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THURSDAY 11:19AM

CLOSE ON AN INSTAGRAM PICTURE OF TAYLOR STEVENS (19), WEARING 
A VERY GAUDY BOA, GRABBING MONEY OUT OF A HOMELESS MAN'S CUP 
WHILE HE SLEEPS. BELOW THE PICTURE WE SEE: "THAT TIME U STOLE 
FROM A HOMELESS DUDE! #TBT #DOLLADOLLABILLZ #HOTDOGTYME #IOU"

We pan out to see this "tagged" picture is on a computer 
screen in... 

INT. CONSULTING AGENCY - DAY - CONTINUOUS

MR. ANDERSON (50), an uptight boss-type eyeballs the 
“Homeless Picture” on his computer screen while across from 
him, Taylor, who is eating a peppermint from the bowl on the 
desk (now 25, stylish, pretty and matured...sorta) says:

TAYLOR
(very cheery)

My strongest quality is that I'm a 
'people person.' Like, I pride 
myself on good karma, ya know?

He turns the screen so that Taylor can see the "Homeless 
Picture." He doesn’t look pleased. She swallows her 
peppermint and loses all cheeriness. 

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
Oh, that. 

(Squinting)
Honestly, that might not even be 
me. 

(then, confident)
Is that me? I don't think that's 
me.

He's not buying it. 

MR. ANDERSON
Thank you for your time.

TAYLOR
I just wanted a hot dog, ok?  You 
know when you get "drunk-hungry" 
and your body's like "girl, we just 
ate dinner an hour ago," but your 
alcohol problem's like, "I don't 
care! FEED ME AGAIN!" But real 
talk, what are they putting in 
those sautéed onions? Crack?!

He stares blankly at her. She pulls out her parking stub.



TAYLOR (CONT’D)
Do you validate?

He is silent. A beat. She grabs a handful of mints and bolts 
out. 

Int. world’s smallest apartment - later

AUTUMN DEZMER (25), a deadpan, tattooed, mad scientist type 
furiously types at her computer as she runs a program on a 
another screen, while syncing her phone to a third device 
that reads "TIME WARP...LOADING." Not using her hands, she 
takes a sip of soda, then a bite of a burrito she has rigged 
up. 

Vision boards are on the wall with Taylor's head glued onto 
stick figures that are driving fancy cars, sitting in bubble 
baths and living in mansions. Another board says "WHO TO 
BE..." with a picture of Beyonce and "WHO NOT TO BE..." with 
a photo of a pretty, PREGNANT WOMAN posing with six inter 
racial children and two dads. 

Taylor paces behind her with her phone up.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
That is the 3rd job I lost because 
I got tagged in that stupid 
'Throwback Thursday' photo. This 
has to stop. I was voted "Best 
Legs" in school. I should to be a 
baller by now! 

(ALT: EFFIN boss by 
now!")
(ALT: I should be a 

homeowner by now!)
(then)

Can't you use your weirdo, hacker 
fingers to remove the photo from 
the internet?

Taylor grabs Autumn's soda off the desk. Drinks it.

AUTUMN
A: That's my soda and B: My "weirdo 
hacker fingers" don't hack, they 
develop apps which, btw, you 
promised to beta test. So, I'll 
take that... 

She snatches Taylor's cellphone out of her hand.

TAYLOR
(whiney)

Hey! I was Live Streaming!
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Autumn plugs Taylor’s phone into her computer. It begins 
syncing. The computer screen reads "TIME WARP...LOADING." 

AUTUMN
For who? No one cares that your 
"white privilege" is back firing. 

Taylor grabs Autumn's burrito from the rig. Takes a huge 
bite.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
(typing, unphased) 

It's extra spicy. 

Taylor's mouth is on fire, she gags it out. She removes the 
lid of the soda and chugs.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
Okay, so the game has a few kinks 
to work out because I borrowed 
pieces of code from my old apps...

As it's loading, flashes of code appear. A cute, but annoying 
BUNNY TIMER stays on screen a bit longer.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
(typing)

...like creepy "Bunny Timer" over 
here...but, essentially "Time Warp" 
will alter bad photos anytime, 
anywhere once it's synced to your 
social media network. 

Taylor stares in the mirror at her wrinkles. She sees one and 
puts the soda carelessly on the edge of Autumn's desk.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
...change your outfit, change your 
friend's outfits, you name it, we 
can "Time Warp" it... 

We see the app syncing Taylor's phone. Then, PING. We land on 
the "Homeless Picture." Taylor turns. She sees her photo 
enlarged on Autumn's screen. She walks slowly towards Autumn.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
...if you're successful, the 
computer replaces your old photo 
with the new one. And, tadah, you 
get a butt ton of points.
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TAYLOR
(to herself, but out loud)

I have to change the photo so I can 
get a job. 

Taylor is directly behind Autumn.

AUTUMN
Girl, the right job will come to 
you. You just have to be patien--

TAYLOR
Gimme that!

Taylor yanks her phone which is still connected, spilling the 
soda everywhere. 

AUTUMN
Look out! 

A spark. A loud ringtone. The lights go out. Then come back 
on. 

...Autumn is alone. Taylor, and her phone, are gone.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
(looking around)

Taylor? Um... dude?

EXT. O’LEARY’S BAR (2010) - NIGHT - CONTINUOUS

Taylor, wearing the exact outfit from the "Homeless Picture," 
is with a group of FRAT BROS and SORORITY SISTERS waiting to 
get into a bar - clearly post Football Game (face paint 
etc...). Taylor looks around. Confused. She notices her gaudy 
boa. To her right is a HOTDOG VENDOR CART. She goes to walk, 
but wobbles - drunk. BECKY, her sorority sister, steadies 
her.

BECKY
Haha! Taylor's so shit-canned she's 
got baby deer legs! 

TAYLOR
(confused)

Becky? "Always pregnant
Becky?!"

BECKY
Ugh, this is why I hate wearing 
clothes. I always look fat!

4.



She takes off her shirt and then turns to suck face with a 
FRAT GUY behind her. Taylor looks at her phone. The BUNNY 
TIMER is counting down from 5 MINUTES.  

Some rando GUY blows a Vuvuzela (those annoying World Cup 
horns from 2010). Next to him is a guy in a “Let Betty White 
Host” shirt on an iPhone 4. Taylor looks back at her scarf - 
something’s very off. 

A FaceTime from Autumn comes in.

FROM HERE ON WE BOUNCE BACK AND FORTH BETWEEN AUTUMN IN THE 
APARTMENT IN 2016 AND TAYLOR AT THE BAR IN 2010.

AUTUMN
Taylor? Where are you?!

TAYLOR
I...I..think back in college? 

Taylor spins, showing Autumn the whole scene, then nearly 
loses her balance - again, drunk. Becky blows the Vuvezela 
this time.

BECKY
I’m gonna live forever!

Autumn recognizes that girl. She looks at Taylor's vision 
board. It's the pretty, PREGNANT WOMAN under the words "DON'T 
BE BECKY" pasted above the photo.

AUTUMN 
Is that "Always pregnant
Becky?!"

Becky does a drunk pirouette and falls out of frame. 

TAYLOR
(to Autumn)

Ok, RIGHT!? What the hell!
(then)

Am I on acid or did I just time 
travel?

Taylor points her phone at the scene - it’s soooo 2010.

AUTUMN
That's impossible. Well, per Neil 
Degrasse Tyson nothing is 
impossible... You must have 
triggered something when you-

(harsh tone)
(MORE)
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GRABBED IT BEFORE IT WAS DONE 
LOADING.

TAYLOR
(excited)

I'M A TIME TRAVELER! 

The BUNNY TIMER says 4 Minutes. 

All of a sudden Taylor sees HIM. The homeless guy, HOBO (45), 
across the street, in the same exact spot as the "Homeless 
Picture." Autumn's eye's widen.

AUTUMN
Holy shit! You're in the photo! 

TAYLOR
I am? I am! 

HOT DOG VENDOR
Hot dog, hot dog?

Her stomach grumbles. 

TAYLOR
Dang, that smells good.

(then)
No! Focus. I just need to fix the 
photo to look like a better person. 
Got it. Um.

(to Becky)
Becky. I'm gonna need some of your 
"cocaine cash." 

Becky pops up with blow all over her face and nods.

CUT TO:

EXT. O’LEARY’S BAR - ACROSS THE STREET - 30 SECONDS LATER

Becky has her cellphone ready as Taylor uses her earbuds to 
talk with Autumn. She holds a hotdog in one hand and is 
adjusting herself (hair, boobs, etc.) with the other. Hobo is 
asleep but wakes up from the smell. He reaches for the hot 
dog, but just at that moment Taylor has a thought and pulls 
it away, oblivious to his outstretched hands.

SNAP. 

Back at the apartment, the picture on Autumn’s screen is of 
Taylor pulling the hot dog out of Hobo’s reach.

AUTUMN (CONT'D)
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AUTUMN
(to Taylor)

Eh, boy. You might want to try 
again.

The BUNNY TIMER says 3 Minutes. 

MONTAGE: 

- Taylor, now full-hotness, hands Hobo the hotdog and poses, 
deuces up and duck faced, but Hobo immediately starts choking 
on the hotdog. She panics, grabs a stick, and pokes him in 
the stomach until he coughs up a piece of hotdog. She gags. 
Autumn’s screen now shows Taylor poking Hobo with a stick 
while they're both gagging.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
No.

- Taylor grabs more cash from Becky and confidently walks 
towards Hobo, trips on the coughed up hot dog and falls into 
his lap as he’s lighting a cigarette. She jumps up, running 
the money through his lighter - The money catches fire. 
Autumn’s screen shows Taylor burning money in Hobo’s face.

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
No.

-Taylor stomps out the burning money while the Hobo laughs at 
her. She starts to yell at the Hobo for making fun of her. 
Autumn's screen shows Taylor pointing and yelling at a 
homeless person. People in the background look mortified. 

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
NO. 

CUT TO:

THE BUNNY TIMER SAYS 2 Minutes. 

TAYLOR
Autumn, why isn’t this working?! 

AUTUMN
I don't know dude, maybe it’s not 
enough to pose like you’re a good 
person. Maybe you have to be a good 
person.

TAYLOR
Ugh. What are you like, Michelle 
Obama? I’m not giving your app a 
good review. 
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She gives in and sits next to Hobo who looks scared of her.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
This blows. 

HOBO
You're telling me. I lost my house 
after the recession and my wife 
left me for a younger guy. Never 
had the drive to pick up the pieces 
again. 45 years old... I should be 
a baller by now!

This breaks through to Taylor. She finally sees a person 
there. He smiles. She smiles. Her stomach growls. He shares 
the rest of his hotdog with her.

TAYLOR
Hi. I’m Taylor.

They shake hands.

HOBO
(whispers)

My penis was constructed on 
Neptune.

SNAP.

Autumn sees the image on her screen. Her eyes widen.

The BUNNY TIMER hits 0:00.

INT. WORLD'S SMALLEST APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

We hear the ringtone again, then Taylor appears with a flash.

TAYLOR
Am I back? When is this?

AUTUMN
The present. Are you okay?

TAYLOR
Holy Shit. Did it work?! 

The "Homeless Picture" on the screen is now sweet...ish.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
It worked! I fixed the photo! What 
a rush. Now I can get any job I 
want.   
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PING. Taylor gets an alert on her phone. She's been tagged in 
another #TBT. They both look. Taylor's face melts at the site 
of her as "Sexy Hitler" with a caption that says "What a hot 
dictator/murderer you were! #TBT #MustacheRide"

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
Okay, yea, maybe one more...

PING. A picture of Taylor in a sundress in handcuffs at the 
border surrounded by the Mexican Federales "It's criminal how  
sexy you are #TBT #SPRINGBREAK #NEVER4GET #JAILBAIT"

AUTUMN
Or two....

PING. Taylor knocking over a Mother and her baby stroller as 
she's running away from a burning building. "RESPECT, #TBT 
#YOLO"

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
Wow. Classy.

Taylor's face is crestfallen as the reality hits her there 
are many, MANY, more photos she'll have to fix. The PINGS 
speed up.

PING.

PING.

PING. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

PING'S KEEP COMNG. 

End. 

ALT: 

TAYLOR
Holy Shit. It worked!

The "Homeless Pic" is now sweet...ish.

TAYLOR (CONT’D)
I fixed the photo! What a rush. Now 
I can get any job I want.   
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PING. Taylor gets an alert on her phone. She's been tagged in 
another #TBT. They both look. Taylor's face melts at the site 
of her as "Sexy Hitler" with a caption that says "What a hot 
dictator/murderer you were! #TBT #MustacheRide"

AUTUMN
Yep. Any job you want...

PING. A picture of Taylor in a sundress in handcuffs at the 
border surrounded by the Mexican Federales "It's criminal how  
sexy you are #TBT #SPRINGBREAK #NEVER4GET #JAILBAIT"

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
...under 10 bucks an hour...

PING. Taylor knocking over a Mother and her baby stroller as 
she's running away from a burning building. "RESPECT, #TBT 
#YOLO"

AUTUMN (CONT’D)
...with a name tag til' you're 
forty.

Taylor's face is crestfallen as the reality hits her there 
are many, MANY, more photos she'll have to fix. The PINGS 
speed up.

PING.

PING.

PING. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

PING'S KEEP COMNG. 

End
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