| NT. CHANEL' S APARTMENT - DAY
The tick of SEVERAL CLOCKS.

CHANEL (O S.)
A bad bitch once told nme it takes
two people to clock you.
(beat)
You.

Cl ose-up on a pair of LIPS as they snmack together.

CHANEL (Q S.)
-- and them

We open on CHANEL, a 20-sonething trans woman who i s equa
parts femme as she is fierce, as she streans her make-up
tutorial online.

Chanel talks directly to the canera as she puts on a fina
| ayer of |ip gloss.

CHANEL
And well...if you don’t clock
yoursel f, den dat bitch del usional.

Chanel | aughs.

CHANEL
That’ s the name of the gane.
(beat)
Shit, ny eyel ash.

Chanel rips off her FALSE EYELASH and glares at it before
maki ng another attenpt at putting it on.

CHANEL

Look, y’all already know -- getting
clocked is the lava. Cetting
cl ocked deci des whether the trade
wanna | ay up witchu or square up
witchu. It's the difference between
gettin’ into the club free before
11 on Ladi es Night, or paying $20
with the niggas waiting in
line...and well, | never pay.

(1 aughs)
By the way, | better see y' all at
Circle tonight. It is a bitch’'s
birthday after all, and I’ m gonna
need the girls to conme through
si nce. .



Chanel blinks, readjusts her eyelash, and then smrks as she
| eans in closer to the camera.

CHANEL
Ya girl got to audition for Rew nd
Records | ast week and uhhh, a bitch
turnt it out. I'mtalking, "quit ny
j ob yesterday cause the bag is al
but m ne" type of turnt. Life's
about get real cute. Very cute.

Chanel | eans back and preens.

CHANEL
But anyways, here’s ny uncl ockabl e
beat! Get you into the Ladies N ght
for free, guaranteed.

Chanel flips her hair.

CHANEL

And for you | adies who just want to
keep the fish off ya plate and the
trade out ya face, | have sone
advi ce. ..

(stifling a giggle)
...just get you a bang, powder
heavy, and | ook for change.

Chanel cackl es.

CHANEL
Renenber what this bad bitch told
you, y'all! Stay gl ocked, not
cl ocked!
(1 aughs)
| " m carrying.

The stream stops and inmediately exits out to --
| NT. BAKERY - SAME TI ME

-- I NSTAGRAM ERYKA, a trans woman with a very 1B | ook about
her, stares at her phone as she | eans agai nst the bakery
counter, annoyed.

ERYKA
Bitch, | told you that.

The bakery is enpty save for Erykah and a | one BAKER behi nd
the counter; so enpty that the sounds fromthe fluorescent
lights thensel ves are | oud.



Eryka inpatiently taps her finger against the counter,
staring at the BAKER as they put the finishing touches on a
cake.

Bored, she wal ks over to a nearby table and dials a nunber.

ERYKA
Shevon.

| NT. BOUTI QUE STORE - SECONDS LATER

SHEVON, a 30-sonething trans worman dressed to the nines,
pi cks up the phone, as she | ooks through the dresses in a
smal |, city boutique.

SHEVON
Eryka. What was that |ivestreanf
ERYKA (V. Q)
(scoffs)
You tell me. I'mstill trying to

figure out howthis trick plans on
payi ng rent now.

SHEVON
(1 aughs)
You on your own with that one.

Shevon eyes a YOUNG CHI LD staring at her in the distance as
t heir MOTHER shops nearby. Her attention quickly turns back
to | ooking through the dress rack.

ERYKA (V. Q)
Knock sone sense into ya dawt ah
m am

SHEVON

Chanel don't listen to nobody but
hersel f. You know t hat.

ERYKA
(si ghs)
...yea. | do.

SHEVON
Anyways, where you at?

ERYKA (V. Q)
Still waiting on this danm cake.
You?



SHEVON
Teasers. | need ne a new dress for
toni ght. You know a girl has gotta
STUN.

ERYKA (V. Q)

You got new dress noney? | thought
that was only on the 1st and 15th?

SHEVON
Grl, I got me a cash app. My coin
i S now instant.

ERYKA (V. Q)
Yassss, girl. I’mabout it.

Shevon inspects a dress, holding it up. In her peripherals,
Shevon can see the Young Child has conme closer, their stare
unwaveri ng.

SHEVON
l’mtelling you, Qakland County
trade pays. Hell, | got several of

t he House Husbands of Bl oonfield
Hlls on speed dial.

Shevon puts the dress down.

ERYKA (V. Q)
(1 aughs)
Shoot, sounds better than ny
9-to-5. Only six nonths in and
these white collar folks are
pushing nme to the EDGE

The sound of SMALL, RAPI D FOOTSTEPS.

Shevon | ooks up again, the Young Child is gone.

SHEVON
VWll, you could always go back to
danci ng.

ERYKA (V. Q)

...Shevon, don't even start.

Shevon | ooks back down, only to find the Young Child right
at her side, |ooking straight up at her.

A stare-off begins.



SHEVON ( CONT. )
Hey girl, I'll see you tonight.

ERYKA (V. O.)
Wait, wha --

Shevon hangs up on Eryka and turns to the Young Child.
SHEVON
(in a deep voice)
Can | help you?

The Young Child runs off crying to their oblivious Mther.
Shevon rolls her eyes and continues shoppi ng.
| NT. BAKERY - SECONDS LATER

Eryka stares at her phone, disgruntl ed.
Suddenly, a notification appears. It’s Chanel.

TEXT MESSAGE: U conming thru to Grlce 2night, yea?

Eryka clicks her tongue.

BAKER (O S.)
Hey miss, your order is ready.
ERYKA
(under her breath)

Finally.

As Eryka gets up fromthe table and wal ks over to the
counter, she sends a quick response to Chanel.

TEXT MESSAGE: Nah, staying in. Don't feel well. :(
Eryka reaches the counter and | ooks down.

BAKER (O S.)
(i nnocent | y)
" m sure your friend Chanel wll
| ove this.

The cake says, "HAPPY BI RTHDAY, SHA-NAIL."

Slowy, Eryka | ooks back up at the smling Baker,
dunbf ounded.

ERYKA

(yell'ing)
VWHAT THE - -



| NT. LI QUOR STORE - SAME TI ME
A row of LI QUOR BOTTLES of all brands, save for one.

CHANEL
- hell ? How you not gonna have any
Jack?
(scoffs)

1800 it is, then.

Chanel grabs a LI QJOR BOTTLE and keeps it noving, only for a
PHONE NOTI FI CATION to startle her. As she wal ks, Chanel
pul Il s out her phone to check the notification.

TEXT MESSAGE: Nah, staying in. Don't feel well. :(
Chanel rolls her eyes.

CHANEL
You carrying, Ssis --

OOMF. Chanel wal ks right into another person; a YOUNG MALE
who is evidently in their 20"s. The force nearly spins
Chanel conpl etely around. The Young Male’s hat alnost falls
to the ground, revealing a RECEDI NG HAI RLI NE

CHANEL
Oh ny god, |I'’mso sorry.

YOUNG MALE
No worries, beautiful. It's coo --
(opens eyes)
Wait a m nute. JARROD?

Time stops for Chanel. Internally, she screans.

CHANEL
(nervous | aughi ng)
Unhh, excuse ne.

Chanel keeps it noving, speed-wal king away fromthe
conversati on.

YOUNG MALE
It’s me, Reg. Y know, from Cass? I
was in the year above you.

Desperate, Chanel begins to pace through the different
ai sl es, looking for a way out of the conversation.

The Young Male -- REGA E -- follows her.



REGA E
What, just cause you put on a w g,
you | ost your nenory, too?

CHANEL
| got the perfect one for that
hairline, sir.

REGA E
VHOA. It's like that?

Chanel s eye tw tches.

REGGE E ( CONT. )
| nmean, | had heard runors fromthe
peopl e at Cass, but damm...you out
here |l ooking |like a real wonan.

CHANEL
Shit, what type of cyborg bitches
you be hanging out with?

Reggi e catches up to Chanel’s pace, peering around her
shoul der.

REGA E
(eyei ng Chanel up and down)
How you get themtitties? And what
about your --

Chanel abruptly stops wal king. Reggie alnost runs into her,
surprised.

CHANEL
(yel l'ing)
UH, EXCUSE ME - -
(to the Cashier)
Where are the tanpons?

At the counter, a bored CASH ER is imersed in his phone. He
nonchal antly points to an aisle, his gaze never wavering
fromthe screen.

CHANEL

(yel l'ing)
Thank you!

Chanel speed wal ks over to the next aisle. Reggie follows
her, confused. Grabbing a pack of TAMPONS, Chanel punps it
to the cashier counter, hitting a stunned Reggie in the face
with her face.



CHANEL ( CONT.)
Now | eave ne al one, nigga.

At the counter, Chanel slanms down the LI QUOR BOTTLE and pack
of TAMPONS. It’s enough to startle the Cashier fromtheir

phone.

CASH ER
C-cash or credit.

CHANEL
(through gritted teeth)
Credit.

CASHI ER
ID --

| NT. BAKERY - SAME Tl ME

Eryka, equally pissed, reaches into her back pocket,
searching for her wallet.

On the counter, is her CREDI T CARD and the CAKE

BAKER
-- pl ease.

Eryka sighs, clearly annoyed.

BAKER
Once again, I'msorry for the
i nconveni ence, but it’'s store
policy and I can't --

ERYKA
(annoyed)
Save it. | get it. |I'mpressed for

ti me anyways.

Eryka opens her wallet. Front and center is her ID, only her
infois all frombefore her transition.

BAKER (O S.)
M am your |D?
ERYKA
(funbling)
|’msorry, |...1, uhhh...nust have
left it inny..car. Yes, | left it

inm car. Qutside. My car that is
outside. | left it there.



BAKER
(obliviously)
. | can wait right here while you
go and get it.

ERYKA
...right. Yes, I'Il be going now.

Eryka and the Baker awkwardly smle at each other, neither
of them novi ng.

BAKER
Mam is sonething wong --

CRASH. Eryka and the Baker both turn at the sound of GLASS
BREAKI NG i n the kitchen behind the counter.

BAKER ( CONT.)
(under their breath)
Damm t, Dari us.
(beat)
1’11 be right back.

ERYKA
(1 aughi ng nervously)
No worries. Take your tine.

The Baker gives Eryka a professional smle before stalking
off into the back kitchen.

BAKER (O S.)
yel l'i ng)
DARI US, WHAT THE FUCK?

SCREAM NG ensues.

Eryka quietly grabs the CAKE and her CREDI T CARD, before she
begins to tip-toe towards the door.

ERYKA
(in a sing-song voice)
Ckay, |I'’m | eaving! Heading out to
my car! My car, outside! Be right
back!

Once she reaches the door, Eryka sprints outside.



