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1. Prologue. Action.

Moment.

An audition. A woman, Rayce, stands alone in a harsh spotlight, auditioning for two unseen men.

A VOICE calls out a variety of  instructions as Rayce assumes various “action hero” poses—kicking, punching, jumping, etc. 

We hear the clicking of  a camera taking pictures. Abruptly, a voice says thank you. Rayce stops, a second too late. 

The men chat unintelligibly. Rayce attempts to catch her breath. Then: 

2. Welcome to LA!

A sudden explosion of  sound and light. 
Everybody out.

Note: The following speech is divided up amongst all the actors.
It’s fast, a rhythm exercise. By the end, lines should be overlapping.

COMPANY:
I’m moving to LA 
to write
Direct
Act
Work
Wait tables
Get a studio job
Party all the time!
Be near the beach
Eat up the weather
Get fat and happy
Be closer to my boyfriend
Be a reality television superstar!
Make my first few millions
Discover the cure for cancer
Go to school
Live my own life
Experience everything
Have free rent. (Beat) Move back in with my parents…
Start my improv career!
Work as a sound designer
A lighting designer
A set designer
A producer
(An advertisement) Take great headshots for even better prices!
Open my own bar 



Get more commercial work
Intern, intern, intern
Live the dream
Ride the dragon
Live fast, die young
Prove my mother wrong

I’m coming to LA to: 
Have fun 
Go out
Stay in 
Get a really cute apartment
Meet girls 
Meet boys
Get laid
Get a tan 
Reach for the stars! Fulfill my wildest and most private dreams!
Meet a celebrity
See the Hollywood sign!
See what all that fuss is about
Become a big star!
I’m gonna get out 
I know I’m gonna do it
I know
It’s gonna happen for me, I know
I know I know
I work hard
I’ll stay at it
I’m very persistent
I’m not giving up
I’ve got a plan got a plan got a plan got a plan
I’ve gotta go to LA
Gotta go 
Gotta get to LA
Gotta go gotta go 
Gotta go to LA
Gotta go
Gotta get to LA
Gotta go gotta GO. 

The rhythm builds and grows, changes. Without warning, 
it breaks. Silence. Then, quietly, an awed voice.

I’m here!

Everybody breaks.



3. Love on the Kitchen Floor

From the wings, Nadine and Jordan.
Her legs are wrapped around him. 
They are attempting to devour each other. 
Talking through kissing.

NADINE: 
I never do this. 

JORDAN: 
I never do this. 

NADINE: 
Just once or twice.

JORDAN: 
Of  course. Two or three other times. 

NADINE: 
It’s just not a habit. God. Oh, God. 

JORDAN: 
You’re gorgeous. 
(He kisses her, hard.)

NADINE: 
Whmsht shur birdloom? 

JORDAN: (Pulling away slightly) 
What?

NADINE: 
Where’s your bedroom?

JORDAN:
Whoops! Can’t hear you. 

Kisses her again. She pulls back, 
looks him in the eye. Flirtatious.

NADINE: 
There are things that I want to do. 
To you. In a bedroom.
So where is it?

JORDAN: 
You’re lookin at it. 



She laughs.

You think I’m kidding.

NADINE: 
We’re in the kitchen. 

JORDAN: 
Ha ha! Yeah. 

She pulls away, checks to see if  he’s joking.

NADINE: 
You sleep here? There’s no bed. 

JORDAN: 
I’ve got a mattress that I pull out. 
That way the dog doesn’t wreck it. 

NADINE: 
Ah. Ok. Good call. 
Hope your rent’s cheap?

JORDAN: 
No. Not really. 

NADINE: 
Don’t you have a job? 

JORDAN: 
I’m an actor. 

NADINE:  
Shit! Not another one. 

JORDAN: 
…I’m gonna ignore that. 

He moves towards her again. She stops him.

NADINE: 
Uh-uh. No way. My last boyfriend was an actor. 
And the one before that. 
Never again. 

JORDAN: (Charmingly, with a grin)
Then I’ll just have to avoid 
becoming your boyfriend. 



NADINE: 
THIS IS EXACTLY WHAT I’M TALKING ABOUT.

JORDAN:
What’s your job?

NADINE:
I’m an SAT tutor. 

JORDAN: 
That turns me on. 
I’m gonna go get that mattress…

NADINE: 
I don’t think… 

JORDAN: (Turning on the charm)
Come on. It’s just for a night, right?

NADINE: 
Ok. One night. Only. Promise me. 
Promise. 

JORDAN: 
All right. Promise. 

NADINE: 
Pinky-swear. 

JORDAN: 
We’re really taking this seriously, aren’t we?

NADINE:
I’m marrying my next boyfriend. 
I’ve already decided. 
And I’m done with you people. 
You good-looking, slippery, flakey people.
I want a nice businessman. 
Maybe a lawyer.  Or a doctor. 
Something. 

JORDAN:
Dream big, right?
Now, give me one second. 

He leaves.

NADINE: (To herself) 
What am I doing?



JORDAN: (OS) 
Shit!

NADINE: 
What?

JORDAN: (OS) 
The dog knocked it over. And puked on it. (Entering)
Wanna make out on the couch?

4. I Love LA.

WOMAN 1:
I love LA. 

WOMAN 2: 
I love LA.

WOMAN 3: 
I love LA.

WOMAN 4: 
I love LA.

WOMAN 5:
I hate LA. 

5. Up in Smoke

Moment. 

An industry party. Everyone onstage. Happy happy. A man asks for opinions on (and provides examples 
of) his headshots. The women admire each others identical scarves. Everyone (with the exception of  
Chase) is wearing sunglasses. Laughter and music, drinks. In the middle of  the crowd, Chase lights up a 
cigarette. The earth cracks open. Shock.  separate, creating a circle of  isolation around the smoker. 
Everyone stares. Uncomfortably, he takes a drag. 

6. Ch-Ch-Ch-Ch-Changes. (I) 

Porter enters in pajamas, hurriedly changes into work clothes, looking at his watch and grumbling that 
he’s going to be late. 



7. Whose Car Are We Going To Take?

An argument.

CHASE:
We can’t take my car.

ALEX:
We can’t take my car.

CHASE:
My windshield wipers don’t work.

ALEX: 
I don’t have headlights. 

CHASE:
A homeless guy stole my registration sticker. 

ALEX: 
I don’t have car insurance. 

CHASE:
Four unpaid parking tickets. 

ALEX: 
Six. And it smells like fast food. 

CHASE:
Shit. You win. 

ALEX: 
C’mon. We’ll split gas. 80-20. 

They exit, fighting over the gas split. 

8. AUDITION #1: Bikini Season

A line of  women in bikinis, all smiling and beveling for some unseen auditioner. Rayce is standing near the end, scowling in a 
one-piece and a flannel shirt. 

VO: 
ROTATE, PLEASE. 

They do, in perfect unison. RAYCE turns in the wrong direction. 



VO: 
THANK YOU. #623, PLEASE STAY TO DISCUSS CONTRACT NEGOTIATIONS. 

#623 screams and dances, the other girls clap and cheer a la “Miss America.” RAYCE looks at her, rolls her eyes. The 
women collect their things, still smiling and beveling. 

RAYCE:
Ugh. 

CARRIE:
And so it begins. Right?

RAYCE: 
Huh?

CARRIE: 
It’s March. Gonna be nothing but swimsuits for the next six months. 
Thank God. I need the cash. Winter kills me. 

RAYCE:
Uh, yeah. Sure. Right. 

She pulls on her jeans. 

9. Good Times 

Jordan sits alone in from of  his TV, watching the Lakers game with a thirty-pack of  beer on the table. 
He opens one, smiles, and sighs contentedly. 

JORDAN:
Good times.

10. Magazine Stand / The Gossip Girls

CLAUDINE: 
I think it’s horrible. 

YAITZA: 
Just horrible. 

CLAUDINE: 
What they do to these poor people. 

Beat.
Suddenly, they simultaneously lunge for the magazine. A scuffle ensues. 


