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INT. PARK SLOPE APARTMENT, BATHROOM - NIGHT

Tenement fixtures. Brightly painted walls. Flea market decor. 

MALE “SEXPERT” (O.S.) 
For women, the psychological is 
just as important as the physical.

Propped up on towel rack, an iPhone STREAMS a YouTube video 
of a MALE “SEXPERT” between a WOMAN’S THIGHS. Broad grin--

MALE “SEXPERT” ON VIDEO
So when it comes to giving 
cunnilingus, don’t dive in there 
like most men! Tease her a bit.

EMILY (O.S.)
Yeah! Tease us!! I mean, “her”--
tease her.

EMILY (26), pretty and petite with glasses, an over-sized T-
shirt and messy hair pulled back in a pink hair bobble, 
hunches over a handmirror - one leg up on the sink - 
exploring her vulva. 

MALE “SEXPERT”
Kiss kiss kiss your way down, then 
suddenly pull away. Then when she’s 
all worked up, head straight for 
her G-spot! 

Emily scrunches her face, sticks her fingers in. 

EMILY
Which is where exactly?

MALE “SEXPERT” 
A few inches in. Feels a bit like 
sandpaper. Or a pussycat’s tongue.

As Emily leans over searching, the sink’s spindly legs BOW 
under her weight. Cracks SPREAD in the wall. Plaster bits 
CRUMBLE to the floor--

EMILY
Hello kitty!



INT. APARTMENT, BEDROOM – NIGHT

A HUGE RESOUNDING CRAAAAASSHH from another room--

Lying in bed, lit by the glow of her iPhone as she kills 
time, LAUREL (25), Midwestern beauty, BOLTS UP.

LAUREL
Emily?

INT. APARTMENT, HALLWAY - NIGHT

Laurel RATTLES the DOORKNOB, presses her ear against the 
LOCKED DOOR, hears RUSHING WATER.

LAUREL
Emily, are you there? Let me in!!

She BANGS with her fist, HEAVES her full weight against the--

INT. APARTMENT, BATHROOM - NIGHT

The DOOR EXPLODES OPEN. Laurel BURSTS in, STUMBLES, HALTS at 
the sight of--

WATER GUSHING from a broken pipe protruding from a GAPING 
HOLE in the wall. 

Still attached by tendrils of pipe, the SINK is shattered on 
the floor surrounded by PLASTER CHUNKS and CERAMIC SHARDS.

SOAKING WET, Emily searches for her glasses. Her forehead 
bleeds. Bruises blossom on her hip.

LAUREL
Emily! 

Laurel SLIDES the trash bin under the pipe to CATCH THE WATER 
as it slows to a steady STREAM. She crouches beside Em.

LAUREL (CONT’D)
Are you okay? What happened?

EMILY
I’m sorry. I’m so so sorry...

LAUREL
No, I’m sorry. Fucking landlord. I 
told him this sink was a piece of 
crap. I’m gonna sue, I swear. 
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Laurel hands Em her glasses. Still shaking, Emily slips them 
on. Laurel brushes the hair from Em’s bleeding forehead.  

LAUREL (CONT’D)
Shit, we need to get you to the ER. 
You’re gonna need stitches. 

But Emily’s got bigger problems-- a FAINT MOANING beneath the 
SPLATTERING WATER. THE VIDEO! 

Em struggles to stand. 

EMILY
No, I’m fine. I just need to lie 
down. 

LAUREL
No way. You could have a 
concussion. We’re going! 

Laurel starts to help Emily up until --

The MOANING ends in a CLIMATIC WAIL. A CHIPPER VOICE--

MALE “SEXPERT” (ON VIDEO)
And that will bring about ninety-
five percent of women to orgasm. 

Laurel looks up, spots-- 

Untouched on the towel rack, Emily’s phone STREAMS-- 

MALE “SEXPERT” (ON VIDEO) (CONT’D)
That’s cunnilingus. Please like our 
video and subscribe to my channel. 

Even in her shock, Emily knows when she’s been busted. 

EMILY
Wow, that’s weird. I guess my phone 
got wet and started playing random 
video--

LAUREL
What the fuck, Em?

EMILY
Okay, you’re absolutely right. I 
did actually Google “how to go down 
on a woman” but it’s a good thing. 
If I better understand what pleases 
me, then maybe I--
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LAUREL
(confused)

So you were masturbating on my 
sink...

EMILY
No! I would never do that!! I was 
exploring my vagina on your sink.

LAUREL
(skeptical)

While watching YouTube...

EMILY
A tutorial. I did promise to 
perform oral sex on you tonight.

LAUREL
You make it sound like a procedure.

EMILY
I take my promises very seriously.

Laurel spots more collateral damage shattered on the floor.

LAUREL
You used my fucking antique 
Victorian mirror?

EMILY
For which I totally will reimburse 
you for. Along with the repairs to 
your bathroom. All of them. Again, 
I wanted to learn about vaginas to 
arouse them. I mean, yours-- I 
mean, you! 

Laurel sees herself in the broken mirror. 

LAUREL
In case you didn’t know, when 
you’re into someone, you don’t need 
a lesson in how to please them.

EMILY
Totally. And I’m so into you! It’s 
just, maybe if I understand how it 
all works down there, I’d even get 
turned on by vaginas, which you 
have to admit, are pretty weird. 
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EXT. PARK SLOPE BROWNSTONE - NIGHT

Emily’s JETTISONED onto the street - wet T-shirt clinging, 
glasses akimbo, pink hair bobble hanging from what was once a 
ponytail. She turns to ask but before she gets a word out--

Her coat FLIES through the frosty air. LANDS IN SLUSH. The 
DOOR SLAMS SHUT.  

Emily LUNGES for her coat, SLIPS into its damp wool. 
SHIVERING, she scans the ICY STREETS for a cab. 

INT. MATERNITY WARD, RECEPTION - DAY

Emily, weighted down by multiple CAMERA BAGS, returns the 
clipboard to Head Nurse FAYE (57), Jamaican, plump but firm.

EMILY
You do realize that my employer, 
Babyshots, has an exclusive 
contract here, right?

FAYE
So I’m told.

EMILY
Then why has Baby Whisperer, Inc. 
been allowed to sign up every 
single one of the mothers!?

Faye looks up at the hospital clock. Emily follows her gaze 
as it TICKS to 9:22. 

EMILY (CONT’D)
Oh c’mon. Even if I was hours late, 
you shouldn’t let him in here, not 
with camera gear anyway.

FAYE
Yet there he is. Makes you wonder.

EMILY
Yeah, like why such a dick keeps 
getting away with whatever, while 
law-abiding citizens like me get 
screwed. 

Faye notes a spot of blood seeping through the Bandaid on 
Emily’s forehead.
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