
ACT I: WELCOME TO THE PARTY

Scene 1: Int., Party, night

Jay, 28, handsome, plays electric fiddle surrounded by girls.

PARTYGOER 1
Yo, Jay! Let’s do the ice luge!

Jay puts down the fiddle. Partygoer 2 pours a combination of 
liquors, with a funnel, down an ice luge, with two tracks.  
Jay and Partygoer 1 drink for 4 seconds.

People cheer.

PARTYGOER 3
OOooooh, one for Instagram!

Partygoer 3 takes selfie with Jay, Partygoer 2.

PARTYGOER 3 (CONT’D)
Hey, add me!

JAY
OK!

Jay pulls out his phone, opens Instagram, His feed is full of 
pictures of a guy who looks like him grinning next to a shiny 
red brand new Tesla.

PARTY GOER 3
Who’s that?

JAY
That’s my brother...

PARTY GOER 3
Sweet ride!  What the hell are you 
doing riding around in a Honda Civic?

JAY
Yeah, dad says cars like that are only 
for “real” doctors.

PARTY GOER 3
A PhD in music history isn’t...?

JAY
Doctor doctors.

Partygoer 3 looks uncomfortable. Pause.

JAY (CONT’D)
LET’S GET THIS PARTY STARTED!



Jay grabs a bottle, takes one long chug.

JAY (CONT’D)
Let’s have some fun!

Scene 2: Int. Lab, dark.  

Seven empty beer bottles sit next to a computer screen 
showing code. The screen glows on SYDNEY’S face.

SYDNEY
(mumbling)

Damn line break errors---
(yelling)

FUCK YOURSELF, LINE BREAK ERRORS

Sydney’s phone rings.  Hits “Ignore”.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Wah, wha, wah, my name is Michael, and 
I won’t stop texting my ex-wife

(yelling at phone)
GET OVER YOURSELF MICHAEL!

Sydney gets up, gathers coat, backpack, stumbles out the 
door.

Scene 3.: Ext. Night Suburban neighborhood

Sydney stumbles down the street singing Roger Miller’s “King 
of the Road”. She is stopped by RHONDA, 23, carrying a six 
pack of Smirnoff Ice and a grocery bag.

RHONDA
Excuse me--do you know where 33 
Mulberry is?  I’m new to the area.

SYDNEY
What, are you a cop? If you’re a cop, 
you have to tell me.

RHONDA
Uhhh...no, I’m a grad student. I’m 
trying to find this party...

SYDNEY
You should have been a cop.

RHONDA
Huh?

SYDNEY
Better pay, more respect, donuts.  
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RHONDA
Um, ...so do you live around here...?

SYDNEY
How do you know Jay?

RHONDA
Who?

SYDNEY
The guy the party’s for. The party at 
my house for my roommate.

RHONDA
What?

SYDNEY
I’m sorry, jeez, I didn’t realize your 
mom still pins your mittens to your 
jacket. The party’s for my roommate, 
Jay, who passed his qualification 
exams and now he’s a doctoral 
candidate.
Who invited you?

RHONDA
Oh, Murray Houston! He’s an actor, do 
you know him?

SYDNEY
Ooof. I told Jeanna to get that 
restraining order...

Sydney’s phone rings, she hits “ignore”.

RHONDA
Huh?

SYDNEY
First of all, he’s not an actor, he’s 
a grad student. He once was in a 
commercial for Charmin toilet paper, 
look it up on Youtube, it’s funny for 
the wrong reasons.
Anyway, my other roommate used to do 
the nasty with him, and now he’s 
persona non grata.

RHONDA
Huh?
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SYDNEY
“Huh?”
Look, I’m just going to remove him, 
and you two can go have 90 seconds of 
heaven in the backseat of his car.  
Sound good?

RHONDA
Huh?

SYDNEY
Say “huh” one more time, motherfucker! 
I dare you!

RHONDA
He told me a lot of grad students 
don’t like him. You wouldn’t 
understand; he’s a sensitive artist.

SYDNEY
Oh, he’s sensitive to *his* needs.  
Mostly in the penis. Not so much about 
the sad men and women who interact 
with his penis.

Sydney receives another call.  Ignore.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Aughh! Hey Brittany--don’t get married 
until you’re at least 47, ok?

RHONDA
My name’s not--!

(sarcastically)
I’m texting Murray!

SYDNEY
Ya know what? you do that! But don’t 
go in there, just, sit, stay. Wait 
here.

Sydney reaches into Rhonda’s bag, takes Smirnoff Ice from six 
pack, pops off top.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
And hey, learn how to drink real grown 
up alcohol, ok?  This garbage will rot 
your teeth.

Chugs bottle, throws it on the sidewalk.
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Scene 2: Int. Living Room Kitchen Area - Night

Dozens of people, mid 20s-early 30s, pack the small living 
room. There’s loud music, and LED lights flashing in time to 
the music. Several glass structures containing multicolored 
flames. An ice luge is in the kitchen with flashing LEDs in 
it.  Electric fiddle music is heard over electronic music.

Sydney grabs DAVIS, some indeterminate age (25-38), thick 
glasses, matted hair.

SYDNEY
Murray?!?

DAVIS
(concerned)

Uh, no, I’m Davis Davis, your 
roommate, Sydney, remember? I think 
your alcohol consumption may be 
affecting your ability to recall 
faces.

SYDNEY
Who invited Murray? Because I know it 
wasn’t me or Jay or Jeanna!

DAVIS
Oh, uh, I guess, I let him in, uh, was 
he the one with the keg?

SYDNEY
The one who abused our roommate on and 
off for 3 years?  How do you not 
remember her six straight nights of 
crying in her room, Davis?!?

DAVIS
I was wearing headphones, I guess?

(shrugs)
People like the keg...

Points at keg people are doing kegstands on.

SYDNEY
So why don’t you grab it, tie it to 
his ankles and throw him in the river!  
How can you let him in?

DAVIS
Argon gas isn’t cheap...
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SYDNEY
And the rain in Spain stays mainly in 
the---what the hell are you talking 
about, Davis?

DAVIS
So I was stealing argon from the 
chemistry department. I turn around, 
and there he is, taking pictures!

SYDNEY
What did we tell you about stealing 
noble gases?

DAVIS
No, but it was 2 A.M.!

SYDNEY
Maybe his rehearsal ran late.
OK, help me kick him out...

JAY approaches, carrying his electric violin.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Oh, wait, just a minute...

(to Jay)
Man of the hour!  A toast!

(hands Jay a beer)
To passing Quals!

JAY
To bastard little brothers!

SYDNEY
Shhhhh! Quiet! Take your medicine!

Offers Jay a cup.

JAY
Yeah, sure...

SYDNEY
To Jay!
Our lovers may sometimes leave us...

JAY
...Our mothers may mock us...

Lights in the house blink on and off.  They go off, Everyone 
cheers, Someone plays music from their phone.

DAVIS
...Our fuse box may have blown...
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JAY
But may our friendship last forever...

SYDNEY
Until I get married again.

JAY
Or, ya know, until things get busy, 
and we ya know, find something better.

Jay and Sydney down their drinks, belch loudly.  The lights 
flicker again.

DAVIS
Definitely the fuse box.

Davis tosses cup in air, grabs flashlight, rushes out front 
door.

CUT TO:

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Rhonda is pacing impatiently outside, while drinking a 
Smirnoff Ice. Davis, running out of the house, collides with 
her.

RHONDA
Oh my god! I didn’t see you there!

Shines a flashlight in her eyes

DAVIS
Well, you shouldn’t be outside without 
a flashlight!

Stuffs flashlight in her hands.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
Come on, this fuse box isn’t going to 
fix itself!

RHONDA
What the hell are you doing?

DAVIS
Shhhh...you need to help!

CUT TO:

INT. KITCHEN, Dark - Night

JEANNA JORDAN rushes in.
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JEANNA
Oh my god, Sydney,  My essay!

SYDNEY
You hit “save” before the power went 
out, right?

JEANNA
Yeah, no, I can’t---

SYDNEY
Jeanna, you’re hysterical, I won’t 
talk to you until you’ve calmed down.

Sydney shoves the bottle into Jeanna’s hands.

JEANNA
What? No, I can’t! I’ve got like 500 
things to-

Sydney looks a Jay, gestures toward MURRAY HOUSTON on living 
room couch, flanked on both sides by two WOMEN fawning over 
him.
Jeanna sees it too. She takes a big swig.

JAY
I’ll deal with it.

JEANNA
Thanks, Jay.

Jay walks over to Murray.

JEANNA (CONT’D)
I’m freaking out, Sydney!
My application for the Peterson 
scholarship is due at midnight, and my 
essay is a disaster

SYDNEY
Jeanna...this is a party...

JEANNA
I didn’t set the deadline!

SYDNEY
How long have you been working at this 
thing?

JEANNA
Just 3 weeks!

Sydney gives her a look, wiggles alcohol bottle in her face, 
talks through the alcohol bottle as if it’s a puppet.
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SYDNEY
(high-pitched voice)

Jeanna... My name is Jack Daniels, and 
I think you have an essay problem. It 
really hurts me when you ignore me. I 
just think your essay  writing is 
getting out of hand and you should 
focus on things that really matter, 
like,  me, your good friend Jack!

Jeanna laughs.

JEANNA
Knock it off!

SYDNEY
(as herself)

Ha! You laughed! Now you have to 
drink!

JEANNA
The scholarship is $60,000/year with 
health insurance! I would sell my 
right ovary for that.

SYDNEY
I think you can get that by selling a 
few eggs...

Jeanna glares at her.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
It’s easy! Just shoot up some estrogen 
and ovulate into a cup! Easy peasy, 
baby squeezy!

Sydney’s phone rings. 

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Jesus, this asshole.

Sydney ignores call.

JEANNA
Just give it a once over!

Jeanna leads Sydney out of the room

END OF ACT 1
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ACT 2

Scene 3: Int. Night. Living room

MURRAY, foppish manner, 32, is charming 2 girls on the couch. 
Jay approaches him.

JAY
Hey, the fuck you doing, here?

MURRAY
You’re not going to hit me, are you? 
What are we, cavemen? Have a beer, I 
brought a keg!

JAY
Take it with you when you leave, 
please!

Murray stands dramatically. Every line he delivers has a 
dramatic Shakespearean flair. Jay is annoyed, the girls hang 
on to his every word.

MURRAY
Actually, I won’t be leaving!

Jay rolls eyes.

JAY
Really? Don’t do this!

MURRAY
See, I know a little something about 
Davis’s experiments...

JAY
The fuck are you talking about?

MURRAY
You know your new light display?

Murray points to the flashing light structure.
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JAY
...yeah...?

MURRAY
Remember the gases that went missing 
from the chemistry lab a few weeks 
ago?  Argon? Neon, hydrogen?

JAY
Augh! We told him to stop stealing...

MURRAY
Well, I may have a few photos you may 
be interested in.

Murray shows Jay pictures on his phone of Davis loading tanks 
into his trunk.

JAY
Give me that!

Jay grabs at the phone, slaps Murray so he retracts his hand.  
Murray acts hurt.  Girls fawn over him. Jay messes with 
phone.

JAY (CONT’D)
Deleted!

MURRAY
Still on the cloud, Jazz boy!

JAY
Damnit!
DAVIS!

Jay storms off outside.

Scene 4: Int. - Jeanna’s bedroom - night

Sydney sits at Jeanna’s computer desk in the darkness.

SYDNEY
OK, so, by my calculations, Jeanna, I 
will have a BAC of 0.8 in t-minus-7 
minutes.  So let’s focus on your 
biggest issue.

JEANNA
Does my personal statement sound too 
needy?
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SYDNEY
(mockingly)

I have always wanted to be a 
biogenetics engineer since I was a 
young girl and my little brother was 
born with muscular dystrophy. Every 
day throughout my childhood, I watched 
my mother help him dress, eat, and use 
the bathroom. My mom never had a lot 
of time for me because she was taking 
my brother to his surgeries, and 
appointments.

(Sarcasticly)
I’m crying here.

JEANNA
Just finish it!

SYDNEY
(pretends to cry)

In high school, I would study my AP 
Bio homework everyday at the hospital 
after school---

Jeanna smacks Sydney.

JEANNA
You bitch!

(pause)
Do I sound like that?

SYDNEY
Look, give me 10 minutes, I’ll fix the 
tone. Just go downstairs, pour 
yourself a drink, we’ll polish this up

JEANNA
Ok, be right back!

Scene 6: Ext. House - night

Jay comes outside to look for Davis.  Phone rings. “Mom”. Jay 
answers.

MOM (VOICE)
Jay! I’m so proud!

JAY
Thanks mom! Yeah, I passed Quals, I’m 
a real live PhD candidate!
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MOM
Oh, haha, silly!  I mean your brother!  
He’s finally going to be a real doctor 
in three years!

JAY
Mom! I’m going to be a doctor in 18 
months!

MOM
I mean, yes, Jay, technically you’ll 
be a doctor in jazz music...but your 
brother is going to be a real doctor!

JAY
Well, I’ll call him and congratulate 
him, I just gotta go now...

Hangs up on mom, walks into.

CUT TO: 

Scene 7: Ext. side of house, fuse box - Night

Davis and Rhonda walk up to fuse box, Rhonda chatting.

RHONDA
So was Murray in there?

DAVIS
Yeah, with like four girls?

RHONDA
WAAAAHHHH

DAVIS
(soothingly)

Hey. Hey. Hey there.
(pause)

Try to hold the flashlight steady.

RHONDA
Augh! How can he do things like that?

Davis inspects various fuses.

DAVIS
I suspect he wanted to have sex with 
you.

RHONDA
Uh, well, yeah--but, like, why does he 
have to be such a jerk?
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DAVIS
Right? It’s like, why does he always 
catch me stealing the school’s argon?

RHONDA
Huh?

DAVIS
How do you think I got the lights to 
dance so spectacularly in the kitchen

(starts laughing)
What did you think I used?  Flouride 
gas!  Ahaha!

(sees she isn’t laughing)
Oh I’m sorry, let me explain-- when 
heat is applied to certain gases, it 
makes pretty colors.  Much like those 
neon lights you’re used to seeing ‘da 
club’.  You’re like the type of girl 
who goes to ‘da club’, right?

Chooses the correct fuse, light goes on.

RHONDA
We did it!

DAVIS
Yeah...! And you helped! Good for you!

Enter Jay, breathless.

JAY
Davis, can you delete the photos 
Murray’s got on the cloud?

Davis smacks forehead “why didn’t I think of that?”.

DAVIS
Oh yeah! I can do that! Duh, even you 
came up with that!

(to Rhonda)
So... you’re still here...

Rhonda produces bottle of whiskey from shopping bag.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
Hey, new friend!

JAY
OK, let’s try to keep Murray out of 
Jeanna’s eyeline.

Scene 8: Kitchen/Living Room - Night 
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Jeanna walks down the stairs, sees Murray.  Murray sees her, 
tries to walk away

JEANNA
Murray Houston! What the fuck are you 
doing here?

MURRAY
Jeanna! You look great! Hey, heard you 
got a scholarship?

JEANNA
Get out!

Jay, Rhonda, and Davis burst in.

JAY
Murray, come on!

Davis and Rhonda go upstairs.

MURRAY
(whispers)

Come on, Jay, I’m just here for the 
girls. 

(to Jeanna)
Jeanna, ever since you dumped me, I 
search desperately for comfort in 
someone, anyone, to feel alright.

JEANNA
I caught you “comforting yourself” 
with other people three times while we 
were together!

MURRAY
And you always take me back because 
you’re sweet, you’re smart, you’re ---
look--

(whispers)
This house party has $100,000 worth of 
stolen science, and I have pictures. 
You want me to rat out your Rainman 
roommate.

Scene 9: Int, Davis’s Dark bedroom

Davis stares transfixed on his a computer, Rhonda sits, 
amazed.

DAVIS
Ok, we’ll just use this password 
decrypter--hey, can you hand me that 
can?
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Rhonda hands him a beer can. They sit back. Rhonda looks 
confused

RHONDA
So this is hacking?

DAVIS
(sarcastid and amused)

Yeah, sure, I’m “hacking” the 
“mainframe”. Finding “bugs”, sure!

RHONDA
Gosh, you’re so smart!  Hey, maybe 
this is just the beer talking, but---

She starts massaging his neck.

DAVIS
The beer tells you to rub my neck? 
Thanks, beer!

Rhonda laughs, rubs deeper into his shoulders.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
What brand is the shoulder rub beer?  
I should get some for my roommates.

She kisses him on the cheek.

DAVIS (CONT’D)
Oh! I am sorry, no, I am--oh, no. I am 
not the person you---I know you will 
find someone but no--

Scene 12: Int Living room - Night

JEANNA
Three years, Murray, for three years I 
loved you.  But it meant nothing to 
you--I just wish there was someone who 
loves me as much as I deserve.

MURRAY
Hey, hey, hey--I love you. 

The girls fawn over him even more

GIRL 1
He left you because you’re so selfish!

Jay enters.

JAY
Herpes. He’s got herpes.
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Girls, disgusted, walk away.

MURRAY
Hey! That’s not true!

Jay chants to the tune of a 6/8 conga beat cha-cha-cha-cha-
cha-CHA

JAY
Murray’s got the her-PES!
He caught it in a men’s ROOM!

Murray angrily storms over to the keg, tries to take it take 
it from the ice bucket it sits in. It doesn’t budge. He jerks 
it upward too hard, causing him to fall backwards with the 
keg on top of him.  Party stops; People stare.
Murray lies on the floor groaning.
Everyone cheers.

Sydney drunkenly stumbles in, points at Jeanna.

SYDNEY
Augh! Why do you get to have all the 
fun while I do your stupid essay?

JEANNA
So it’s finished!

SYDNEY
Check your email.

Jeanna pulls out her phone, reads for a few minutes.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
(to Jay)

Did we take care of those photos?

Davis screams from upstairs

DAVIS
Yahtzee!

JAY
I Guess Davis got it.

SYDNEY
Let’s check his work.

Sydney reaches into Murray’s pockets.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Hey! You’re getting some action 
tonight after all, good for you!
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Sydney pulls out phone. Taps and swipes on it.

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Looks good, nothing here for the past 
2 weeks...
Ohhh, oooh, oooh, pictures! Dirty 
pictures! I want those!

JAY
Don’t be a pervert...

SYDNEY
No! For counter-ammo the next time he 
catches Davis with something.

MURRAY
Aughh, not cool!

JAY
Good thinking.

She taps and swipes.

JAY (CONT’D)
You’re a gross per-VERT
We have pho-to-graph-ic proo-OOF.

Phone rings.

SYDNEY
Fine!

Walks away, answers it as she walks outside

SYDNEY (CONT’D)
Michael. I told you to not call here.  
Look, I signed the papers. You get 
Muffin, I get the Toyota, as you 
insisted.  Thank you. 

(pause)
Am I drunk? No duh! We’re having a 
party!

(pause)
Look, you don’t need your fake 
concern. Let’s just--I’m going to be 
fine, ok! I’ve worked super hard at 
this PhD--no, I don’t care more about 
the neutrinos than you! That’s not a 
thing, it’s never a thing!  

CUT TO:

Scene 20: Michael’s apartment.
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MICHAEL
Ok, you got me, I called because I 
love you.

Scene 21: Jeanna’s room

SYDNEY
I love you too.  But we’re never going 
to be married again. Maybe...I’m not 
supposed to be married to anyone.  
Maybe I’m supposed to be married to my 
Neutrinos? Maybe I’ll never have kids!  
Maybe my kids will be conference 
papers! I have no idea!

MICHAEL
I love you.

SYDNEY
I’ll get the cat on Monday. Don’t call 
me anymore. Goodbye.

Sydney hangs up. Sighs.  Pulls out a flask and gulps for 
three seconds. Returns to the house

Int. Living room/kitchen - night

Jeanna is looking at her phone. Enter Sydney

JEANNA
Hey, Sydney, this is really good.  I’d 
change a few words here and there, 
like here, I would say “dedicated” and 
not “focused”.

SYDNEY
I already submitted it.

JEANNA
Huh!?

SYDNEY
Enjoy the party, you can

Scene 21: Int. Kitchen

Murray tries to leave while carrying his 

MURRAY
Look, I don’t see why everyone’s 
ganging up on me...
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Murray is backing up into a giant glass flashing light 
fixture, knocking it to the ground.  The gas ignites, and 
ignites nearby spilled alcohol and the back of Murray’s 
shirt.  Jeanna runs into the next room.

MURRAY (CONT’D)
Put it out! Put it out!

DAVIS
AHHHH

Davis lunges toward Murray, but only tries to extinguish the 
flames on his glass structure.  Jeanna blasts the 
extinguisher at the counter, liquor bottles, until the only 
think on fire is Murray

JAY
You have to leave!

MURRAY
What?  Yeah! OK, Whatever!

Jay tackles Murray to the ground, smacking every single flame 
on his body.  Flames go out. Jay spends an extra 15 seconds 
makig sure they’re really out.

MURRAY (CONT’D)
I can’t believe they’re not out yet!

JAY
Oh they’re out, this is for Jeanna!

Jeanna kicks Murray in the thigh

RHONDA
Ya know, I don’t approve of violence, 
but I kind of like this...

MURRAY
Stop it!  This is abuse!

JAY
This is for you, mom! Not!

(punch)
A real

(punch)
Doctor!

(PUNCH PUNCH)

Jay breathes heavily

MURRAY
You done?
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Jay gets in one more punch

JAY
Yeah

Jay gets up, helps Murray up

DAVIS
Murray, I hope you don’t mind, but 
I’ve taken the liberty of uploading 
your private chat logs onto your 
social media.

All partygoers pull out their phones

PARTYGOER1:
Who is “SpicyGurl3”? And what is a 
glass-bottomed boat?

PARTYGOER 2: 
Dude, why were you sending nudes to my 
boyfriend while we were dating?

PARTYGOER 3
Are you trying to be, like a 
republican senator?

MURRAY
Auuuh, no! You’ll be hearing from my 
lawyers!  You’ll all be hearig from my 
lawyers.

(rums away screaming)

Everyone laughs.

DAVIS
I got the lights working!

SYDNEY
Jay, I’m having a bad day.  Can you 
play that song I like?
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