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FADE IN:

VIDEO FOOTAGE

A blank, pastel blue wall. LORRAINE (27) walks into frame, 
big smile and bubbly demeanor. She has blonde hair and light 
freckles add to her natural charm.

LORRAINE
I’m Lorraine Thompson. I’m twenty-
seven and I’m reading for Rick.

She holds the smiles a bit too long. Then drops it.

Her expression becomes angry. A bit of snarl in her lip.

LORRAINE
What do you got to say to me? Huh? 
You wanna beg? That how you wanna 
go out? Because there’s two things 
for certain.

Lorraine moves closer to the camera. Intense.

LORRAINE
One, I’m walking out of here. And 
two, you’re never gonna hurt anyone 
ever again.

She drops the tough act. Dons the bubbly smile again.

Across fromm her:

INT. CASTING ROOM - DAY

A folding table with a camera on a cheap tripod next to it. 
At the table:

RON (42), long hair with a thick glasses and a cardigan, 
considers the performance with his hand on his chin.

Beside him, TILDA (33), short hair in a business suit looks 
to Ron, awaiting his comment.

RON
Lorraine, thank you, that was 
brilliant. We’ll be in touch.

Lorraine’s smile fade.

LORRAINE
What? Well, do you want me to do it 
again, or?
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RON

No, no, that was great. We’ll 
contact you if--

LORRAINE
But the guy who just came out, I 
heard him go at least three times.

Tilda perks up. Uncomfortable.

TILDA
(to Ron)

Maybe we could go once more. Just 
to be fair.

LORRAINE
I don’t think it’s very fair.

Ron hesitates as if walking on shaky ground. He stutters a 
bit. Then composes himself, puts on a fake smile.

RON
Right. Yes. Of course. It’s only 
fair. Go ahead and go...

He looks to Tilda.

RON
Twice more?

Tilda nods with a smile.

RON
Right, twice more. Go.

Lorraine beams.

INT. WAITING ROOM - DAY

People of all ages, looks, shapes, and sizes. More like the 
DMV than a casting office.

Lorraine walks out the door. Smiles. Waves.

LORRAINE
Thanks!

Ron leans out the door.

RON
Right. Next.

BERTRAND (19), skinny with messy hair and pimples, rolls 
over in a wheelchair. Looks up at Ron.
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Ron forces a smile.

INT. CASTING ROOM - DAY

Bertrand reads from his script with a Robotic tone.

BERTRAND
Because there’s two things for 
certain. One, I’m walking out of 
here...

Ron eyes Tilda. She nods with a smile. He shakes his head in 
frustration.

BERTRAND
And two, you’re never gonna hurt 
anyone ever again.

RON
Good, good. Feel free to play with 
the lines a bit. You know, to make 
it more real.

Bertrand nods.

BERTRAND
Because there’s two things for 
certain. One, I’m walking the hell 
out of here. And two, you’re never 
gonna hurt anyone ever again. 

Ron’s head falls in his hands.

RON
Great. Yes.

He sighs, looks up. Waves his hand in the air.

RON
Do it again.

Tilda clears her throat.

Ron rolls his eyes.

RON
Then again.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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