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`FADE IN:

INT. MARGOT’S LOS FELIZ HOME - DUSK

MARGOT NUGGET, a liberal economist, a foodie, a single mom of 
an oversized teenage boy, a dog lover. 

The house is still. Sparse. Plants. Family photos. A few good 
pieces. A SCOOBY DOO bong rests on a table.   

INSERT -- Books in bookshelf/titles about economics, 
feminism, climate change, and Uruguayan cooking. Margot locks 
eyes with DOCTOR DRAY, her 70-pound labrador mix.    

MARGOT

What?...What?  I know. I know...I 

promised. But what’s out there for us, 

Dray? It’s you and me  -- versus the 

world.

OFF  DRAY’S big brown eyes engaging with Margot.  

EXT. OLD VOLVO - TRAVELING

INT. VOLVO 

Dray sits in the passenger’s seat. Buddies. 

CLOSE ON - Dray’s long, pink, tongue -  flaccid.  

Margot smiles, sing-humming the parts she knows of a radio 
hit. She’s feeling good. Hell, yeah.  A girl  -- and her dog. 

EXT. SILVERLAKE STAIRS ABOVE RESERVOIR3 3

Dray’s POV -  thinking: Lots to sniff...Sunny day in L.A.! 

LONG - JOEL PREZNIAK jogging. 

MARGOT’S POV -- Joel coming closer. 

Joel holds hands with TWO towering beauties: NAOMI, 20, 
earnest and innocent, and Ambrosia, 20, a shameless badass. 
As they approach, Margot considers ducking behind a lone 
bush, but as the TRIO draws closer, she’s caught. 

MARGOT

Oh, hi, Joel Prezniak.



Joel and his girlfriends stop for a chat. 

JOEL

Oh, hey, this is Margot -- I forget, 

do you pronounce your last name 

“Nugget?” Or...NEW-JAY?  

MARGOT

Nugget. Like fuggit. 

Margot introduces Dray. 

MARGOT (CONT’D)

This is Dr. Dray.

JOEL

I remember -  he tried to knock down 

my fence. Margot meet Naomi. Just back 

from Copenhagen. 

Naomi leans down for a hug. Joel introduces Ambrosia.

JOEL (CONT’D)

And this is Ambrosia. She’s a 

photographer.

Ambrosia winks at Margot. 

 MY MARGOT

My son likes photography. 

AMBROSIA

My work is very personal. We have a 

Meerkat rescue over in Palmdale. 
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JOEL

Wow, your little guy must be pretty 

big by now.

NAOMI

How big is he?

MARGOT

He’s...yeah...aging. Eighteen. 

Joel can’t believe it. The girls are like whatev. 

MARGOT (CONT’D)

I started young -- and stopped young. 

Tied things up down there. 

Margot snips in the air with imaginary scissors.

Dr. Dray snarls at a smaller dog held on leash by a FUSSY 
MAN, late 20s, who is bulging in his bike shorts. Margot 
pulls at the leash. Fussy Man’s dog snarls at Margot. Fussy 
picks up his tiny dog, defensively.  

FUSSY MAN
(to his dog)

Snuggles, you’re better than that. 

Fussy and his dog walk away.  

NAOMI
(to Margot)

Wait, how do y’all know each other?

MARGOT

Next door neighbors while I was in 

grad school at UCLA. We drank a lot of 

coffee and talked about our difficult 

marriages. Now I guess we’re 

both...divorced. 
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Joel rubs noses with Ambrosia, smiles at Naomi.    

JOEL

Margot, you don’t remember the last 

time I saw you - you were really high.

Margot shakes her head. 

JOEL (CONT’D)

Fleetwood Mac. 

MARGOT

Oh, right. 

AMBROSIA

My mom’s like obsessed with her. 

JOEL

No worries. I was baked, too. Doctor 

prescribed some tasty Indica after my 

second knee replacement, babe? Or was 

it my hip..? 

NAOMI

Your hip.

Margot looks back at Joel. 

JOEL

When I saw you at the show, you were 

with a woman and you seemed a 

little...I don’t know.  

MARGOT

What? 

JOEL

Cozy. 
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MARGOT

Cozy? 

JOEL

The way you two were sitting together. 

She seemed...biggish.

Joel mimes “hefty.” Margot is starting to get it.

MARGOT

Biggish? 

Joel opens his hands, shrugs. Margot stares back at him.

MARGOT (CONT’D)

Are you asking me if I’m gay? You got 

a lezzy vibe because I went to a 

concert with another woman? 

Naomi jumps in. 

NAOMI

Hey - I have two moms, so I get it. 

Ambrosia nods in solidarity. Margot turns to Joel. 

MARGOT

Do you? Well, that was Kimmy Mensch, 

my best friend since kindergarten at 

P.S.6 in New York. She happens to live 

with a high powered real estate agent 

woman, so...    

AMBROSIA

Love is dark and complicated. 

Ambrosia indicates dog poop that needs attending. Margot 
spots it, exhales. She’s had enough. 
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AMBROSIA (CONT’D)

Ciao... 

JOEL

Take care, Margot. I know it’s not 

easy being...you. 

Naomi flashes the peace sign.  

MARGOT
(sotto)

Good luck with all...that. C’mon Dray.
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