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INT. BEDROOM - DAY

An alarm clock sits on a nightstand and reads: “3:12 P.M.”

ANN FRANK, 32, average build, mulatto, hair wrap on her head, 
cute, sits in a chair and stares at the unmade bed.

The clock turns “3:15 P.M.” The alarm goes off.

She stares up at the ceiling, slightly purses her lips. Ann’s 
hand slaps the clock, turning off the alarm.

ANN (V.O.)
My mother once told me it takes two 
to tango. 

She continues to stare at the bed as if to say good morning 
to a partner.

ANN (V.O.)
She bout got it right.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Various pictures of a cute little girl hang on the wall, she 
smiles in every frame. 

She has kinky hair and looks as if she has gotten a tan. She 
sits on a pretty white lady’s lap in one photo.

There is a couch covered with flower patterns up against the 
wall underneath the photographs. 

In front of the couch sits a coffee table. It is clean 
without a crumb on it. The entire living room is immaculate.

In a corner, there is a table with a lamp on it. The table 
has a few more photos of the white lady, she smiles.

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Water runs in a bathtub. Ann turns the water off. Her gown 
drops to the floor.

She soaks in the tub. Her hand caresses her inner thigh. She 
bites her bottom lip, sinks lower into the bath, eyes closed.



INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Ann, dressed in a grommet lace-up tank top and blue jeans, 
picks up a plate of eggs and hash browns and a cup of coffee 
from the counter and takes them to the:

INT. DINING ROOM - TABLE - DAY

She sits down and closes her eyes, prays.

ANN
God, if you can...no! God, can 
you...no that’s not, that’s not 
what I mean either. God, thank you 
for this food. Amen!

She eats.

SAME SCENE

Ann sits before an empty plate. She sips on her coffee.

ANN (V.O.)
Science tells me, genetically 
speaking that is, what happens to 
my parents will be passed down to 
me and future generations.

She takes another sip of coffee, then puts fists in hand in 
front of her mouth.

A piece of paper rests on the table just off to the right of 
Ann’s plate. A check stub is paper clipped on top. The 
document is stamped with the words: “Notice of Termination.”

ANN (V.O.)
I’m a 32-year-old telemarketer. 
Well, up until a few weeks ago I 
was a telemarketer trying really 
hard to break that curse, prove 
science a lie, and provide a better 
life than what my mother or father 
offered me. 

She takes another sip of coffee. 

ANN (V.O.)
I never liked that job anyway.

The PHONE RINGS. Ann picks up, skeptical.

ANN
Hello? Speaking.
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She’s rattled.

ANN (CONT’D)
Hold on! Just hold on. I’ll be 
right there.

She frantically hangs up the phone and hurries out of frame.

INT. SUSAN FRANK’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - DAY

Stacks of newspapers and magazines reach the ceiling on one 
wall, and dirty dishes are piled on shelves on another wall. 

Plastic tubs mount up to the top of a window filled with 
clothes and paper. The home is in shambles. 

In the middle of the room is a large bed with a barrage of 
papers and trinkets on top. An old white woman in the bed 
coughs over and over again.

Next to the bed is a young woman in a nurses uniform. She 
wipes the old women’s mouth after she spits up mucus in a 
pan. 

The old woman, SUSAN FRANK, 49, ornery, in a nightgown 
loosely flung on her full-figured body reveals too much. She 
is hooked to an IV.

She brushes the hand of the nurse from her face, grouchy.

SUSAN
Enough. Let me be.

The nurse, MILLISA CANTU, 24, Hispanic, bright, slight 
Spanish accent, lighthearted, in jeans and a T-shirt, places 
the towel in a bowl of water. She pulls the blankets over 
Susan’s overexposed chest.

MILLISA
It’s chilly. Let’s cover you up. 
I’ll be in the next room if you 
need me.

Millisa gathers the bowl and cups and turns toward the door. 
Ann breaks into the room, frantic. She nearly misses a 
collision with the attractive nurse.

ANN
How- How is she?
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MILLISA
Hola, Ann! The doctor just left. He 
gave her some Morphine to help with 
the pain, but he said it could be 
any day now. So sad.

Millisa looks back over her shoulder and back at Ann.

MILLISA (CONT’D)
Be gentle, the meds haven’t 
entirely kicked in yet.

She walks out of the room.

Ann tiptoes toward the bed. Susan faces the window covered in 
junk. She coughs uncontrollably. Ann pours her mom some water 
and gives it to her to drink.

ANN
Here mom. Drink this.

Susan takes a sip of water. She finally notices Ann give her 
the cup of water.

SUSAN
Well, look what the cat dragged in? 

ANN
Why didn’t you tell me?

SUSAN
What was I suppose to do run an ad 
in the paper?

ANN
Mom, you’re dying for God’s sakes.

SUSAN
We’re all dying, Ann. Ya can’t stop 
a train once it’s in full motion.

Susan coughs uncontrollably and can’t catch her breath. Beat.

ANN
What happened with you and dad?

She looks at her daughter with malice.

SUSAN
Did you come to see me cause ya 
thought I was dying or interrogate 
me?
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ANN
Susan.

SUSAN
Susan?

ANN
God. Mom. I just want to know about 
the man I never got a chance to 
meet and why my mother-

Ann focuses on her fingers as they play with each other.

SUSAN
What Ann? 

ANN
It’s just that...

SUSAN
Why I did- Damn it, Ann. Every time 
we have this conversation it always 
leads to disaster. What do you want 
from me? Huh? You want me da tell 
ya I’m all screwed up and don’t 
know my ass from a hole in the 
wall? Well, guess what? I am.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Ann busts into the room, hysterical. She twirls around with 
balled up fists in the air, then covers her mouth in tears.

As she settles down, the barrage of chaos continues into the 
kitchen. Newspapers, books, statues, plants, tubs, dirty 
laundry, and box after box of paper and gadgets cover the 
space. The counter-tops are covered with clutter.

Ann opens a box and finds a plastic bag with a bra and panty 
set with the price tag still on them. She looks toward the 
sink and cabinets.

ANN
Where are the freaking cups?

She yells at Susan.

ANN (CONT’D)
Where are the cups?

Ann leaves the kitchen flustered.
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INT. BEDROOM - DAY

As she re-enters Susan’s room, she confronts her mom. Ann 
slings the bra and panty set around.

ANN
Where are the cups?

Susan watches Ann sling the bra and panty set around in the 
air, torpid.

SUSAN
Your father used to love those.

Ann examines the garments, disgusted.

ANN
These are brand new. I highly doubt 
that. When are you going to tell me 
why you gave me up for adoption? 
And where are your cups, I’m 
thirsty?

Susan turns her head.

ANN (CONT’D)
Don’t you think I deserve to hear 
the truth?

SUSAN
The truth is subjective.

ANN
No, it isn’t. The truth is the 
truth. It’s absolute. You don’t 
pick and choose that. Life happens, 
and you live with the choice you 
make and suffer the consequence. 
Why did you give me up?

Susan continues to look toward the window.

SUSAN
When I was a lil girl, way back 
before you was ever thought of, I 
used to love going down to the 
crick to catch frogs.

Ann moves closer to the bed, sits down.

SUSAN (CONT’D)
I loved me some frogs. One day when 
I got older, and I got some...
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Susan pushes up on her breasts.

SUSAN (CONT’D)
Well, this black boy was fishing in 
the water near my spot I used to 
catch frogs. Long story short, he 
ended up catching me. Anyway, by 
the time my parents found out about 
it I was already too far along for 
an abortion.

ANN
Your parents made you give me up?

A beat. Susan turns toward Ann with tears in her eyes.

SUSAN
No. They disowned me and kicked me 
out for good. I gave you up because 
I didn’t want to have a baby with a 
black boy. That’s funny. My parents 
had the same sentiment.

ANN
(emotional)

What happened to my father? Didn’t 
he want a beautiful half-bred 
bundle of joy?

SUSAN
After, um, after my parents kicked 
me outta the house and I had you, 
your father wasn't too fond of 
being tied down to one women. I 
tried my best to make ends meet.

INT. STRIP CLUB - NIGHT

A woman in black pumps, sexy lingerie, and knee-high black 
fishnet stockings enters the frame out of the shadows of the 
dim-lit smokey stage. 

She struts to the pole in the middle of the stage in sync 
with the raunchy music, climbs the pole, leans back, and rips 
off her bra exposing her breast.

The crowd in the club goes wild.

CUT TO:

7.



INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Susan stares at the panty set then back up at Ann.

SUSAN
The truth is the only work I found 
enjoyable was the kind where those 
came off. Now that was good money. 

She points at the bra and panties.

ANN
You passed me off to work in some 
freakn' club?

SUSAN
Strip. Strip in a club. I took my 
clothes off and shook my ass in 
front of Johns I didn’t know. And 
you know what? It was fun.

ANN IMAGINES - SHE SLAPS SUSAN

Ann reaches over the bed, grabs Susan by her loose gown, 
tightens her grip, and slaps her face.

ANN
You gave me up for adoption so you 
could be a stripper?

She slaps her again.

ANN (CONT’D)
Whatever. I can't believe this- I 
can't believe you.

There is a KNOCK at the door.

SUSAN
I’m sorry. What can I say?

Ann stares at her mom in malice.

INT. LIVING ROOM - FRONT DOOR - DAY

Ann opens the door, tears run down her face. Millisa stands 
with two grocery bags in her arms.

MILLISA
Thanks. I couldn't reach my key.

She pauses and stares at Ann, sympathetic.
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MILLISA (CONT’D)
Wow! Your mother got to you too?

ANN
Let me help you.

Ann takes a grocery bag. Millisa steps into the clutter. More 
boxes, tubs, books, and magazines line the walls and chairs.

MILLISA
We're going to fix this, mi amiga.

They both work their way into the kitchen.

ANN
What's ta fix? I think we should 
just burn the place down with her 
in it.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Millisa unpacks the grocery bag into the fridge. Ann tries to 
find a place to sit her bag down. She settles for a spot atop 
a bunch of cans.

ANN
Look at this crap. Who in they 
right mind wanna live like this?

MILLISA
Believe it or not, your mother has 
a good heart, and she cares about 
you.

ANN
Yeah, you're right, I don't believe 
it. Susan don't care bout nobody 
but Susan.

MILLISA
That's not true, Ann. At least not 
all the way. Anyway, your moms been 
through a lot. You should take that 
into consideration before coming 
down too hard on her.

SUSAN (O.S.)
Millisa? Millisa, is that you? I 
need water.

Millisa yells.
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MILLISA
Be right there, Miss Frank!

Ann purses her lips.

MILLISA (CONT’D)
What do you want from your mother, 
Ann? Maybe you're coming at her 
wrong? I'll admit she's a piece of 
work, but try to see life through 
her eyes for a moment and see how 
far you get with whatever it is 
you’re looking to get out of her.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Millisa makes her way into the corridor with a TV tray. The 
tray has a bowl of hot soup, a glass of water, and about a 
dozen pills.

MILLISA
All right. Here ya go. It's time 
for your meds, and I brought you 
something to eat.

SUSAN
What took you so long? All I wanted 
was water. Christ, I could have 
died of thirst by now. Nobody said 
anything about food or meds.

MILLISA
Well, they'll both make you feel 
better either way.

Ann moves around the foot of the bed to a chair on the other 
side. Millisa winks and nods at her.

She places the tray over Susan and fastens a bib around her 
neck. She picks up a large spoon from the plate, dips it in 
the bowl. Susan opens her mouth for a bite. She sips instead.

Ann watches Susan eat. Susan takes a few more spoonfuls of 
soup in her mouth then Millisa feeds her the meds. She helps 
her drink the water.

SUSAN
You gonna watch me make a mess of 
myself or spark a conversation?

Millisa wipes Susan's mouth and neck and removes the bib.
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ANN
What made you return my call three 
years ago?

SUSAN
I wanted to make sure you knew who 
I was. The truth. About me.

ANN
Then tell me the whole truth. I 
changed my name because of you for 
God’s sakes. The least you can do 
is tell me what happened to you and 
my father? Who is he?

Millisa positions Susan upright. She writhes in pain from the 
move. Ann struggles to watch. 

SUSAN
I never told you to do that. Guess 
the Vicodin ain’t kicked in yet! 

ANN
I did it out of respect for you.

Ann helps Millisa get Susan comfortable, she groans.

SUSAN
We, uh, were in High School when I 
got pregnant with you. Agh! I never 
got a chance to tell your father 
about you because he decided to 
mess around on me and shatter any 
attempt for me to- ow, ow, ow. I 
let him be.

ANN
You’ve told me this before. What 
was his name?

Susan grabs the bedsheets and cries out in pain.

SUSAN
Arg! James. James-

She grabs the sheets tighter.

SUSAN (CONT’D)
Shit, it hurts. Ann, baby, I’m 
sorry. I should...I should have 
told you sooner. Can you for-

Susan cries out in agony.
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MILLISA
The Cancer is causing her Delirium 
to get worse. Your mom’s pain is a 
lot more sudden and severe now.

Millisa injects the IV with a sedative.

MILLISA (CONT’D)
I’m giving her a dose of Morphine. 
She’ll rest a lot easier.

She pulls out the needle from the tube.

MILLISA (CONT’D)
There you go. That a’ta do it.

Susan is drugged and lethargic. She mumbles. 

SUSAN
In a box I have...his...a copy of 
your birth certificate your 
father’s last address.

ANN
Works quick.

MILLISA
Your mom is in stage 4, which means 
her cancer is metastatic, which 
also means she gets larger doses of 
pain reliever. The problem is we 
don’t know if this will be her last 
dose or not.

ANN
Why is she not in a hospital?

MILLISA
We respect the wish of our 
patients. This is where she wanted 
to be.

ANN
In this train wreck?

Millisa shrugs her shoulders.

ANN (CONT’D)
Speaking of a wreck. You still 
wanna help me fix this? 

Millisa stands erect for a short beat.
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ANN (CONT’D)
You can start by helping me find my 
fathers information.

They both scan the great beast Susan created. Millisa 
observes as if she has just seen a murder.

MILLISA
Your kidding, right?

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Ann brings in large trash cans. She throws everything on the 
counter into the garbage.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Millisa throws magazine after magazine into trash cans, large 
plastic bags, and boxes.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Ann stands next to her mom. She stares and doesn’t budge. A 
pin drop could echo off the walls. 

She reaches out to touch her mom. Susan doesn’t move.

A tear falls down Ann’s face.

Millisa stands at the door.

MILLISA
I’m so sorry, Ann.

Ann observes her mom in silence, then breaks down wailing.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

There is not a single tub, newspaper, magazine, or gadget 
left anywhere. The room is immaculate.

Ann sweeps up one last pile of dirt.

She walks into the:
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INT. KITCHEN - DAY

All of the countertops are clean. The tubs, newspapers, dirty 
dishes have all been cleaned and removed. The room looks like 
it has been remodeled.

Ann dumps the pile of dirt into the trash can.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Ann enters the immaculate space. She stares at the bed for a 
short beat. She runs her hand near the foot of the bed.

She sits in the same chair she sat in to watch over her mom.

The bed is now empty.

She settles her hands on her face and jams her head between 
her legs, and wails. Beat.

Ann sits back in the chair and stares towards the head of the 
bed. An object catches her eye underneath the nightstand.

She reaches and removes the object, a lockbox. Ann opens it. 
She pulls out the documents that read: “OFFICIAL ADOPTION 
RELEASE”; “MARRIAGE LICENSE”; AND “BIRTH CERTIFICATE.”

The marriage license and birth certificate both read: “LAST 
KNOWN ADDRESS: 123 FRONT STREET”.

EXT. RESTAURANT - PATIO - DAY

The hands of a man’s hands clench a glass filled with a brown 
beverage, JAMES GREEN, 58, tall, handsome, well-dressed sits 
at a table. 

INT. RESTAURANT - DAY

Ann enters the establishment and straight to the patios. She 
stops and pulls out a PHOTO OF HER FATHER. She stares at the 
photo, then:

She looks out to the patio full of people and spots her 
FATHER, JAMES. He takes a sip of his drink.

EXT. RESTAURANT - PATIO - DAY

Ann approaches him, cautious.
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ANN
James Green?

He turns to view Ann, she’s stunning.

JAMES
Ann? Ann Frank?

He stands.

ANN
Thank you for meeting me.

JAMES
Please, it’s my pleasure.

He watches her in amazement.

JAMES (CONT’D)
When I got your call, I didn’t know 
what to expect. I had no idea how 
beautiful you’d be. Can I get you 
anything?

Ann studies her father.

ANN
I’ll have what you’re having.

He’s skeptical, but motions over a WAITRESS. James holds up 
his glass.

JAMES
Can I get two Bourbons, please?

She nods.

James looks over Ann and tries to get a bead on her.

JAMES (CONT’D)
So, there must be a reason-

ANN
Why I wanted to see you so 
urgently?

He giggles.

JAMES
Yes.

Ann stares at her dad, intrigued. 

Short beat. 

15.



The waitress returns with the drinks.

WAITRESS
Two Bourbons. Can I get you 
anything else?

JAMES
No, not right now!

WAITRESS
Well, take your time when you’re 
ready to order just let me know.

JAMES
Thank you!

She walks away. Ann still staring at her father, smiles.

He smiles.

JAMES (CONT’D)
What?

ANN
It's just that my mother told me 
countless stories about my father, 
and you remind me of him.

He's skeptical.

JAMES
Really? She sounds like a beautiful 
woman. Who is she?

EXT. WOODS - DAY

A young couple make love in the bushes. The teenaged girl is 
hidden behind the forest on her back with HER LEGS HIGH IN 
THE AIR. She is barefoot and moans.

The teen boy's pants are down to his ankles, and his butt is 
just in view to see the top of his crack. 

He thrusts into her hard. Her breaths are sporadic. He 
breathes like he's running a marathon.

TEENAGE GIRL
Oh! Don't stop. Don't stop. Don't 
stop.

TEENAGE BOY
I'm about to...here I come.
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They both moan in unison and breath heavy as if finishing a 
sprint race. He collapses on top of her.

INT. RESTAURANT - PATIO - DAY

Ann circles the edge of her glass with her finger.

ANN
No one you know. She passed away 
not too long ago.

JAMES
She still sounds intriguing as are 
you.

Ann's look says she's had enough of his charm.

He takes a sip of his drink.

ANN
Some thirty-something years ago you 
had a thing with a white girl, in 
the woods. Did you not?

Beat. She has his full attention. He takes another sip of his 
bourbon never taking his eyes off of her.

ANN (CONT’D)
Her name was Susan. Susan Frank. My 
mother.

James chokes. 

Ann swallows the rest of her drink, pushes the glass to the 
middle of the table, agitated.

ANN (CONT’D)
She had a daughter but gave her up 
for adoption. Her parents rejected 
her, and the man who planted the 
seed ran away. But you knew that 
already, didn’t you?

JAMES
Now hold on, it wasn't quite like 
that.

ANN
Then how was it, James? Tell me? 
How was it?

Patrons watch Ann as she raises her voice.
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JAMES
Your mother was a knifing bitch, 
and she manipulated me every chance 
she got. I had to protect my 
future.

ANN
(furious)

Your future? Let me tell you little 
something about your future! I was 
left for anyone to choose, adopted. 
My whole life’s been nothing but a 
lie because of you.

She jumps up from her chair, breakneck speed.

ANN’S POV - She punches him in the nose. Then, she punches 
him in the nose again.

He holds his face, blood pours from his nostrils. 

She stands, infuriated.

ANN (CONT’D)
That’s your future. Knifing bitch.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. STREET - DAY

Ann stands in front of her car. A black man mows the lawn 
across the street in front of a beautiful home. Ann observes 
the man and the house.

She holds up the PHOTO OF HER FATHER.

The numbers on the home near the door read: “123.”

The End.
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