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ACT ONE

INT. ROB'S APARTMENT - DAY

Camera pans the living room, which is a bit tidier than when 
last we saw it. Rob is fast asleep on the couch. He snores. 

Down the hallway, the door to Rob's bedroom is slightly ajar. 
From inside we hear the sounds of humming. The door opens 
fully and BROOKLYN stands in the doorway. She is wearing a T-
shirt that hangs past her knees; her hair sticks out in all 
directions. She walks to the couch where ROB is sleeping.

BROOKLYN
Daddy.

(Pause)
Daddy!

Rob stirs and rolls over. He looks at Brooklyn with half-open 
eyes and grunts non-distinctly. 

BROOKLYN (CONT’D)
Daddy, I'm hungry. I want 
breakfast. 

Rob gestures vaguely towards the kitchen and rolls back over. 

Brooklyn walks to the kitchen. She opens the fridge to find a 
6-pack with only 2 beers in it, a bottle of ketchup, some 
packets of duck sauce, and a half empty bottle of Skinnygirl 
white wine. 

She picks up the ketchup, shakes it, frowns, and puts it back 
on the shelf. She picks up the bottle of Skinnygirl, notices 
the pony tail, feels her own unkempt hair, and puts it back 
on the shelf. 

She walks back to the couch, sits on the arm, and gently 
touches Rob's hair. He opens his eyes, smiles at her, and 
then goes back to sleep. 

Brooklyn entertains herself by singing, playing with her 
toes, doing character voices. Finally bored, she walks around 
the room, picking up various items and inspecting them. Rob 
is clearly aware of her but still tries to sleep. 

Brooklyn walks down the hall to the bedroom. Moments later 
she reappears with a long strand of condoms in her hand.

BROOKLYN (CONT’D)
Daddy?
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Rob once again groans, only half-looking at what Brooklyn is 
doing. 

BROOKLYN (CONT’D)
(Holding up condoms)

What're these?

Rob sees what she's holding and springs up from under his 
thin blanket. His shirt - and hairdo - are the same as hers.

ROB
Heeyyyy... 

Rob grabs the condoms from Brooklyn's hand.

ROB (CONT’D)
(Changing the subject)

So, who's a hungry monster?

BROOKLYN
(Raising her hand)

I am!

Rob shoves the strand into the waistband of his sweatpants. 
Then, as a distraction, he begins tidying his makeshift bed, 
turning it back into a couch.

ROB
Now then... I'm gonna make you your 
favorite breakfast--

ROB (CONT’D)
Pancakes!

BROOKLYN
Pancakes?!

ROB (CONT’D)
(Tickling Brooklyn's 
tummy)

Yup, pancakes.

BROOKLYN
But you always give me cereal. Or 
bread.

ROB
Well, from now on it's pancakes.

She eyes him suspiciously. He puts the pillow and blanket in 
the closet and walks to the kitchen while Brooklyn walks 
towards the bathroom.

ROB (CONT’D)
Hey, kiddo, how 'bout we eat in the 
kitchen?



4.

BROOKLYN
But you have to do my hair. 

Rob looks at Brooklyn's hair, which looks exactly like his: 
ridiculous.

ROB
It looks good to me. I thought you 
said you were hungry.

BROOKLYN
But Mommy always does my hair 
before breakfast. 

ROB
Oh. Okay. Sure. 

Anxious to remove the condoms from his pants and worried that 
there might be another unexpected discovery waiting for her 
in the bathroom, Rob turns Brooklyn around and points her 
back towards the couch.

ROB (CONT’D)
You sit right there. Daddy will be 
right back. 

Brooklyn sits on the couch, noticing Rob's phone on the 
table. She starts to reach for it as Rob emerges from the 
bathroom, brush in hand.  

ROB (CONT’D)
Okay. Here we go.

With an evident lack of skill, Rob does his best to tame 
Brooklyn's wild shock of hair, at last managing to corral it 
into one big puff on the top of her head. Realizing he has 
nothing to tie it up with, he rises, still holding on to the 
puff he's amassed and using it to steer Brooklyn around with.

ROB (CONT’D)
I have something here someplace...

He begins searching the living room with Brooklyn in tow, but 
nothing can be found. 

He heads to the bathroom, but, remembering the condoms he 
left in there, thinks better of it and turns away. 

They go in the bedroom. The sound of drawers opening and 
shutting proves promising, but in short order they emerge 
clearly unsuccessful in their search as Rob is still holding 
tight to the puff atop Brooklyn's head. 
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Finally they head to the kitchen. Rob opens drawers looking 
for a hair elastic of any kind, eventually coming across a 
wide, old rubber band in a junk drawer. He shrugs and grabs 
it. 

BROOKLYN
(Looking displeased)

What's that?!

ROB
Something to keep your hair up 
with. 

Brooklyn, dubious, begins pulling away. 

ROB (CONT’D)
It'll be fine. 

Brooklyn winces as Rob forces her one large puff of hair into 
the rubber band. At last, success! 

ROB (CONT’D)
There we go. All done. Now, we're 
ready for ...

ROB (CONT’D)
Pancakes!

BROOKLYN
Pancakes!

A shared glorious moment, then the rubber band snaps and the 
hair comes undone. 

ROB (CONT’D)
I'll start the batter.

Brooklyn sits at the table while Rob heads to the counter. He 
pulls out a box of "just add water" pancake mix, which he has 
obviously purchased just for this occasion. 

BROOKLYN
That doesn't look like the kind 
mommy uses.

ROB
Oh, yeah... No, this is good too.

Brooklyn's gaze sharpens. Rob, uncomfortable under her 
scrutiny, feigns bravura. Like Tom Cruise in Cocktail, Rob 
sets out a mixing bowl, spoon, and spatula, then picks up the 
box and reads aloud: "Add 1 cup water for every 1 cup mix." 

Realizing he has no measuring cup, Rob pours what seems to 
him like one cup of mix into the bowl. He follows it up with 
far too much water. The batter is clumpy but runny. Brooklyn, 
sensing his waning confidence, sharpens her scrutiny. 
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ROB (CONT’D)
Hey, Brook, wanna play with my 
phone? 

BROOKLYN
You said I can't touch your phone.

ROB
Well, today's a special day. Do you 
know where--

Before he can finish the sentence, she runs to the living 
room table and retrieves it. Rob plugs in his passcode and 
hands it back to her, happy for the diversionary tactic. 

As Rob turns his attention back to the batter, Brooklyn sits 
back down at the table enamored with the greatest of all 
toys: Daddy's phone!

Gleefully, she scrolls through his apps (none of which she 
can read) and clicks randomly on the key pad, which opens up 
Rob's most recent text conversation with CARMEN, a female he 
is obviously sleeping with.

Brooklyn finds the emoji keyboard and begins sending her 
favorite food emojis. Carmen thinks she is texting with Rob.

ON PHONE SCREEN

Brooklyn sends lollipop. Carmen sends "?". 
 
Brooklyn sends cake. Carmen sends, "Oh. I get it. You feeling 
horny?" 
 
Brooklyn sends peach. Carmen sends "Yeah, I'll let you see 
that ass tonight." 
 
Brooklyn sends corn/banana. Carmen sends, "I know whatcha 
want me to do with that, baby!" 
 
Brooklyn indiscriminately sends several food emojis at once. 
Carmen sends, "Oh yeah? You gonna eat the booty like 
groceries? Get your sexy self over here."

BACK TO SCENE

While Brook "texts," Rob persists in his battle with the 
batter, continuing to add water and dry mix alternately as he 
seeks the right consistency. By the time he achieves it, he 
has far more batter than he needs.



7.

Rob heats up his one and only pan and begins pouring batter, 
making pancakes that are ill-shaped and wildly various in 
size, but finally he has a "stack" to present to Brooklyn. 

BROOKLYN
Syrup?

ROB
Syrup? Syrup... 

(It never occurred to him)
Sure, sweetie. Give me one second. 

Rob turns around, mouths the word "fuck," and grabs a box of 
sugar. He pours it in a bowl, adds some water, and mixes with  
a fork creating a soupy, sticky mixture. It lacks color.

Rob notices yesterday's coffee mug sitting on the counter. He 
pours a splash into the mixture, and with feigned confidence 
presents it to Brooklyn. 

As Brooklyn considers the mis-formed pancakes and the 
makeshift syrup, Rob picks up his phone and reviews the text 
conversation. Then they look at each other, both nonplussed. 

ROB (CONT’D)
You're a helluva wingman, kid but 
we gotta get it togetherlady bi.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. ANTERIOR HALL TO SUSAN UPTON'S THERAPY OFFICE - DAY

Sign on the door reads "Susan Upton - Therapist"

Rob stands looking from the sign on the door to his phone, 
which displays a Groupon email offer. It reads, "Life got you 
down a ton? Let Therapist Susan lift you Up(a)Ton for a price 
that won't cost a ton!"

ROB
What am I doing? This is crazy!

Rob starts to turn away just as the door to the office is 
opened by SUSAN, a young, white, frumpy-ish, book-smart-but-
naive, recent college grad. She is well intentioned, if a bit 
overzealous in her new role as a therapist. 

SUSAN
Hi.

ROB
'Sup.

SUSAN
(Enthusiastically)

Groupon?

ROB
Yeah.

SUSAN
It didn't meet the quota.

ROB
Quota?

SUSAN
Yeah. The way Groupon works is they 
have to meet a quota, otherwise the 
service provider doesn't have to 
honor the coupon.

ROB
Yeah. That seems about right.

SUSAN
(Cheerfully)

But I will. I will honor the 
coupon. In fact, I can do it right 
now. Wanna do therapy now?
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ROB
Uh...

SUSAN
Come on. Come in. I'm Susan.

(She pronounces it Soo-
San)

Susan ushers him into her office delightfully eager to help.

ROB
Hey. Suzanne.

SUSAN
No, no. Susan. 

(pronounced Soo-San)
S-U-S-A-N.

ROB
Oh, my bad. Susan...

He pronounces it the regular way.

SUSAN
(patiently)

Noooo... Soo-San.

ROB
(Visibly confused)

Huh?
(She encourages him to try 
again.)

Soooooo-Saaaaan. 

He finally pronounces it correctly, albeit exaggeratedly.

SUSAN
And you are...?

ROB
Rob. Pronounced rob.

SUSAN
Well, hi, Rob. So, tell me how I 
can help you.

ROB
Not sure honestly. 

Susan just looks at him, kindly, patiently.

ROB (CONT’D)
I'm not even sure exactly what this 
is, therapy...

(MORE)
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ROB (CONT’D)
The closest thing we have to 
therapy where I'm from is you pay a 
crackhead $5 bucks and he pretends 
to listen to you.

SUSAN
Really?

ROB
No. It was a joke. I'm a comic.

SUSAN
Oh.

Silence. Long, uncomfortable silence.

SUSAN (CONT’D)
I know a joke. Would you like to 
hear it?

ROB
Holla at me.

Susan has no idea how to respond.

ROB (CONT’D)
What's the joke?

SUSAN
Where do kings keep their armies?

Rob waits for the punchline.
Susan waits expectantly for his reply. It does not come.
Rob waits for the punchline. Finally, she blurts out...

SUSAN (CONT’D)
In their sleevies.

Susan laughs a loud appreciative laugh. She is utterly 
amused.

Rob can't help himself; he is utterly amused by her laughter.

ROB
That's hilarious. My kid would like 
that joke.

SUSAN
You have children...?

ROB
One. A girl. Brooklyn.
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SUSAN
(Sad)

Ohhhh. She's in Brooklyn... You 
don't live with her...?

ROB
No, she's here. That's her name. 
Brooklyn.

SUSAN
Oh. So she was born there?

ROB
No. Hartford.

SUSAN
Oh.

ROB
But I don't live with her.

SUSAN
Oh.

ROB
I guess that's why I'm here.

SUSAN
Ohhhh.

ROB
Yeah.

SUSAN
How does that make you feel?

ROB
Feel?? Like feelings? Where I'm 
from we don't have feelings. It's 
not healthy. If I had feelings, I 
wouldn't be here right now.

SUSAN
In my office?

ROB
Alive...and in your office.

SUSAN
Oh.
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ROB
(Getting up to leave)

You know what..? You've been great. 
I appreciate ya.

Rob puts his fist out for a fist bump. Unsure how to respond, 
Susan places her hands on either side of his fist, and 
shakes.

ROB (CONT’D)
(Removing his hand from 
hers)

And thanks for the great joke. I'm 
gonna head out.

SUSAN
(Visibly upset)

You're leaving?

ROB
I don't think this therapy thing is 
gonna work for me.

SUSAN
I could take more off the 
Groupon...

ROB
(Uncomfortable)

Oh... um... I appreciate that, 
but...

SUSAN
(On the verge of tears)

I knew this wouldn't work. My 
parents said it was too soon, but I 
was so sure I could help. I guess 
it was dumb. I'm sorry. I'm so 
sorry. 

ROB
No, no, don't do that. Why do girls 
always do that? I don't understand 
you... people. Brooklyn. V. Even 
Carmen. I don't know how to make 
any of you happy. Everything I do 
seems wrong, and I just wanna do 
the right thing. I wanna be a good 
man, a good father, a good... I 
don't know, maybe a husband. Some 
day. But not now. And I get why V's 
so mad about Carmen, but she 
doesn't mean anything to me. None 
of them do.

(MORE)
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ROB (CONT’D)
And I just love that little monster 
so much. I never even knew you 
could love someone that much. So 
much that it hurts. Inside. Like my 
heart hurts. And I don't know how 
to do her hair and I can't make 
pancakes and I can't learn if I'm 
not around her all the time but I 
can't be around her all the time if 
I don't stop fuckin' around...

Stopped in his own tracks by having used this word in front 
of Susan, Rob's train comes to an abrupt halt.

SUSAN
So, I guess you do have feelings.

ROB
I guess I do.

SUSAN
So, wanna do therapy?

ROB
I guess I do. Got 5 bucks so I can 
holla at Paco on the way home?

Susan laughs. Rob laughs too.

ROB (CONT’D)
But, seriously, you're gonna honor 
that Groupon, right?

Susan puts her fist out. Rob takes both his hands, places 
them on either side of her fist, and shakes.

END OF EPISODE


