
FADE IN.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

SARA, (30s), deep, doe-eyes, and SAM (40s), tense, weathered 
face with rugged charm sit on opposite sides of a couch. 

The apartment is cozy. Dimly lit. Sparsely decorated: coffee 
table, set of keys on top, knick knacks. It’s enough space 
for one person...questionably comfortable for two.

As if suspended in time, we rotate around them as they stare 
out into space. Deafening silence.

INT./EXT. CAR - NIGHT

Sam, in the passenger seat, Sara behind the wheel, both 
yelling, neither hearing the other.  Sam pounds the 
dashboard. He thrusts the door open. Slams the car door.

SARA (O.S.)
What do you need that I’m not 
giving you?

SAM (O.S.)
I don’t know.

INT. APARTMENT  - DAY

Sara opens her door. Sam holds an orchid.

SARA (O.S.)
Do you want to be with me?

SAM (O.S.)
Yes.

EXT. VENICE CANALS - DAY

Sam and Sara in a loving embrace. Sam pulls his phone out, 
sets the camera up to take the picture shot. He nestles back 
into her. He’s all smiles, she’s not.

SARA(O.S.)
I’m trying.

INT. APARTMENT  - NIGHT

Sara opens her door. Sam holds a different orchid.
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SAM (O.S.)
Me too.

INT./EXT. DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Sara waits in the driver seat, hazards flashing. Sam pops 
into the passenger side window, sheepishly. Sara doesn’t look 
him. He opens the door, eases into the car. He offers Sara a 
small bear whose t-shirt reads: “Sorry I’m a dumbass. Please 
forgive me.” Sara looks at the bear but doesn’t take it. 

SARA (O.S.)
Sometimes I don’t know if we’re 
coming or going...

INT. APARTMENT  - NIGHT

Sara opens her door. Sam again. Another orchid. Sara steps 
back, Sam enters. We see a line of orchids throughout the 
apartment. She hesitates. Door closes. 

SARA (O.S.)
My life is incomplete without you.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sam, sits on the bed’s edge, hastily dressing. Sara, perched 
on the bed, leans over. 

SAM
Let it go, Sara.

SARA
It’s a simple yes or no. 

Sam bursts up, rushes out. She springs up in pursuit. 

IN. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Sam charges through the living room of a modest apartment. 
Bold colors and random furniture pieces dot the quaint space. 

SAM
It’s disrespectful.

SARA
They’re called adult toys for a 
reason. If you won’t touch me, let 
something do the job for you.
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SAM
Fuck you.

SARA
Great! That’s all I’m asking for!

The door SLAMS behind him. The apartment walls RATTLE.

SARA (CONT'D)
Sam!

Sara stands transfixed, her and the door in a standoff. 
Neither budges.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

MONTAGE

Hoodie and sweatpants clad, Sara shovels chips into her 
mouth.

Balled-up tissues encircle a blanket-cocooned Sara. Sara 
scrolls her photo album folder in her phone. She hovers over 
a picture of Sam, zooms into his eyes, his smile.

A spoon dives into a pint of ice cream. Sara lobs the scoop 
into her mouth...

Sara scrolls an online photo album, enjoying some, lamenting 
others.

She wedges a cookie between her teeth then, like a spark, 
hops off the couch.

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

Sara plops onto the bed, cookie jutting from her teeth, a 
therapy massage gun in hand. She dives under the covers. 
Leans back. Her eyes close. 

BLACK. The massage gun VIBRATES in the darkness.

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

On the couch, Sara googles “how to say I’m sorry”. A Nirvana 
ad appears on screen. AMBIENT MUSIC PLAYS. We hear:

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Tired of the same ole, same ole?
In a complicated relationship? 

(MORE)
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FEMALE VOICE (V.O.) (CONT'D)

4.

Eating junk food for breakfast, 
lunch and dinner?

Sara perks up, looks around - is someone spying on her? Her 
eyes scan the room for hidden cameras.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Try the Nirvana experience, the 
premiere retreat for your mind. 
This cutting-edge technology learns 
who you are and creates an 
experience tailored specifically 
for you.  Transform and connect 
with the truth that is you.

Sara picks up her phone, presses “Learn More”. Onscreen, an 
advertisement PLAYS:

A wedding couple kiss at a beach, the ocean flows towards a 
sunset, a woman receives a massage (Images subject to change) 

EXT. SAN FERNANDO VALLEY - DAY

Haze blankets the mountain range. 

Sunlight bounces off of luxury cars, helmeted BICYCLISTS in 
racing gear and sunglassed PEDESTRIANS stroll the sidewalks. 

MO (PRE-LAPSE)
Hello? (Beat.) Sara!

EXT. PARK - DAY

Sara sits on a park bench, a tablet in hand. A slow scroll of 
an internet screen reveals an online questionnaire for “The 
Nirvana Experience”. She links her Instagram account. Sara 
presses “Save”.

SARA
I’m here. I’m here.

Sara switches screen views. MO(30s), her expression a mix of 
worry and support.

MO
Where’d you go?

SARA
Just filling out a profile. What 
was I saying?

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.) (CONT'D)
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MO
You didn’t know if you were coming 
or going.

SARA
Yeah. I felt like I was on an 
express elevator whose only stops 
are heaven and hell. But now the 
elevator is stuck in hell.

The light BUZZ of a bee. Sara‘s head snaps toward the sound. 
She swerves as it the BUZZ WANES IN AND OUT.

MO
The good thing about elevators is 
you can always choose to get off. 
What is happening right now? 

SARA
I hate bees.

MO
If you freak out, you’ll agitate 
them. Be still.

Sara ducks and dodges, swatting the air. The BUZZ AMPLIFIES. 

Sara barrels off the bench. She darts through the grass, full 
panic mode until THUD she trips face first into the grass. 

Out of a moment of stillness, a small feather floats onto 
Sara’s cheek. Sara WAILS, thrashes about, slapping herself in 
a frenzy. 

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Saras its on a toilet, places a bandaid over her shin.

She cyberstalks Sam’s page: lingering over pictures, perusing 
comment threads until...

Sara sees “My King”. She clicks the username: 
“@HisPrincessLeigha”. She FLUSHES.

LEIGHA (30s), brown-sugar glazed skin, sunbathing on the 
beach. The caption: “Nirvana”. Sara scrolls the comments. 
Likes, emojis, and compliments flood the post.

Sara focuses in on the active IG story. Abandoning that 
thought, she creates a new account. 
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Sara watches Leigha’s and Sam’s IG stories from her burner 
username. Both stories loop tropical beaches, waterfalls, 
everything a recent ex doesn’t want to see.

She pauses over the latest upload: a man and woman’s foot 
stand atop sand with the caption: She grounds me. I love you 
babe. #Love #Paradise 

SARA
(shouting)

He doesn’t know what love is.

Soul-wrenching pain.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

We see a white ceiling. Pull down into a dimly lit room.

Dirty plates, empty ice cream pints, dirty glasses piled atop 
a coffee table..

Hoodie and sweatpants clad, cocooned in a blanket and curled 
around her phone, Sara gobbles cake, crumbs fall to the 
cushion. 

Onscreen we see her last message to Sam: Call me. She traces 
her fingertip over the screen. Long presses the messsage. To 
delete or no?

The doorbell RINGS. Sara jumps from the couch, crumbs flying 
everywhere.  We hear a soft THUD. She skips to the door, 
looks through the peephole. No one is there. 

Sara opens the door. She scans the empty hallway before 
looking down. A padded envelope labeled “Nirvana Experience” 
sits on the doormat.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Sara cradles the envelope in her hand. She pulls out two 
small packages, one with three gummy bears, the other with 
two ear pods, and a card that reads: Three gummy bears. Two 
ear pods. You. Enjoy! The Nirvana Team.

Sara pops the gummies in her mouth. She closes her eyes.

FEMALE VOICE (PRE-LAPSE)
Welcome to the Nirvana Experience. 
Where you to connect to the truth 
that is you. These gummies contains 
fully digestible chips encoded with 
the information provided by you. 

(MORE)
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FEMALE VOICE (PRE-LAPSE) (CONT'D)

7.

Follow my voice as we journey into 
you.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Sara climbs a flight of steps with pixie-like energy, earbuds 
in ear. She heads into the hallway, keys in hand. She looks 
up. Sam sits at her door. He rises.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Inhale what you need. Exhale what 
you don’t. Breathe into the spaces 
between your thoughts. 

Face to face with Sara, Sam slips his fingertips around her 
waist, easing her into him. She shifts, turning away. Sam 
swoops in, his lips tenderly landing below her ear. Sara 
settles, her fight diminished. A moment in his embrace, keys 
in the door.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Sara fishes into a closet. She pulls out a shirt and jeans - 
an exact match to the outfit she wears. Sam, shirtless in a 
pair of boxers, shakes his head “no”. Sara pouts.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Feel each limb. Notice where the 
tension lives. 

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

As Sam and Sara exit the apartment, Sara bursts back in, 
returning with a baseball cap on and one in hand. Sam takes 
the cap, plops it on his head. They kiss. 

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Release all attachment. Explore 
stillness.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Sam packs a suitcase. Sara sits at the edge of the bed, 
grappling with a combination lock.

SAM
They don’t trust anyone else with 
the sale.

FEMALE VOICE (PRE-LAPSE) (CONT'D)
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SARA
It’s my birthday. 

SAM 
I can’t get out of it.

SARA
It’s my thirtieth and my first 
birthday with us together.

SAM
 I’ll make it up to you. Promise.

Sara yanks at the lock. Sam takes it from her, calmly 
spinning the dial. 

SAM (CONT'D)
If you keep forcing it, it’ll lock 
up. 

With a gentle tug, the lock opens. He pecks her cheek.

SAM (CONT'D)
I’ll see you later.

 He exits.

SARA
Yeah. Later.

She flops back onto the bed, picks up her phone. Clicks an IG 
post notification. We see Sam and Sara in a picture clearly 
taken minutes ago. The caption: “Divine.” 

SARA (CONT'D)
Why doesn’t it feel that way?

Sara thrusts the pillow over her face. MUFFLED SCREAM. 

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Two pairs of legs, entwined on a couch, feet and legs tucked 
between sofa backs and seat cushions.  A bowl of grapes rests 
on Sam’s torso. Thick thumbs pound a phone screen.

Sam reclines at one end of the couch. Forehead and eyes 
pinwheel with thought. 

Sam fishes into the bowl, plops a grape into his mouth. 
Plucking another grape out, he slowly draws his hand back as 
if retracting an arrow in a bow, softly releases it into an 
open-mouthed Sara, her eyes and upturned mouth lighting with 
the victory. We hear the SHUTTER of a camera. 
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With pixie-like energy, Sara, propped up on the opposite end, 
searches “LA date spots” online. 

SAM
Thursday night. I’ll meet you here 
at seven.

SARA
(playful, probing)

Where are we going?

SAM
You’ll see.

SARA
Okay. How should I dress?

SAM
Comfortable.

SARA
I feel like, when I plan dates, I 
ask for your input. But when you 
plan dates it’s always a secret.

Pause.

SARA (CONT'D)
You know, technically we don’t have 
to schedule date night. 

SAM
I know.

SARA
It’s beautiful outside. Let’s go to 
the beach or the Botanical Gardens! 
You can take pictures of the 
flowers. Butterflies! There’s a 
butterfly garden. If we leave now 
we can make before it closes. 

Sam doesn’t respond. There’s clearly a disconnect.

SARA (CONT'D)
Have you heard of Nirvana? 

SAM 
“If you ever need anything please/ 
don't hesitate to ask someone else 
first.”

SARA
That’s kind of rude.
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SAM
(lightly singing)

She loves him more than he will 
ever know. He loves her more than 
he will ever show.

Sara looks at Sam for an explanation. He transforms into full 
on rock star mode.

SAM (CONT'D)
I need an easy friend I do, with an 
ear to lend/ I do think you fit 
this shoe/I do, but you have a 
clue.

She doesn’t have a clue.

SAM (CONT'D)
(incredulous)

Nirvana. Kurt Cobain.

SARA
Oh. I meant the Nirvana experience. 
It’s like a vacation or reset for 
the mind. They’re IG videos are 
cool. We could-

The wind sucked from his sails, Sam settles back into his 
phone.

SAM 
Isn’t that what meditation is for?

SARA
I was thinking...maybe you’d want 
to try it together.

SAM
Sounds like a rip off babe.

Her phone BUZZES. An IG notification from Sam’s account pop’s 
onscreen. Sara taps the screen. It’s her - cheeks puffed, eye-
wide- a freeze frame of her mid-grape catch. The air 
thickens.

Sara heaves her legs from the leg bind, rattling Sam and the 
grapes.

SAM (CONT'D)
Yo!

SARA
Do you have to do this every time? 
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SAM
(blank)

What?

SARA
Is this what we are? Is this what 
you want?

Sara thrusts the photo toward’s Sam’s befuddled face.

SARA (CONT'D)
You say you want me to be your wife 
but dammit if I get a date night.

SAM 
You know my financial situation.

SARA (OVERLAPPING)
I never know when I’ll see you 
next. The only time you come over 
is to say sorry for breaking up 
with me. 

SAM (OVERLAPPING)
You’re making a big deal out of 
nothing. 

SARA (OVERLAPPING)
Can we have something to ourselves? 
Does it have to end up on IG?

SAM
(sotto voce)

I can’t win with you.

SARA
I’ve never had a boyfriend 
that I didn’t talk to every 
day. But you? I count my 
lucky stars if I get a 
fucking text. 

SAM (CONT'D)
I don’t want to hear about 
you exes. 

SARA (CONT'D)
And I don’t want Instagram to 
remind me of every time my anxiety-
filled boyfriend found it in his 
precious little controlling heart 
to bless me with his fucking 
presence.  

Sam’s jaw clenches. His eyes narrow - he could shoot laser 
beams. Sam swipes his keys off the coffee table, jimmies a 
key off the key ring, methodically places it down.
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With measured steps, he walks to the door, lifts keys off a 
keyholder, pockets a key. 

Sara stands across from him, hard exhales through nostrils. 
She fucked up. But she doesn’t care.

Hand on door knob, Sam stops short of facing her. Sara holds 
her ground. He’s out.

Sight fixed on the door, water fills the camera lens. It 
clears to....

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Sam towers over Sara. Tense. 

SARA
What about what I want? 

Sam brushes past her, almost as if through her.

SAM
(roars)

Let it go.

Sara grips the countertop as if it were a floatation device, 
keeping her afloat three miles out at sea. Lights flicker.

SARA
Where did we go wrong? 

The moment pauses into a freeze frame. Reverses as if 
watching a VCR tape rewind. 

SAM
I don’t know if I can be the man 
you need. 

SARA
Baby, you’re perfect.

REWIND. The soft buzz of a bee RISES over the next sequence.

SARA (CONT'D)
If this doesn’t work, I’ll never 
date again. You’re the only person 
for me.

REWIND.

SARA (CONT'D)
Relationships are partnerships. I 
need to know I’m a priority.
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SAM
Are you never satisfied? 

REWIND.

SARA
If this doesn’t work, I’m gonna 
lose my shit. I’m about to be 
seeing Heaux tales like Jazmine and 
H.E.R.

REWIND.

SAM
I just want you to be happy.

This line rewinds over and over until....

BLACK.

INT. DARK ROOM

Sara sits blindfolded, chains bind her to a chair. Rising out 
of the silence, we hear...

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
How do you feel?

SARA
I feel like a part of my soul was 
ripped from me.

We hear the BUZZ of a bee. Sara frantically searches the 
space for the sound.

A gas-like bubble appears with the words:

-- Don't hesitate to ask someone else first.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Breathe into the pain. Ask what it 
wants you to know.

SARA
I thought this was supposed to make 
me feel good.

Another bubble appears. Words swirl around:

-- What about what I want?
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FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Find the stillness inside. 

-- I’ll make it up to you. Promise.

SARA
Shut it off. Shut this thing off.

The BUZZ ESCALATES, INTENSIFYING with each word bubble.

-- You’re the only person for me.

-- I’m incomplete without you.

FEMALE VOICE (V.O.)
Find the lie. See yourself in 
everything. Accept that which you 
see and choose to keep it or let 
go. 

SARA
I need your help.

Sara BREATHES frantically. The BUZZ intensifies. 

SARA (CONT'D)
I can’t do this without you.

Moving images encircle her, looping indefinitely.

--Sam at the door holding an orchid.

--Sam and Sara pretzeled on the couch.

--Sam and Sara at Venice Canals.

--Sara sits on a park bench.

--Sara pigs out on her couch.

Sara struggles with the chains, they grow tighter. The 
bubbles EXPAND. The pop, the words rise into SOUND, an 
overlapping CHORUS crescendoing into a HUM.

-- You’re the only person for me.

-- I’m incomplete without you.

-- Be still.

-- Are you ever satisfied?

Sara freezes. She cranes her head, slow motion, turning to 
each word bubble floating past her. She INHALES deeply. 
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EXHALES slowly. She takes another breath. And another. With 
each exhale, a word bubble disappears, the voices diminish. 
The chain loosens. Sara pulls the blindfold from her face. 
The images freeze.

Sara walks to an image. Pokes it. It evaporates. She walks to 
each image, each one dissipating as she nears. She approaches 
Sam, orchard in hand. 

SARA (CONT'D)
I love you.

Sam walks towards her. He pulls her to him. Kisses her softly 
on her lips. 

SAM
Love you too sweet lady.

SARA
Sam. We didn’t work, did we?

Sam smiles, shakes his head “no”. 

SARA (CONT'D)
If you force it-

SAM
It’ll lock up.

Sam tightens his embrace. She leans in, WHISPERS: 

SAM (CONT'D)
I’m ready to break the cycle. Are 
you?

She relishes in his arms. A moment. Steps back, meekly raises 
her hand “goodbye”. He fades. Sara scans the room, nothing 
left but her and the black room.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Sara opens her eyes. Empty gummy wrapper and ear pod box 
pillowside. She pulls the ear pods from her ears. DEEP 
BREATH.

EXT. PARK - DAY

In IG, Sara deletes her fake user account. Unfollows Sam. 

The BUZZ of an bee dances around Sara. She looks towards the 
sound. She smiles. 
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