
FADE IN:

EXT. SHED - DAY

Brad opens the trunk of the car, with Chaz and Owen standing 
behind him. Jack is off to the side, with Dave slung over her 
shoulder, wiggling around like a noodle and yelling. Jack 
holds a baseball bat in her other hand.

From the trunk, Brad tries to hand Chaz the crate, but Chaz 
won’t take it, crossing his arms and pouting. 

BRAD
You still mad, bro?

Brad ruffles Chaz’s hair. Chaz smacks his hands away. Brad 
hands Owen the crate instead, and walks up to Chaz, arms 
extended, smiling. 

CHAZ
What are you doing?

BRAD
C’mon Chazzy, give me a hug. 

Chaz is still pouting, and turns away from Brad. Brad hugs 
Chaz from behind, resting his chin on Chaz’s shoulder. 

BRAD (CONT’D (CONT’D)
I’m sorry about your mom, okay 
buddy? I didn’t mean to hurt your 
feelings. I know how much she means 
to you, and if I could go back and 
drive away when you asked me to, I 
would. I really am sorry.   

Chaz sniffles, nodding. 

CHAZ
It’s okay, bro, I forgive you. 

Chaz turns, hugging Brad. Jack angrily slaps the ground with 
her baseball bat, grunting. 

JACK
C’mon, guys, let’s go! I’m ready to 
go! I’m ready to do this! 

BRAD
Okay, okay, we’re coming. 

Brad slaps Chaz on the back, then reaches down into the 
trunk, taking out a piñata and handing it to Chaz. 



Chaz gives a small smile, ruffling the piñata. He hugs it 
tight to his chest, and kisses its cheek. 

Brad takes out the duct tape and puts it in his pockets. He 
also grabs a flashlight, then shuts the trunk, going to the 
front of the car to grab the lemon bars off the dashboard. He 
slams his car door behind him. 

BRAD (CONT’D)
All right, dudes. This is it. 

Brad opens the shed’s door. Jack carries Dave into the 
darkness of the shed, playfully swinging her bat. Chaz and 
Owen follow, and Brad slams the door to the outside world. 

INT. SHED - CONTINUOUS 

The shed is pitch black. Brad turns on his flashlight, but 
his surroundings are still barely visible. Jack sets Dave 
down, in a sole wooden chair, against the wall. 

Brad shines his flashlight at Owen’s eyes. Owen block the 
light in a cartoonish motion, frowning.

OWEN
C’mon, dude, don’t do that! My eyes 
are sensitive, you know that.

BRAD
Relax, bro, it’s a light. 

Brad moves the flashlight, shinning it on Dave’ face. Dave 
yells louder, turning his head towards the light. 

BRAD (CONT’D)
Let’s do this. Hit the lights, 
Owen.

Obnoxiously bright florescent lights illuminate the large 
shed, which holds several tables and chairs. One of the 
tables holds the crate from Marvita. The bros and Dave are 
the only ones there. 

The bros walk over to the eerie, ominous crate. Brad sets 
down the lemon bars, next to the crate, then reaches his hand 
inside. He pulls out a large scented candle. The bros stare 
at it, confused. 

BRAD (CONT’D)
What the hell is this, Jack? 

Jack shrugs, itching her head. 
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JACK
I dunno, man, it smells good... All 
you said was to make sure Marvita 
put in a candle. I liked that one. 

Owen closes his eyes, sighing. 

OWEN
Of course you did. 

Chaz leans in, smelling the candle. 

CHAZ
It smells like cake.

JACK
I know, right! I thought it was 
clever. 

Brad reaches back into the box, pulling out a lighter. Jack 
takes the duct tape from the table, turning to Brad.

JACK (CONT’D)
You ready to start setting up? 

Brad nods, looking to Chaz. Chaz nods, looking to Owen. Owen 
shakes his head, sighing. 

OWEN
I cannot believe I let you guys 
drag me into this. 

Jack smiles ominously, pulling out the end of the duct tape 
quickly, so that it makes a scratchy, loud sound. 

FADE OUT. 
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