 
SECRETARY gives him a look and he forces a terrible smile.  

Flynn grabs his phone and hovers over Eliana's name. Can't 
force himself into it. A text from Angelo scrolls across the 
top bar: Game. Over. He dials.
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SECRETARY
Mr. Gracie will see you now, sir. 

FLYNN
(painfully)

Just one second. 

The secretary sours. But obliges. Eliana picks up. SPLIT 
SCREEN with her on the computer in her lab.

FLYNN (CONT’D)
I need a favor. 

ELIANA (O.S.)
Isn't that like how we got here?

FLYNN
Everything is in the shit! Diego's 
locked in, Vanessa is sabotaging 
me, Risky's nowhere to be found, 
and Angelo is texting me more and 
more ominous shit. 

(his phone buzzes)
This one says he WILL cut me. 

ELIANA
100 years later and you're still a 
drama queen. 

FLYNN
My world is falling apart!!!

ELIANA
I wonder why that is, Flynn. All 
I've heard you say since you got 
back is a bunch of like 'woe is me' 
crap. Who cares? You could've been 
at that event tonight, but you 
chose the interview. And that was 
the right choice. That's the choice 
that the National Merit Flynn 
would've made. Everything's falling 
apart -- so what? You got kicked 
out of your dream school yet 
somehow you're still breathing. Now 
be an adult, man the fuck up, 
interview your ass off, and handle 
the consequences when they come. 
You can do it. Probably. But like 
know if we end up colleagues I will 
make your life hell. 

GEORGE GRACIE, 60s, regally academic, peeks out his door.  



30.

GEORGE GRACIE
Mr. Taylor? Is there a problem?

ELIANA (O.S.)
Tell George I say hello. Ta. 

Flynn hangs up his phone with a grin. 

FLYNN
Maybe not. 

INT. GRACIE'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Flynn sits across from Gracie, still a bit sweaty.

GEORGE GRACIE
We were very excited to see your 
resume come across our desk. 

FLYNN
I put a lot of work into it, sir.  

GEORGE GRACIE
Oh that's not quite what I meant. 
You're something of a legend in the 
community. 

Gracie's smile turns sinister. 

GEORGE GRACIE (CONT’D)
Do you have any idea how many 
geologists sabotage their own 
findings? Steal their own shit? 
What's your game? I mean, that's 
ballsy, but why?

FLYNN
It wasn't me!

GEORGE GRACIE
Wasn't you? I have a photo from the 
footage framed and on my desk. 
That's you. Stealing the Protorock.

He turns a photo on his desk. Yep, that's Flynn. 

GEORGE GRACIE (CONT’D)
If you look closely you can see the 
American Spirits in the front 
pocket of the J. Crew flannel --
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FLYNN
-- I get it, Jesus. So what, this 
is all a setup? Eliana's as big a B 
as she's always been? 

GEORGE GRACIE
Oh Miss Vandersmith is anything but 
a B. She had nothing to do with 
this. But you can be sure as shit 
that there's no job for you here. 
Or anywhere. Every university in 
America has heard of you at this 
point. You'd have a better chance 
proving evolution ain't a liberal 
hoax. 

(into intercom)
Guys, he actually came in. Make 
sure you come by to laugh at him on 
the way out. Take some pictures. 

(to Flynn)
We're trying to build a presence on 
Instagram. 

FLYNN
But I'm an academic! That's who I 
am! That's all I've ever been! 

Gracie leans forward, getting as close as he can. 

GEORGE GRACIE
Then it's time to re-evaluate your 
priorities. You're stepping into a 
brave new world, son. Make 
something of it.

Flynn's alarm RINGS. He pauses to center himself. Stands up.

FLYNN
Well this was a colossal abuse of 
power. Now if you'll excuse me, I 
have to go get fired for ruining a 
white-supremacist fundraiser. Shame 
on you. Good day. 

Flynn stands, resolute and triumphant. He pulls at the door. 
It's a push. 

END ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. ROCKVINE COUNTRY CLUB - NIGHT

Flynn sprints past the Jesus statue, looking at his wrist. 

FLYNN
Shit! Should have worn a watch.

INT. ROCKVINE BAR - NIGHT

Flynn flies through the door. Country music BLARES. Diego 
emcees a game of Pin the Wheel on the Cotton Gin. Scores of 
old women CHEER. Vanessa and Eliana assemble drinks. Flynn 
skirts through the crowd and pops behind the bar. 

FLYNN
Vanessa? How did Diego escape? 
Where's Risky? Am I having a heart 
attack?

VANESSA
Probably. Sorry to make you sweat. 
Diego and I had to deal with some 
family stuff. Plus it turns out my 
VIP was one of your Daughters. 
That's one focused old lady. 

She gestures to a geriatric woman white-knuckling her purse. 
Eliana walks past, drinks in hand. 

ELIANA
You get the damn job at least?

FLYNN
It was a setup, Eliana. They 
laughed me out of the building. 

ELIANA
Stop. No. I had no idea. 

FLYNN
I know. But your pep talk meant a 
lot. So does this. I'd be screwed 
out of both my jobs if not for you. 
So. Thank you. Nemesis. 

ELIANA
Just remember. If this is a 
competition, I'm still winning. PS 
I'm counting these as billable 
hours. And I'm not cheap. 

Angelo saunters up, drink in hand. Flynn opens his mouth but-   
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ANGELO
Save it. Your friends here...not 
too shabby. I don't see why they 
like you, but they're a good bunch. 
Now if you'll excuse me, duty 
calls. As you were. 

Angelo returns to the crowd and HOLDS HANDS with Suzanne. 

ELIANA
Mazel, you preppy bastard.

Flynn finally clocks Risky, sitting alone at a table and 
having a heated argument with an empty chair. 

ELIANA (CONT’D)
Oh, Risky ate some edibles. He 
thinks his chair is Jerry.  

INT. THE DIEGO DEN - FLASHBACK

From earlier: Risky eating brownies as Flynn leaves. REVEAL a 
wrapper marked with a huge pot leaf. Risky grins.

BACK TO SCENE

FLYNN
Good. Man needs some release. 

Risky's argument trails off. Then he faceplants. They laugh. 

INT. ROCKVINE BAR - LATER

The guests file out as cleaning begins. Suzanne approaches.

SUZANNE
A token of our gratitude. The rest 
is going to fight the War on Drugs. 
What a misuse of resources.  

She hands him a Confederate flag check and winks.

SUZANNE (CONT’D)
Now don't open it until we're out 
of here. Long live the South!

FLYNN
Uh. You've already paid me. I won't 
say that. 

(as she exits)
You're a bad person!

Diego walks by with the mic stand. 
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DIEGO
Heard about the interview, bro. 
That's rough stuff. I'm sure you'll 
find something else soon. 

FLYNN
No. I won't. But maybe that's okay. 
Look at what's happened here. You 
got me not one but TWO jobs, kinda. 
Vanessa let a fight with you take 
backseat to MY problem. Risky stood 
up to his boss. Even Eliana, who 
I’m still a little iffy on, had my 
back when I needed it most. 

(Eliana 'BOO's jokingly)
You guys had no real reason to help 
me, but you did. If that’s what 
being back home does to you, then 
maybe that’s exactly what I need. 
Screw academia -- NO ONE at school 
ever cared this much. So I’m gonna 
stick around Rockvine and be the 
best goddamn bartender this club 
has ever seen. And it’s going to, 
dare I say it, rock. 

As he finishes, a RED ENVELOPE shwoops in through the mail 
slot at the entrance. All eyes turn towards. 

FLYNN (CONT’D)
Did one of the Daughters...?

Angelo grabs it. Does not like what he sees. 

ANGELO
Notice of Foreclosure...

(opening the envelope)
The man is shutting us down, guys. 
We have 90 days to pay up or get 
out. 

FLYNN
Wha?! But -- my speech! 

ELIANA
How much do you owe?

Angelo hands her the envelope. She practically jumps. 

ELIANA (CONT’D)
Jesus that looks like a Kim 
Kardashian paycheck. 
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ANGELO
How could management let this 
happen?!

FLYNN
YOU'RE management! 

ANGELO
Let's not throw stones, rock boy. 
This is bad, but we're all in this 
together, right?

VANESSA/ELIANA/RISKY
Why? / I don't even work here / Me 
neither.

A flash of realization crosses Diego's face. 

DIEGO
You know, Flynn --

FLYNN
Don't. 

DIEGO
-- I think it's fair to say --

FLYNN
-- I will literally kill you --

DIEGO
-- that this is definitely -- 

RISKY
Oh I see where this is going. 

DIEGO
Rock bottom. 

A very pregnant, painful beat. 

FLYNN
I f****** hate my life. 

END SHOW


