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COLD OPEN

EXT. COALL HOME - DAY 

We see a beautiful two story Young Brick Colonial with an 
immaculate lawn. Next to the front door hangs an AMERICAN 
FLAG, and two freshly waxed SPORTS CARS and an SUV sit in a 
paved driveway surrounded by cobblestone. On the street 
parked in front of the house, we see a beat-up 1999 FORD 
TAURUS--taped bumper and all. 

INT. COALL HOME BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

ALEX COALL (22) and MALCOLM SKEPP (22) are in the basement of 
the home. The basement is fully furnished and decorated with 
FRAMED MOVIE POSTERS and NEW YORK SPORTS MEMORABILIA. The two 
sit melted into a COUCH, both are facing forward, fixated on 
a FLAT SCREEN TELEVISION in the center of the room that has 
yet to be turned on. 

MALCOLM
(Slowly)

Three weeks, huh? 

ALEX
Three weeks. 

MALCOLM
Excited? 

ALEX
(Apathetically)

I guess.

MALCOLM
(Playfully)

Yah know? Every time I ask you that 
it becomes harder to tell if you're 
just scared, or if you really are 
just an ungrateful prick. 

ALEX
Probably the latter. 

MALCOLM
The what?

ALEX
The second one. 
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MALCOLM
Then just say that. We get it, you 
went to college. The fuck you 
talking in riddles for?

ALEX
I... 

(Redirecting)
...These brownies are serious, 
Dude. 

MALCOLM
I told you. My cousin just made em. 
I sold out quick. Still saved some 
for the trip though. 

Beat.

ALEX
I was thinking... Maybe we could 
just stock up in Colorado or Vegas 
where it's legal. I don't know if 
we should travel with anything. At 
least leaving New York.

Malcolm turns and looks at Alex. Alex feels his gaze.  

ALEX (CONT’D)
(Uncomfortably)

I'm just saying... I planned this 
trip giving us enough time to do 
everything we talked about, while 
still making it to California two 
days early. That way I can unpack, 
settle in, and prep. If we got 
caught with anything and got 
arrested or something my Dad--

MALCOLM
Dude. Okay, chill. No brownies. 

ALEX
Thank you. 

Malcolm faces forward. 

MALCOLM
(Laughing)

I'll just roll us a few joints.

Alex turns toward Malcolm. 
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ALEX
(Sarcastically)

You know what? Bring whatever you 
want. We get pulled over, I'll just 
pin everything on you. Not like I'd 
be lying anyway.    

MALCOLM
You would. And just remember you 
said that. 

ALEX
God damn right I would. I'm not 
missing my first day of work, my 
chance to get the fuck out of here, 
because you can't go five days 
without getting high.

MALCOLM
More like three. 

ALEX
You're an idiot. 

MALCOLM
You're right, I am an idiot. 
Hopping in a car and driving all 
the way to California to help my 
ungrateful-ass best friend move is 
pretty dumb. 

ALEX
That is pretty dumb. Did you take 
off work yet, or talk to your 
cousin? We're leaving in three 
days.

MALCOLM
Work, yes. 

(Mockingly)
The latter, no.

ALEX
Asshole. 

Beat.

MALCOLM
You ever going to turn that shit 
on, or what? 

ALEX
You're closer.  
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Over their shoulders on a COFFEE TABLE we see a TV REMOTE 
equal distance from the two. 

MALCOLM
Fine. I turn it on; I bring weed. 

Beat.

The two simultaneously jolt forward and grab for the TV 
remote. A fight ensues. 

END COLD OPEN.
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ACT I

EXT. TREVOR SKEPP HOME - LATER

We see a small one-story RANCH, featuring a very small well 
kept front yard enclosed by a mid-height CHAINLINK FENCE. The 
porch in front of the house is decorated with an assortment 
of POTTED PLANTS. A BLUE LIVES MATTER FLAG hangs from a porch 
support beam. On the street parked in front of the house, we 
see a beat-up 1999 FORD TAURUS--taped bumper and all. 

TREVOR (V.O.)
You get robbed again? 

INT. TREVOR SKEPP HOME - CONTINUOUS

Enter the kitchen of Trevor's home. The kitchen looks as 
though it is straight out of a Better Homes and Gardens 
magazine. Here we meet Malcolm's cousin, Trevor Skepp (33). 
Trevor is well put together, wearing a button down shirt, 
chino pants, and loafers, complemented by a trendy vintage 
watch, and nonprescription glasses he wears because they are 
"cool." Trevor's hair is combed neatly, and his face shaved. 
Trevor is gripping Malcolm's face like someone trying to pry 
something from their dog's jaw when they catch them eating 
something they are not supposed to. He is examining a shiner 
under Malcolm's eye. 

MALCOLM
Nah man. 

Malcolm pushes Trevor's hand away. 

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Alex and I were fucking around and 
he elbowed me in the face. 

TREVOR
Fucking around? Or fucking each 
other? 

Trevor grabs a cup of coffee from the kitchen counter, pours 
whiskey into it from a flask, and sits at the KITCHEN TABEL. 

MALCOLM
Good one. 

Malcolm sits adjacent Trevor. 
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TREVOR
How is Alex anyway? Haven't seen 
your little boyfriend in a few 
months. 

MALCOLM
Yah know? For a gay dude you really 
say a lot of homophobic-type shit. 
And he's good, that's actually why 
I'm here. 

CUT TO:

INT. COALL HOME - CONTINUOUS

Alex sits at the kitchen table of his home. The kitchen 
complements the rest of the home in that it is immaculate. 
Stainless steel appliances, an island featuring a second 
sink, and a smart refrigerator are just a few of the 
amenities we see. Here we meet Alex's parents, MARIE and JOHN 
COALL, sitting with Alex at the table. Both are extremely 
successful in their own right. John is a hedge fund manager, 
and Marie the principle of a prestigious private high school 
in Nassau Country, Long Island. Both "made it" in their 
careers young and pride themselves on that. 

JOHN
Here's a spread sheet outlining 
everything you'll need to pack for 
the trip. We can ship you the rest 
of your things and schedule them to 
arrive a day or two after you get 
there, but this will get you 
settled. I had my assistant write 
it up, so if anything is missing 
let me know. 

John hands Alex the spread sheet. 

ALEX 
Thanks. Busy day at the office 
today huh? 

MARIE
Your father and I just want you to 
be prepared and comfortable to 
start work once you get there. 

ALEX
I know what to pack I--
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JOHN
Preparation is everything, Alex. 
Your mother and I wouldn't have 
gotten to where we are today had we 
not been ready for anything. We 
just want the same success for you. 

ALEX
Well, thanks. But can't I just 
stock up on...

Alex looks at the spread sheet, reading from it. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
..."Toot paste" when I get there? 

JOHN
I knew he didn't proof read it! 

CUT TO:

INT. TREVOR SKEPP HOME BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Malcolm and Trevor are now in the basement of Trevor's home, 
which serves as his grow house. The basement is lined wall to 
wall with POT PLANTS, and lit with different color UV 
LIGHTING depending on the section. TREVOR is holding a GRAY 
DUFFLE BAG with TWO PAD LOCKS fixed around the zippers. 

TREVOR
So what? 

MALCOLM
So what? Are you kidding me? I 
can't transport that much weed. 

TREVOR
Uh, yea you can. I have shit I need 
moved to Cali, you're going to 
Cali. What's the problem? 

MALCOLM
The problem is that I told Alex I 
wouldn't bring a fucking joint, and 
here you are asking me to bring a 
duffle bag full of grade-A kush. 

TREVOR
Well, way I see it is you owe me. 
And you really don't have to do all 
that much.

(MORE)
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TREVOR (CONT’D)
Just chuck it in the back of the U-
haul and deliver it to this address 
when you ditch Alex in California. 

Trevor hands Malcolm a piece of paper. Malcolm takes it, 
opens it, and looks at it. 

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Also, if you're leaving in three 
days, why am I just finding out 
about this road trip now?  Do you 
know how much profit I am going to 
miss out on with you gone for three 
weeks? 

CUT TO:

INT. COALL HOME - CONTINUOUS

Alex and is parents are still at the kitchen table. John is 
on his LAPTOP, Marie is next to him looking on at what he is 
doing. 

MARIE
Three-thousand dollars? 

JOHN
Seems quite cheap. I'd rather pay 
extra than go with some second rate 
shipping company. We don't want 
anything damaged. 

ALEX
I'm sure it's fine. 

JOHN
Well it may be fine for you because 
you're not paying for it, but your 
mother and I would like to know if 
we are paying for your things to 
arrive, that they arrive on time 
and in good order. 

MARIE
Look at this one, it's six-
thousand. Looks like a good 
company.

CUT TO:
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INT. TREVOR SKEPP HOME - MOMENTS LATER

Malcolm and Trevor are now upstairs sitting back at the 
KITCHEN TABEL. The GRAY DUFFLE BAG sits at Trevor's feet. 

MALCOLM
That's a lot of fucking money man. 

TREVOR
Yea, I know. And you'll get twenty 
percent. That's more than enough to 
replace that shit Ford you got 
parked in front of my house, plus 
get a place of your own and then 
some.

Malcolm contemplates, looking at the duffle.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Twenty-five grand.

Trevor slides the bag toward Malcolm with his foot and places 
a KEY on the kitchen table. Malcolm looks at Trevor with 
conviction. 

CUT TO:

INT. COALL HOME - CONTINUOUS

Alex and his parents remain at the kitchen table. 

JOHN
Alright, kiddo. Your stuff is set 
to arrive the day you get to your 
new place. Make sure you don't take 
any detours getting there. I know 
how you and Malcolm get.

ALEX
We'll get there fine, Dad. I 
appreciate it. 

MARIE
You're welcome honey. 

END ACT I
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ACT II

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY 

A BLACK 2010 JEEP GRAND CHEROKEE LARADO is seen cruising down 
A highway. The SUV is fixed with a U-HAUL, trailing behind. 
SUPERIMPOSE: "WEST VIRGINIA - FOUR DAYS LATER." on screen.   

INT. JEEP GRAND CHEROKEE (MOVING) - CONTINUOUS

Alex is in the driver's seat, Malcolm is the passenger. The 
back seat of the car is packed with Alex's things. 

ALEX
What do you mean broken? 

Malcolm fiddles with the air conditioning dials.

MALCOLM
Dude. I mean broken. Like broke, 
broke. Like nothing is coming out. 

Alex puts his hand up to the air vent in front of him on the 
dashboard. 

ALEX
(Frustrated)

Fucking rentals.

MALCOLM
(Laughing)

Welcome to my world buddy, haven't 
had AC in the Taurus since I got 
it. Driving through Arizona is 
going to suck dick. 

ALEX
No shit. Maybe we can get it fixed 
when we stop again. 

MALCOLM
(Still laughing)

Maybe. Wait, dude! I know how to 
fix this! 

ALEX
Yea? 
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MALCOLM
Yea! Why don't you just call your 
parents and have them send a 
private fucking helicopter to pick 
us up?

Alex shoots Malcolm a look. 

ALEX
Good one. There's a rest stop 
coming up in fourteen miles. Says 
they have a service station, we'll 
stop there. 

MALCOLM
Aye, aye Captain. Did it say if 
they have a helipad? 

Malcolm begins laughing, Alex reaches over and cranks the 
radio. "Gin and Juice" by Snoop Dogg plays.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Oh, this is my shit! 

Alex changes the song. 

CUT TO:

EXT. REST STOP - LATER

Malcolm and Alex stand outside a rest stop car service 
station. Malcolm leans up against the U-haul now detached 
from the Jeep, sitting in the parking lot. Alex is pacing 
back and forth on the phone. Alex hangs up and turns to 
Malcolm. 

MALCOLM
What he say? 

ALEX
(Mimicking his father)

That he's going to hold the rental 
company accountable, and this type 
of thing is unacceptable, and blah 
blah blah. 

Malcolm looks at Alex as if waiting for further explanation. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
So basically he was no help. He's 
more concerned with getting his 
money back than anything else.
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MALCOLM
Dope. 

A GAS STATION MECHANIC approaches, smoking a CIGARETTE. 

ALEX
You able to fix it? 

GAS STATION MECHANIC 
Yea we can fix it. But the part I 
nee--

MALCOLM
--You got an extra one of those? 

Malcolm gestures to his cigarette. The Mechanic pauses, 
thrown off. 

GAS STATION MECHANIC
Uh, yea. Here. 

The Mechanic reaches into his pocket, pulls out a pack of 
MARLBORO REDS, and hands Malcolm a smoke. 

GAS STATION MECHANIC (CONT’D)
I think I'll be able to have it 
rea--

MALCOLM
--Light? 

Alex turns and shoots Malcolm a look. Malcolm shrugs, 
innocently. Rolling his eyes, annoyed the Gas Station 
Mechanic pulls out a ZIPPO LIGHTER and tosses it to Malcolm. 

GAS STATION ATTENDANT
I can have it ready in a day or 
two. Gotta order the part, we can 
have it expedited. There is a 
Holiday Inn not far from here, you 
can stay there until it's ready. 
Sound good?  

Alex looks at Malcolm. The two come to an agreement without 
saying a word. Malcolm flips the lighter back to the 
Mechanic. 

ALEX
Nah man, we'll just ride without 
it. 

GAS STATION MECHANIC
Alright. In that case... 
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The Mechanic reaches into his pocket and pulls out a RECIPT. 

GAS STATION MECHANIC (CONT’D)
Here is your receipt. I'll pull her 
around for you. 

ALEX
Thanks man. 

MALCOLM
Thanks for the smoke, Chief. 

The Mechanic nods and walks off. 

ALEX
Chief, huh? Didn't know you were an 
Indian. 

MALCOLM
Im not, dick. I'm Native American. 

The two share a laugh, Malcolm drags his cigarette. 

ALEX
I'm going to go pay this. 

Alex walks off. Malcolm remains at the U-haul smoking. His 
IPHONE begins to BUZZ. Malcolm pulls it out of his pocket and 
looks at the screen which reads: "TREV." He considers 
answering for a moment, but instead silences the phone and 
puts it back in his pocket.

CUT TO:

INT. TREVOR SKEPP HOME BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Close up on Trevor's face. An IPHONE is pressed to his ear. 
He is sweating profusely, no longer wearing glasses, and 
appears disheveled. We move out to reveal the phone is being 
held to his ear by someone else, and pressed on the other 
side of his head is a GLOCK. We move out further. Trevor is 
tied to a chair with his hands behind his back, a cloth used 
to gag him rests around his neck. Surrounding Trevor are 
three mean looking THUGS, dressed uniform in all black, 
holding HANDGUNS. The Thug holding the phone to Trevor's ear 
pulls it away and tosses it to a man sitting adjacent Trevor. 
Meet LUPE (37). Lupe, is the right hand man of a more 
powerful drug dealer in the same jurisdiction as Trevor's 
operation. He is short, clean cut, and dressed in a suit, 
open-collar shirt, no tie.   
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TREVOR
(Frantic)

Call him again! Please, call him 
again! I'm telling you he'll pick 
up. He'll--

Lupe reaches up and gags Trevor with the cloth dangling 
around his neck, muffling his plea. Lupe pats Trevor's face 
gently, and reveals a KNIFE. 

TREVOR (CONT’D)
(Muffled)

MMMMMMMM! MMMMMMM!  

LUPE
(Softly)

Little late for that my friend.

CUT TO:

EXT. REST STOP - LATER

Alex and Malcolm are standing outside the Jeep at Rest Stop 
similar to the one they were at before, featuring a tourist 
information section, gas pumps, and a car service garage. 
Cars come and go all around them. 

MALCOLM
So this is Kentucky huh? 

Alex stretching, looks around.

ALEX
Guess so. I don't get why anyone 
would want to live here.

MALCOLM
Maybe the Kentucky Derby? Or maybe 
because you can fuck your cousin 
and everyone is cool with it. 

Both think for a second. 

MALCOLM/ALEX (CONT’D)
(In unison)

Probably the latter.

The two point at one another amazed. 

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Woah! Call back! Move the fuck 
over, Coall. Yah boy getting 
educated. 



15.

ALEX
(Laughing) 

Those three weeks of community 
college did you good. 

Beat. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
You coming? 

Alex gestures toward the main building of the rest area. 

MALCOLM
Yea. I'll meet you in there. Just 
gonna call Trevor back, dudes been 
blowing up my phone all day. 

ALEX
Cool. Tell him I said "what's up."  

Alex walks off. Malcolm takes out his phone, opens it and 
hits Trevor's contact name. He puts the phone to his ear.

INT. TREVOR SKEPP HOME BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

Close up on Trevor's iPhone sitting on a table. In the 
blurred background we can make out Trevor, motionless, head 
hanging, still tied to the chair. The phone lights up and 
begins to BUZZ. Caller-ID reads: "MALCOHOLIC." Lupe grabs the 
phone, walks over to Trevor, kicks the chair waking him up. 
Trevor is now badly beaten, his face swollen, eyes black and 
blue, and lips busted. 

TREVOR
(Startled)

Fuck man!... 

Trevor comes too. 

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Oh it's just you. How we doing hot 
stuff? You making us eggs or what? 
I'm starv--

WHAM! Lupe punches Trevor straight in the face.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
(Stunned for a moment)

God damnit, dude. That is no way to 
treat a fucking lady! 

Trevor spits blood. Lupe puts the phone to his ear.
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TREVOR (CONT’D)
Hey, Kid. We got a problem.

END ACT II
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ACT III

EXT. REST STOP - CONTINUOUS

Malcolm's face drops. Everything in the frame other than him 
becomes blurry, time slows and his phone falls away from his 
ear as he begins walking to the back of the U-haul. 

INT. U-HAUL - CONTINUOUS

From inside the U-haul the rolling door lifts. We see Malcolm 
begin frantically digging through the clutter in the back 
searching for something. Once found, he fumbles with his 
keys. The UNZIPPING of a bag is heard. His facial expression 
changes from one of shock to one of horror. 

EXT. REST STOP - CONTINUOUS

Over Malcolm's shoulder, in the back of the U-haul we see the 
gray duffle bag from earlier now open. Only instead of weed, 
it is filled with BRICKS OF COCAINE. Malcolm is frozen, 
stunned. He puts the phone back to his ear. 

MALCOLM
(Frantic)

Hello? Hello! Trevor! 

Trevor is no longer on the line. Malcolm quickly places his 
phone in his pocket. Panicking while trying to get the bag 
closed, he yanks the zipper too hard and breaks it, rending 
it unable to close. 

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
(To himself)

Fuck. Fuck. God damnit. 

Malcolm attempts to jam the bag in the back of the U-haul, 
but when he does, one of the bricks falls out and onto the 
ground. Malcolm picks it up. 

ALEX (O.S.)
Dude. What. The. Fuck. 

Malcolm, like a deer in the headlights, freezes, brick in 
hand, his back toward Alex. Malcolm calmly places the brick 
of cocaine in the bag, leaves it right where it is in the U-
haul, reaches up and shuts the rolling door. Slowly, Malcolm 
turns to Alex who is a few feet behind him with a look of 
disbelief on his face. Malcolm laughs nervously. 

CUT TO:
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INT. JEEP GRAND CHEROKEE (MOVING) - LATER

Alex is now driving. Malcolm sits shrunken in the passenger 
seat as Alex lays into him.

ALEX
(Furious)

Two sets of clothes. Two sets of 
fucking clothes. I am so stupid. I 
can't believe I fell for that shit. 
Yah know, this is really my fault. 
I didn't even think to ask why one 
of your bags was locked. 

MALCOLM
I--

ALEX
No. You, shut the fuck up.  

Malcolm shrinks further. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
I ask you not to bring a fucking 
joint, so instead you bring Pablo 
Escobar's Saturday afternoon? And I 
don't give a shit if you thought it 
was weed, I don't see this being 
any different if it was. And of 
fucking course Trevor stole it. 
What the fuck.

Beat. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Should have fucking known some shit 
like this would happen. Now we have 
god damn drug dealers after us? And 
we can't go to cops because there 
are phone records showing you 
agreed to transport the drugs? What 
kind of drug dealer uses their 
personal fucking phone? Ever heard 
of a burner you fucking burnout. 
Awesome! Fucking Awesome. I'm 
dropping you off at the next rest 
stop and you can sort this shit out 
on your own. I am getting--

Malcolm is in tears. 

MALCOLM
--They are going to kill Trevor if 
they don't get their drugs back...

(MORE)
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MALCOLM (CONT’D)
They might have already. I'm afraid 
they might go after our parents. 
They know who we are. 

The air is suddenly sucked from the car. There is a long 
pause. 

ALEX
(softly)

So what are going to do. 

END ACT III
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TAG

INT. COALL HOME - NIGHT

John and Marie are sitting at their kitchen table having 
dinner. 

JOHN
Just plain unacceptable. How can a 
company provide a car with a faulty 
air conditioner. It is just 
absolute nonsense. 

MARIE
The boys are almost in Nashville. 
Alex sounded a bit homesick when I 
spoke with him. Something feels 
off. 

JOHN
He is probably just upset they wont 
have AC during the trip. You know 
how hot the desert is this time of 
year don't you? 

MARIE
(Sarcastically)

Yes. I'm sure it is bothering him 
just as much as it is bothering 
you. 

JOHN
(Missing the sarcasm)

I would imagine so. You know this 
type of--

KNOCK KNOCK. A knock at the door interrupts John. Him and 
Marie look at one another. 

MARIE
Who could that be at this hour? 

JOHN
I'll get it. 

John gets up from the table and proceeds toward the front 
door. When he gets there he opens it to find a Police Officer 
standing on his front step with his back to the door. We see 
a SUFFOLK COUNTY POLICE CAR in the driveway.  

JOHN (CONT’D)
Can I help you Sir? 
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The officer turns around slowly, revealing it is Lupe. 

LUPE
Sorry to bother you this late 
Mr.Coall, my name is Officer Gratto 
and I'm with the Suffolk County 
Police Department's Drug 
Enforcement Task Force. I need to 
ask you a few questions about your 
son and his friend Malcolm Skepp. 
Do you mind if I come in? 

FADE OUT.

END
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