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FADE | N

| NT. BOY NURSERY - DAY

An EMPTY CRIB with nusic themed bedding sits agai nst a baby
bl ue wall, the nane BRANDON stenciled in bright colors.
Above the crib totters a nobile of tiny hanging guitars.

A fermal e SOBBING brings us to the floor and..

DREW CHAMBERS( 25), dyed purple hair, runny mascara and a
bul gi ng Ranbnes nmaternity top. One hand clutches a onesie
reading "Mommy’'s Little Rocker”. The other lifts a vodka
bottl e and downs its contents down the holder’s throat.

Besi de her, a phone lights up and rings... and rings again.
She answers.
DREW
(slurred)

Hel | 0?
A calm nurturing voice pipes in...

ANN (V. Q)
(filtered, from phone)
Drew, it’s Ann. You said you' d cal
me yesterday. What happened?

Drew | ets out a pained breath.

DREW
| lost him Doctor Shipman says he
can’t survive outside the wonb for
| onger than a few m nutes.

ANN (V. Q)

Oh Drew, |'msorry.
DREW

| can still feel himnoving.
ANN (V. Q)

Wiere's Ted? I's he with you?

DREW
He went to work.

Drew t akes anot her deep gulp of vodka. It CLINKS against the
crib as she lowers it.



ANN (V. Q)

Are you dri nki ng?
DREW

Wiy not? It doesn’t matter anynore.
ANN (V. Q)

Honey, it can create conplications-
DREW

He’ s dead, Ann.
ANN (V. Q)

But you still have to give birth to

him You need be healt hy.

Drew |l ets out an agoni zed cry.

DREW
| wanna die too.
ANN (V. Q)
Christ. |I’mcom ng over, you hear

me? Put the cap back on whatever
you’' re drinking and be ready to
neet ne at the door. 1’1l be there
in five.

Drew lets the cell drop to her side. After a nonent’s
contenpl ation, she screws the cap back on the bottle.

| NT. CHAMBERS HOMVE - DAY

Drew, still carrying the onesie and vodka, comes down the
stairs into the FOYER, carrying herself carefully. Reaching
t he bottom she heads back into the..

KI TCHEN

It’s bright, tidy and cozy. Al the trappings you d expect
of a nmodern mddle class kitchen. Drew returns the vodka to
the refrigerator turns and stops...

A sliding glass door leading to the patio is ajar. She
regards it oddly. It shouldn’t be like that.

She heads over cautiously and slides it closed, locking it.
She gazes into the backyard..

It’'s fenced-in wth sone wooded area behind it. The grass
could use a trim but it’s otherw se unrenmarkabl e.

The DOORBELL RI NGS.



Drew noves back to the
FOYER
closing on the front door.

DREW
You didn’t need to speed over. |I’'m
not officially on suicide watch.

She opens the it...

Nobody’ s on the stoop. The nei ghborhood beyond is a nodest
residential devel opnent. Every house | ooks |like the house
next to it, and presumably |like hers. C assic MHousing.

She cl oses t he door.

A STUN GUN SLAMS into the back of her neck. Electricity
CRACKLES as Drew stiffens and falls to the ground.

A FI GURE dressed in a baggy black tracksuit, |atex gloves
and full bal acl ava stands over Drew s unconsci ous body.

The Fi gure pockets the stun gun and draws out a STEAK KNI FE
Kneeling down, it pulls up the Ranpones top and rolls back

t he wai st band of her sweatpants, fully exposing her baby
bunp. There is a nonent of hesitation...

The Figure plunges the knife into her |ower abdonen. Bl ood
pours fromthe incision as the bl ade saws back and forth.

It sets the knife down and reaches inside the opening..
searching... finding... pulling...

An infant’s head begins to breach, but the wound isn’t w de
enough to slip through. The Figure takes up the knife again
and clunsily gashes another three inches.

The baby boy, BRANDON, slips out of the wonb and lets out a
shrill cry.

The Figure handles himwth care as it folds the unbilica
cord in one hand and slices it clean through. Standing, it
noves back to the..

Kl TCHEN

grabs a towel off the oven handle and tenderly swaddl es the
baby in it.

The Figure takes a nonent to admre the infant. Brandon
coughs... and coughs again, followed by hitched breathing.



Sensi ng urgency, the Figure rushes to the gl ass door, slides
it open and di sappears into the backyard.

I NT. MCGE LL HOVE - LIVING ROOM - DAY

A BABY SHOAER is in full swing. A GAGGLE OF WOMEN ar e
crowmded into the living room giggling and tipsy on w ne
coolers. In the corner, a FEWDUDES keep out of the way.

The focus of the group is VICTORIA "TORI" MCA LL (31), a
redhead Irish beauty, six nonths pregnant and | ooking |ike
she coul d pop any nonent.

An EAGER GUEST sets a big package in front of Tori, who
tears off the wapping, revealing a baby wal ker inside.

The Gaggl e "oohs" and "ahhs" as Eager Guest starts pointing
at the box... eagerly.

EACER GUEST
It’s got three height adjustnents,
it folds down easy, but it’s also
got speakers on either side and a
USB drive so you can hook up an MP3
pl ayer to it.

TORI
You hear that, Lionel? It’s got a
sound system

In the corner, LIONEL (35), a nman who used to go wild in his
teens but now prograns software for a living and budgets his
finances using Excel, |ooks up fromhis |light beer.

LI ONEL
Think it can handl e sone Pantera?

TORI
No, but |I'’msure The Corrs w ||
sound just great on it.

Tori thanks the Eager Guest and picks up the next gift, a
very small, soft package. She reads the tag attached.

TORI
This one’s from May.

Tori smles over at MAY CARVER(24), a young woman seven
nmont hs pregnant herself, set just outside the main circle.
She appears out of place in groups, especially this one. Her
posture stiffens in nervousness.



Tori opens the gift and holds up a small orange hat with
sone green fraying at the top.

TORI
Ch... that’s very cute.
MAY
(too quiet)
It’s a carrot.
TORI
What was that?
MAY
It’s a carrot... top. It’'s carrot

t op.

There’'s an awkward silence, then Tori bursts out in a rich
genui ne | augh.

TORI
Oh ny God, it’s nmy worst nightnmare.
My baby’s Carrot Top! Thanks May.
It’s perfect.

May relaxes a little as Tori is handed the next gift.

EXT. MCA LL HOVE - BACKYARD - LATER

The party’s now a backyard BBQ The nen grill and the wonen
mll about. Multiple tables with decorations and favors are
set up. The lay out of the yard, the house itself and the
wooded area behind it is exactly the sane as the Chanbers’
resi dence. Likely the sane McHousi ng devel opnent.

May drifts through the crowd, hol ding what |ooks |like a

gl ass of red wi ne and nmaki ng connections with no one. She
cones to a table where two snobby looking girls, we'll cal
t hem BAD EXTENSI ONS and BLEACH JOB, stand exami ning a sheet
of paper with grid lines drawn on it.

BAD EXTENSI ONS
VWhat is this?

BLEACH JOB
| think you' re like, supposed to
bet on what the baby | ooks IiKke.

BAD EXTENSI ONS
| don’t see a box for ugly.



They snicker to thensel ves as May wat ches reproachful ly.
They don’t notice her. Bleach Job grabs a pen and one of the
sheets of paper. She starts marking boxes as she goes.

BLEACH JOB
Wll, let'’s see. If it’s a 'she' ...
with her dad’ s ears... dad’'s
chin... and nomis nose... |'d say

that’s a pretty ugly baby.
May wal ks off, leaving the idiots to | augh at each ot her.

TORI (O S.)
May!

May turns to see Tori, barefoot and ankle deep in a kiddie
pool . She sips on fruit punch and waves May over.

TORI
Cone on in, the water’s fi ne.

May cones to stand next her, but doesn’'t step in. Tor
points to the wine glass in May’'s hand.

TORI
You' re not drinking, are you?

VAY
No, it’s punch. It just calms ne to
pretend it’s w ne.

TORI
How re you hol di ng up?

MAY
Okay. Your friends are stupid.

Tori laughs and notions for her to quiet down.

TORI
Well, that’s why | invited you.

She wi ggl es her toes under the water.

TORI
| really liked your present.
MAY
| am so sorry about that. | kept

| ooki ng for sonething that-



TOR
You don't have to explain it. W
wor k together, | know your noney
situation. I'"mjust glad you cane.

She points to May’'s belly.

TOR
W’'re in the sane boat, you and I
We shoul d be spending nore tine
t oget her.

A car horn honks in the distance.

MAY
|"ve told you how Peter is. He's
very protective.

HONK- HONK

TORI
He’' s overprotective. | guess that’s
not the worst quality to have in a
prospective father, but you can't
even take a piss wthout-

HOOONK- HOOONK- HOOONK. Tori | ooks toward the house.

TORI
VWhat the hell’s going on up there?

Then she notices May, her eyes cl osed, head di pped.

TORI
Oh for fuck’s sake, that's him
right nowisnt it?

| NT. MCA LL HOVE - FOYER - MOMENTS LATER
Tori trails behind May as they make their way to the door.

TORI
You don’t have to | eave right now.
Ask himto conme in. He can play
horseshoes with the guys.

MAY
Peter doesn't really |ike ganes.

TORI
Oh, well thank God he doesn’t have
ki ds.



May shoots her a | ook.

TOR

Sorry. It's just, I’'ll be going on

maternity | eave soon. | wanna be

able to see you outside of work.
MAY

| live right in the neighborhood.
TOR

| know. ..

HONK.

MAY

"1l figure it out. | prom se.

(they hug)

Thanks again for inviting ne.

EXT. MCA LL HOMVE - FRONT YARD

The door opens and May exits down the wal k way. PETER (32)
dressed sharply, but |ooking disheveled all the same, peers
out inpatiently fromhis Subaru Forester

Tori watches May go, letting out a sigh... then Eager QGuest
pops up next to her.

EAGER GUEST
Hey, are we nmaking the boys chug
formula or not?

Tori smrks, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

TORI
Yes.

She cl oses the door. May reaches the SUV and tosses her
purse in the open passenger w ndow.

MAY
| told you, I'mfine to wal k hone.

PETER
| was out getting us groceries. |
t hought you m ght appreciate it.

She shakes her head at himand starts to open the door when
sonet hi ng catches her eye three houses down..

LOUI SA (28) a dark-haired, dark-eyed Latino woman stands at
the end of her driveway, staring at the house... or at May.



PETER
You clinging to the outside of the
car, or you wanna get in?

May gets in and the SUV starts forward, toward Loui sa.
Neari ng, May watches Louisa’ s gaze follow the vehicle.
Drawi ng cl oser, it becones apparent that Louisa is also
seven nont hs pregnant.

PETER
(re: Louisa)
Must be somethin’ in the water
"round here.

| NT. CARVER HOVE - LATER

Peter and May enter the foyer, both carrying two bags of
groceries. They head back to the..

Kl TCHEN

Pet er places his bags next on the corner counter by the
fridge while May opts for the closer kitchen island. She
sets the bags on top of junk mail and nagazines that clutter
t he surface.

PETER
Put 'em here. The island’'s a ness.

May starts unloading itens (pasta, tomato sauce, cheese)
onto the island.

MAY
|'mfine.

Peter tries to straighten up the area.

PETER
Let nme get sone of this first.

MAY
It's fine.

May noves the enpty bag and clips a nagazi ne. Papers slide
as a nountain of mail gives way. The tomato sauce SMASHES
agai nst the floor.

Pet er BACKHANDS HER i nstantly.

PETER
GODDAWNI T!' What did | just say?
Looks real fuckin’ fine now,
doesn’t it?



10.

May is calm passive, head down.

MAY
Sorry.

PETER
And now | have to go back and get
nore sauce SO we can eat.

He stornms off toward the front door.

MAY
We have vine tomatoes. | can nake-

PETER
| said I’mgetting sauce!

He SLAMS the door behind himso hard the house vibrates. A
coupl e nore papers slide off the island.

May kneels down, with sone effort, and starts placing shards
of glass onto a dirtied nagazi ne.
| NT. SUBARU FORESTER - LATER

The Subaru tears down the street and Peter tears open the
dashboard, pulling out a pack of cigarettes.

The car lighter pops out and Peter grabs it, lighting his
cigarette with the red hot coil. As he goes to put it back-

The car BUWPS over a pot hol e.

The lighter falls into a cup holder. Peter tries to pick it
out and burns hinself.

PETER
Fuck.

The cigarette falls his |ips and di sappears.

PETER
Shit.

He fishes the lighter out, shoves it back in and | ooks up
just intinme to see a RED LI GHT.



11.

EXT. SUBARU FORESTER

Peter slanms on the breaks, skids into the intersection and
is T-BONED by a Pi ckup Truck.

The Subaru fish tails, goes top heavy and tips over,
crashing onto its passenger side.
| NT. SUBARU FORESTER

Peter hangs in the air, secured by his seat belt. He |ooks
around, dazed. A gash above his eye.

He tries to unfasten his seat belt, but it’s stuck. From
sonewhere around the car, the sound of LI QU D RUNNI NG ONTO
PAVEMENT.

EXT. SUBARU FORESTER

Qutside the car, gasoline flows fromthe ruptured gas tank.

| NT. SUBARU FORESTER

Peter snells the fuel, |ooks back and sees it pooling under
t he smashed back w ndow.

He | ooks to the passenger wi ndow... and sees his LIT
Cl GARETTE | ayi ng anongst the broken gl ass.

He stretches for, but can’t reach it.
Gasoline trickles under the wi ndow, nearing the cigarette.

He hits the belt buckle, desperately trying to | oosen belt,
but it holds himfast to the seat.

He reaches for the cigarette again, straining with
everything he's got...
EXT. SUBARU FORESTER

The SUWV ERUPTS into flanmes. Peter SHRIEKS in pain as the
intense fire burns himalive.



I NT. LAWWER S OFFI CE - DAY

SANDHURST

(53), an over-worked | awer in a small

12.

cluttered

office, reads from one of dozens of files on his desk.

Across fromhimsits My,

her eyes.

SANDHURST
Unfortunately your husband had
signi fi cant outstandi ng debts.

Multiple credit Iines as well as an

five thousand dol |l ar bank | oan

whi ch he hasn’t nade paynent on
since April two thousand fourteen.
Were you aware of that one?

She shrugs, dazed.

Sandhur st

He qui ets.

SANDHURST
Vell, there are a | ot of people
who’' re gonna get a crack at his
estate before it cones to you

MAY
M Sandhurst, |’ m seven nont hs
pr egnant -

SANDHURST

| understand the timng horrible,
but it’'s not all bad news-

MAY
Is it too late for me to get an
abortion?

strai ghtens up, a bit nore urgent.

SANDHURST
Wll, et ne finish Ms Carver
because | don’t think we're there
yet. Your husband did have a
f our - oh- one- kay. Conpany match and
he was putting in the max anmount.
There’s enough there to pay your
nortgage for a year. G ve you a
chance to figure out-

MAY
VWhen | -

Wai ting.

watching with a far off

| ook in



13.

MAY
When | conceived, it was because
Peter forced hinmself on nme w thout
wearing a condom Wen he found out
| was pregnant, he said if | ever
tried to leave him or termnate
t he pregnancy, he would shoot ne in
t he head and nmeke sure no one ever
found the body... so | was just
wondering if it’s too late to get
an abortion.

Sandhur st defl ates, absorbing this.

SANDHURST
Legal |y speaki ng, no. Col orado | aw
allows for a pregnancy to be
term nated through the third
trimester. But you'll want to think
on it carefully and quickly. If you
wai t much | onger you may have
troubl e finding soneone who's
actually willing to performthe
procedur e.

May nods, satisfied with the answer. Sandhurst | ooks back to
the file before him

SANDHURST
Uh... should | continue?

May nods again.



