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EXT. BIRDS EYE VIEW, LOS ANGELES - DAY

The camera HOVERS high above Los Angeles in the MIRACLE MILE 
neighborhood, slowly moving forward.  A tilt-shift effect 
gives the city below a miniature feeling, our vantage point 
feels omniscient.

OMINOUS SYNTH TONES begin to swell in the background.

Hard cut to another neighborhood - ECHO PARK.  Then another. 
SILVERLAKE. HOLLYWOOD. This becomes A MONTAGE.

The strange SYNTH TONES get louder and louder before the 
montage of neighborhoods ends on: 

HIGHLAND PARK. A pause.

HEATHER (O.S.)
It was just like this really long 
"ssssss"...

(makes hissing sound)
...with bubble noises every so 
often-

SEAN (O.S.)
Yup, got it.  Thank you.

CUT TO:

EXT. BIRDS EYE VIEW, HIGHLAND PARK - DAY

Hovering closer now above HIGHLAND PARK.  The ominous synth 
tone subsides.

HEATHER (O.S.)
-for what felt like forever.

SEAN (O.S.)
I didn't realize dream farts can 
become real farts.  

EXT. SEAN + HEATHER'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Sean (31) and Heather (30) emerge from an apartment 
building. They're a decently hip LA couple on a Saturday 
afternoon - canvas shopping bags in hand, descending the 
stairs.
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(MORE)

HEATHER
The sound of your gas combined with 
the ticking clock of your bedside 
table was...

SEAN
Literally what aging sounds like.

HEATHER
Jesus. So true though.

Sean grimaces. She stops at at the bottom of the stairs.

HEATHER 
It's ok. It's only something I'll 
never, ever forget.

She gives him a quick kiss.  

INT. HEATHER'S SUV - MOMENTS LATER

They're driving along, Heather behind the wheel, Sean in the 
passenger seat.

SEAN 
So wait, we're going to the 
farmer's market AND both flea 
markets now?

HEATHER 
Uh. Yuh.

SEAN 
THAT'S why you offered to drive.

(a beat)
Damn it.

HEATHER 
You really thought our "errands" 
were only going to be the liquor 
store?

A beat.  Sean soaks up the views passing outside the window.

SEAN 
I feel like we haven't driven 
through this neighborhood in years. 
Remember how tiny our apartment was 
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SEAN  (cont'd)
here? Ooh - there's the street!

HEATHER 
I remember.

He sighs loudly, she laughs a bit.  

SEAN 
What?

HEATHER 
Did you think our lives would be 
like this seven years ago?

SEAN 
Ugh.  Fuck, I dunno. 

She gives him a look.

SEAN 
No, I mean, not with your life 
path, but mine.  Sorry, it's such a 
heavy question.  Hey we're happy, 
I'm happy.  Everyone's happy.

HEATHER 
Wow.  I just heard your brain have 
a mini meltdown right then.

SEAN 
Well, what do you think?  Did you 
imagine you'd still be dating a 
semi-unemployed 31 year old 
designer who still thinks his band 
might suddenly become successful?

HEATHER 
C'mon Sean.

SEAN 
Fuck, I'd leave me if I were you.

HEATHER 
I hate when you talk like that!

A long beat.
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SEAN 
Sorry.  I just-

Suddenly, a VEHICLE TURNS BLINDLY out in front of them.

SEAN
Watch out!

She SLAMS on the brakes to slow down. Everything's OK.

HEATHER 
They came out of nowhere.

SEAN 
Look, same Ford Escape - it's like 
we almost just crashed into 
ourselves.  

We see through the windshield now that the vehicle driving 
ahead of them is a SIMILAR, GRAY SUV.  Heather smirks, then 
begins to lock eyes with the SUV in front of them, slightly 
puzzled.

SEAN 
Ok.  So, back to you.  What did you 
imagine your life - our lives - to 
be like at this age?

HEATHER 
It's got that dent in the back 
bumper just like mine.

SEAN 
Huh?

HEATHER 
The Escape in front of us, look.

SEAN
You're trying to avoid answering 
the question.

HEATHER
Seriously, look.  And it's got that 
weird luggage rack thing you 
installed.

Sean notices.
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SEAN 
Huh.  Yeah that's weird I guess. 
But c'mon. Answer the question.

Heather squints her eyes forward.

HEATHER 
What's my license plate number?

SEAN 
What?  I dunno...who knows license 
plate numbers?

HEATHER 
Look in the registration.

SEAN 
Ugh, ok...

He shuffles through papers in the glove box before finding 
the registration.

SEAN 
Ok, here we go-

HEATHER 
Hold on, I'm going to try to get a 
little closer to read it better.

She accelerates slightly, pursuing the doppelganger SUV.

SEAN 
Ok.  6-W-T-D-7-4- And then the last 
number or letter is smudged out.

HEATHER 
Holy shit, that's the same as the 
Escape in front of us.  And it 
looks like two people are in it.

SEAN 
What are the odds?

HEATHER 
Are you asking me, like 
statistically?

Sean rolls his eyes.
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They come to a four way stop sign intersection.  The SUV 
TURNS RIGHT, while Heather motions like she was going to 
remain driving straight.  She gives Sean a look.

HEATHER 
I kind of want to follow them.

SEAN 
No no no, let's just finish our 
errands and get home.

Heather pauses for a second.  A car BEEPS loudly behind 
them.  

Abruptly, she switches her blinker and crosses over a lane, 
turning right to follow the doppelgängers.

SEAN
Uh, babe...

HEATHER 
What?  Let's find out who these 
losers are.

EXT. STREETS, VARIOUS - DAY

A MONTAGE of driving shots.  WHEELS TURNING, STREET SIGNS, 
ABSTRACT DETAILS OF HOUSES, TREES GLIDING BY...

...as the music becomes more and more investigative.

INT. SEAN'S JEEP - LATER

Sean is looking increasingly unsettled while Heather 
couldn't look more in her element.

SEAN
OK.  I think we've followed long 
enough. This could go on forever.

HEATHER 
I've always liked this 
neighborhood. It's nice, right?

SEAN 
Feels kinda uptight.

Ahead of them, the other Escape slows down and pulls into 
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the driveway of a sleek, modern home.

HEATHER 
OK! This is it.

SEAN 
What do you mean "this is it"?

She SWERVES the SUV over dramatically a few houses away and 
parks like a cop on a stakeout.

HEATHER
This is our chance to get a look at 
them.

DOORS OPEN on the doppelganger SUV and BOTH STRANGERS get 
out.  They begin unloading shopping bags from the backseat. 
From afar we can't get a good look at them.

SEAN 
Well, I can't see shit. Should've 
brought my glasses.

Heather squints her eyes.  

HEATHER 
It's a man and a woman, that's for 
sure.  Maybe a little older than 
us?  They-

Her EYES WIDEN, suddenly looking a bit taken aback.

SEAN 
What?  They what?

The strangers enter the house, shutting the door behind 
them.  Heather looks confused and unsettled by what she saw.

SEAN 
Hello, Heather?  What is it?

HEATHER 
I, uh.  Don't know.

She UNFASTENS her seat belt.
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SEAN 
Whoa whoa. What are you doing?

HEATHER 
I need to get a better look.

SEAN 
A better look?  Babe, you saw them. 
 They're just some normal people 
with a similar SUV to yours. 
There's millions of cars in this 
city - it's not that crazy of a 
coincidence!

She opens her door.

HEATHER 
I'm going to pretend I'm looking 
for a lost dog and knock on their 
door.  If I'm not back in like 30 
seconds, come in after me.

SEAN 
Are you serious?

She HOPS OUT and starts jogging toward the doppelgangers' 
home.  Sean watches intensely.

Heather MOVES into the front entranceway, out of sight from 
Sean's vantage point.

SEAN 
Jesus Christ...

Sean sits in the car by himself for 30 seconds.  Then a 
minute.  He looks at his watch nervously, sweat forming on 
his forehead.

SEAN 
Alright, c'mon Heather.  Let's go.

He looks at his watch again.  A long beat.

SEAN 
Goddamn it.  
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EXT. RESIDENTIAL STREET - CONTINUOUS

Sean EXITS the vehicle and begins walking slowly - very 
slowly - toward the doppelgangers' house.  He sighs loudly.

SEAN
(muttering to himself)

Fucking Saturday errands horseshit, 
fucking mothershit fucker...

EXT. FRONT ENTRANCEWAY, DOPPELGANGERS' HOME - CONTINUOUS

He gets to the front entranceway, no Heather in sight.  Sean 
takes a nervous breath.  

He raises his fist to knock on the door and STOPS. 

Something in the window catches his eye.

He furrows his brow and, like a tractor beam, becomes 
physically DRAWN toward the window.  Through the glass we 
semi-see Heather, and someone else.

SEAN
What the-

He peers closer to the window. Immediately, the blurry 
figures in the room TURN toward Sean.

He JERKS backward, trying to duck out of view.  WHACK - he 
slams his head into the siding of the entranceway.

HIGH FREQUENCY RINGING.  He blinks repeatedly, stumbling, 
reaching for his head.

The front door SWINGS OPEN and a figure emerges.  Everything 
is now happening in SLOW MOTION.

Sean sees the figure for the first time clearly, and his 
FACE DROPS.  He FALLS backward.

In SLOW-MO, we see the back of Sean's head DROPPING out of 
frame, REVEALING the figure in the doorway, out of focus, 
shrouded in darkness.  

CUT TO BLACK.
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INT. STRANGER'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Sean's face is now lit by dim, warm light.  His eyes FLUTTER 
open, squinting as he reaches for where he hit his head. 
He's surprised to feel an icepack wrapped in a small towel.

Confused, he sits up in the strange bed, taking in his 
surroundings.  His eyes adjust to the low lighting around 
him.

On the bedside table he sees a glass of water and two 
aspirin.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

From the living room looking at the bedroom doorway, Sean's 
head pokes into frame cautiously.

JAZZ plays softly in the background, there's a lit 
fireplace.  His eyes scan everywhere. It's cozy as hell. As 
he TURNS the corner-

BAM, he sees HEATHER standing there with her back to him, 
looking at her phone.

SEAN
(loud whispering)

Babe!

She turns toward him as Sean grabs hold of her.

SEAN
(still loud whispering)

Are you ok?

She doesn't know how to respond.  He starts SMELLING 
something and is looking her up and down.

SEAN 
Have you been smoking weed? Why are 
you wearing different clothes?

HEATHER 
Sean, hi.  Um-
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SEAN 
Are you ok?  You look ...tired.

HEATHER 
Great, thanks. Let's sit down over 
here, ok?

SEAN 
...Did you cut your hair?  I'm 
sorry babe, I'm just so confused 
right now. I hit my head really 
hard. What time is it?

She motions for him to sit down on the couch in a hip, 
modern living room that we're really seeing for the first 
time.  Nice place.

At that moment, ANOTHER HEATHER AND SEAN enter from the 
kitchen. They're almost holding each other up in laughter, 
carrying some beer and a bag of chips.

As all four of them lock eyes: a tense, silent moment.

Sean's eyes begin to ROLL BACK in his head.

2ND SEAN
Wait wait wait, don't faint again!

2ND HEATHER
Babe!  

As he begins to SLINK to the floor. 2ND SEAN grabs him and 
eases him toward the couch. Remarkably, Sean maintains 
consciousness but becomes instantly paranoid, PUSHING 
everyone away as he slouches down into the cushions. 

HEATHER
(snapping her fingers)

Stay with us!

SEAN 
WHU- WHAT IS GOING ON??

Finally, we clearly see the group of four. There's HEATHER, 
and then an OLDER HEATHER, by about five years maybe - who 
Sean had first seen after he awoke.  And then also an OLDER 
SEAN, again by maybe five years.  
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Otherwise, completely identical pairs.

OLDER SEAN
Dude, take it easy. Inhale. Exhale. 
 

SEAN
Who the fuck are you?  Why do you 
look like me?! 

(he pivots toward the 
Heathers)

And why are there two of you?? Am I 
hallucinating?

HEATHER 
Sean, listen. Everything's ok. I 
love you and what we need of you 
right now is to just be really 
open-minded and accepting of things 
we're gonna tell you from this 
point on that sound pretty weird. 
OK?

Sean's eyes jump from person to person and after a long 
beat-

SEAN 
Ok...?

HEATHER 
Ok ok.  Sean, um.  Meet Sean and 
Heather. They're US, but.... in the 
future.  And this is their home.

SEAN 
The future?

HEATHER 
About 5 years it seems.

Sean points at Older Sean.

SEAN
You're me...but future me?
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(MORE)

OLDER SEAN
To you. You're past me to me.

SEAN 
Fuckkkk.

Sean starts blinking really hard and slapping his face.

OLDER SEAN
What are you doing?

SEAN 
I'm trying to wake up. I don't like 
this.

OLDER SEAN
It's not the most normal thing in 
the world for us either. 

Sean turns toward the original Heather.

SEAN
Why aren't you freaked out by this?

HEATHER
You've been asleep for like two 
hours. I've had time to adjust I 
guess. I mean, it's all...as real 
as anything else.

SEAN 
I've been out that long? Why didn't 
you take me to the hospital? I 
probably have a concussion...

OLDER SEAN
You fainted.

SEAN 
I HIT my head hard.

OLDER SEAN
(to the Heathers) He fainted.

SEAN 
Either way!  Does no one have an 
explanation for WHY this is 
happening or is everyone just fine 
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SEAN  (cont'd)
with it? Like, yeah, cool let's 
just hang out and party and-

OLDER HEATHER
Show him the map.

Older Sean reluctantly grabs a notebook from the coffee 
table and unfolds what appears to be: A MAP OF THE CITY OF 
LOS ANGELES.

OLDER SEAN 
Ok ok, I'll start from the 
beginning again...

After a long introspective pause.

OLDER SEAN 
Actually, first, you're definitely 
going to need this.

Older Sean holds out a joint and lighter.

SEAN
Seriously?

OLDER SEAN 
Yeah I can't bear explaining this 
to a sober person again. There are 
certain things that need a lubed up 
mind, if you know what I mean.

Heather nods.

HEATHER 
He's right babe.

Sean looks at everyone, then at the joint.

SEAN
Lubed up? Not the best wording.

OLDER SEAN
I realize that.

Sean takes a moment.
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(MORE)

SEAN 
Alright fine. Fuck it.

OLDER HEATHER
And I'll get some drinks going.

OLDER SEAN
And some snacks!

Sean takes a hit and COUGHS out a HUGE PLUME, which 
dissolves the frame into:

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

A MONTAGE OF SMOKING, IMPASSIONED TALKING, BIG GESTURES, 
DRINKING, EATING, etc.  Sean's MIND BEING BOWN.  

JAZZ music gets louder and faster...

Then CRASHES TO A STOP.

EXT. BALCONY - NIGHT, LATER

Old and young Sean - buzzed and enjoying themselves - are 
leaning on the balcony rail, overlooking a sparkling 
hillside of Los Angeles.

Older Sean glances back inside the house through the windows 
at both Heathers talking and drinking in the dining room. 
Younger Sean keeps his eyes glued to the horizon.

SEAN 
What a view.

OLDER SEAN
I know.

A beat.

OLDER SEAN
It's so crazy seeing her, both you 
guys. She looks so young.

Sean notices.  Tries to change the subject.

SEAN 
Does this technically count as 
talking to yourself? My long-time 
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SEAN  (cont'd)
fear is that I'll develop 
schizophrenia. 

Older Sean turns to look back at the horizon.

OLDER SEAN
Mine too.

A kind of long awkward silence.

SEAN
This is really weird.

OLDER SEAN 
Super weird.

They take sips of their drinks.

SEAN
When did you first encounter 
the..."skips?"

OLDER SEAN 
I mean we've all had the moments 
right?  Thinking just for a split 
second that you saw yourself or 
someone you used to know... But for 
me the first really noticeable, 
weird time was: I was driving 
through Mid town. Remember, where 
you/I used to work?  And I had this 
strange feeling. So I come to a 
stop at an intersection outside our 
old office and there you were. 
 Standing there, talking on your 
phone, not seeing me but...I got a 
good look at you/me and it was-

SEAN
Crazy.

OLDER SEAN 
Yeah.

A beat.  They soak up the views.
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SEAN 
I have like a million more 
questions but- How can you, 
we...afford this place? Did you get 
a new job?  Did Heather get some 
huge promotion?... 

Older Sean shakes his head slightly.

SEAN 
I know, I know. I'm not supposed to 
ask too many specifics.  Spacetime 
paradoxes, I get it.  But can't 
you-

OLDER SEAN
Let's just say it was work related.

SEAN 
Ok cool cool. Well hey, that's 
great to hear.  Things must really 
be going great then. And you and 
Heather...older Heather I 
mean...you guys are good?

OLDER SEAN
We're fine. You're digging around 
for those specifics again.

SEAN 
You're right, you're right. Sorry, 
the curiosity is just killing me. 
Do you have any questions for me? I 
mean, I can answer those can't I?

OLDER SEAN
Sure.  Well.  Let's see, five years 
ago...you're probably still 
flailing right now scraping 
together work and resemblances of 
an outlook for the future?

SEAN 
...Yes.

Older Sean pats him on the back.
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OLDER SEAN
Then nah, I don't really have any 
questions.

INT. DINING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Younger Heather is leaning against the kitchen counter 
facing the dining room, holding a cocktail.  Older Heather 
sits at the dining room table moving around a half-empty 
wine glass.

Heather looks out at the SEANS on the balcony.

HEATHER 
I forget who said it but, "You're 
always two things at once: the 
oldest you've ever been and the 
youngest you'll ever be."

OLDER HEATHER
Eleanor Roosevelt.

HEATHER
Huh?

OLDER HEATHER
Eleanor Roosevelt said that. And 
you're taking some real liberties 
paraphrasing.

HEATHER 
Did she really?

OLDER HEATHER
Yep.

HEATHER 
Dammit.  Kinda takes the oomph out 
of the quote.

OLDER HEATHER
I know what you mean.

HEATHER 
Not taking away from her at all. 
Strong, intelligent, insightful-
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OLDER HEATHER
Sure, sure. A good woman.

They both take sips from their drinks.  Younger Heather 
looks out at the Seans.

HEATHER 
It's totally true.  Men get better 
looking as they get older.

A beat.

HEATHER 
Sorry, is that weird to say?

Older Heather shakes her head, laughing a bit.

OLDER HEATHER
I remember what I was going through 
at the time...what you're going 
through right about now.

HEATHER
What's that?

OLDER HEATHER
Thinking about leaving him.

A long beat.  Heather takes a big sip from her drink.

HEATHER 
Well I'm glad I didn't. Clearly 
things work out great.  You've got 
great jobs, a beautiful home, a-

OLDER HEATHER
His Mom died last year. Left him a 
LOT of money, which is why we're 
able to afford a place like this. 
The only way we're able to really.

HEATHER 
God.

Silence.  Older Heather now takes another casual sip.
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HEATHER 
How can you be so nonchalant about 
it?

OLDER HEATHER
Because I'VE lived through it.

A long beat.

OLDER HEATHER
You still have a lot to figure out. 
You'll get there though.  I did.

HEATHER 
You don't need to act like a mother 
character. I'm only 5 years younger 
than you.  And you're still not 
even an ACTUAL mother.

Stinging silence. Older Heather turns her face away.

A long beat.

HEATHER 
I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said 
that.

Older Heather nods her head slightly.

HEATHER 
This is all just still a little 
crazy to adjust to.

Older Heather composes herself and turns back to Younger 
Heather.

OLDER HEATHER
I know it is. 
And we haven't even told you the 
craziest part.

We PUSH SLOWLY in on Younger Heather, her eyes lock 
intensely.

HEATHER
...What's that?
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INT. BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Bathroom sink, looking up at Younger Heather, face buried in 
the water.  Everything's in SLOW MOTION.

SEAN (O.S.)
Ok. But here's my issue. How can we 
both be "time traveling"? I mean, 
who's present is it?  To you, I'm 
the past. And to me, you're the 
future.  But which is actually the 
present?

Younger Heather brings her face up from the water, in SLOW 
MOTION, water droplets float back down toward the sink.  She 
STARES at herself in the mirror for a long moment - there's 
a look of sad revelation about her.

EXT. BALCONY - NIGHT, CONTINUOUS

The Seans are still leaning and drinking. Older Sean sparks 
up another joint. Their conversation continues from the last 
scene-

SEAN 
Every day from here on out is an 
age where I could never fathom what 
my life would be like.

OLDER SEAN
Don't take this too harshly, but 
you have no fucking clue what 
you're talking about. 

He takes a long hit from the joint. Then passes it to Sean.

OLDER SEAN 
I'M THAT age. I'M the unimaginable. 
 You're just...

SEAN
I'm just what?

Younger Heather enters from inside, face still a little wet, 
interrupting them.
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HEATHER
I'm ready to go.

Sean COUGHS out some smoke.

SEAN
Really babe? I kinda thought we 
were just...having a good time.

HEATHER 
I'd like to go.

OLDER SEAN 
Is everything ok?

She moves back inside, walking straight past Older Heather, 
who's still sitting in silence with a now empty wine glass. 
 

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

The Seans follow her back inside, making a beeline for the 
front door. 

SEAN
Babe wait-

OLDER SEAN
(to Older Heather)

Why did you tell her??

She doesn't answer.

INT. HEATHER'S SUV - MOMENTS LATER

Sean and Heather are driving along. Sean drives, Heather has 
her eyes glued to the window. Sean repeatedly looks at her, 
concerned.

SEAN 
I wish we hadn't left like that. We 
could've made plans somehow, to see 
them again.

She looks at him.
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HEATHER
You know that's not how it works.

SEAN
I'll ask again - what happened back 
there?

Off screen we hear the Heathers from earlier, talking in the 
dining room...

OLDER HEATHER (O.S.)
...And we haven't even told you the 
craziest part.

HEATHER (O.S.)
...What's that?

She looks back out the window. Then takes a breath to speak.

INT. DINING ROOM - FLASHBACK

Back to earlier, when both Heathers were talking in the 
dining room...

Older Heather takes a breath to speak. 

OLDER HEATHER
Come, sit down.  Bring your drink.

Heather sits down at the table, opposite Older Heather.

OLDER HEATHER
We weren't exactly truthful with 
you with what's going on.

HEATHER
In what way?

Older Heather sighs loudly, with empathy.

OLDER HEATHER
This is hard to say, really. He 
didn't explain the full picture of 
what's happening here. We are not 
from the future.

Younger Heather shifts in her seat.
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OLDER HEATHER
But you are from the past.

HEATHER 
Ok... what does that mean?

OLDER HEATHER
You're both just-

A long beat.

OLDER HEATHER
-memories.

EXT. HEATHER'S SUV - NIGHT

Hovering shots of Heather's SUV driving upward, on mountain 
roads now.  Audio from the previous scene continues...

HEATHER (O.S.)
That doesn't make sense.  It's 
impossible.

OLDER HEATHER (O.S.)
How can you say anything's 
impossible while we're talking with 
each other right now?

INT. HEATHER'S SUV - CONTINUOUS

Driving along, their audio continues beneath the scene...

HEATHER (O.S.)
I don't believe you. I'm not just 
someone's memory.

...Sean and Heather look forward together.

OLDER HEATHER (O.S.)
I hate when I have to do this. 
But...What do you remember about 
yesterday, or the past week?

Sean and Heather look at one another.
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INT. DINING ROOM - FLASHBACK

Younger Heather shaking her head, starting to cry. Older 
Heather reaches out a hand to console.

HEATHER
How long do...we last?

OLDER HEATHER
Usually until the end of the day. 
I'm so sorry.

EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE ROAD - CONTINUOUS

Wide of the moonlit mountain road, outside Los Angeles. Sean 
parks the SUV in a turn out. In the distance, the city is a 
twinkling galaxy.

HEATHER
Why wouldn't they tell us earlier?

SEAN 
Would you have?

Sean stares at her, just soaking up every detail of her 
face, her jacket, her hair.

HEATHER 
This day fucking sucks.

SEAN 
Yeah.

EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE TURN OFF - MOMENTS LATER

Wide, at the turn off with Heather and Sean at the edge of 
the mountain, looking out at the city below.

SEAN
But look at all that time.

HEATHER 
Yeah.

Wide again we see the same turnoff, NOW EMPTY. They're gone. 

The shot holds for a while, then begins hovering back toward 
Los Angeles. Back toward all those homes and streets and 
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neighborhoods, and all that time.


