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FADE IN:

EXT. AN EMPTY PARKING LOT. MORNING.

The parking lot sits still. There's no movement, and only 
some light ambient noise. The pavement is cracked and 
broken. There's a dumpster in the weeds of the back border. 
There is nothing. The nothingness lingers a little too long 
and then, slamming into view--

TITLE: "CHOP." 

The white lettering fills the black screen. Slowly, the 
white font fades into psychedelic spirals and colors, while 
music fades in. Ideally the song is "Goodie Bag" by Still 
Woozy. The psychedelic patterns take over the screen as the 
song builds. 

CUT TO: TEDDY, DRIVING HIS MOM'S MINIVAN. 

Teddy, 20, but still just as gangly as he was when he was 
17, is listening to "Only the Good Die Young" by Billy 
Joel. He's car-dancing. The medallion hanging from the 
rearview mirror sways to one side as Teddy makes a turn. He 
flicks on the AC, and air starts breathing through the 
vents of the car, passing over the Yankee-Candle-car-
freshener-plug-ins. 

CUT TO: THE PARKING LOT.

The minivan pulls in and parks.

CUT TO: TEDDY

Opening his phone.

CUT TO: TEDDY'S PHONE

Lock screen- new message from Brian O'Hare. Teddy unlocks 
the phone, opens messages, opens conversation with Brian. 
The texts are quickly shown, but before they can be fully 
read--

CUT TO: BRIAN. 

He sits on a shitty couch in his bathrobe. An old cat 
perches on his knee. He drinks black coffee. 
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He has a look that could rip your soul out of your body 
directly through your eye sockets. A large portrait of a 
kitten hangs on the wall behind him. He speaks directly to 
the camera.

BRIAN
Hey man, you still owe me that 50 
bucks.  

A pause while he strokes his cat. Never breaking eye 
contact. 

BRIAN
I can't keep covering for you. 

CUT TO: TEDDY

Sitting in the driver's seat, facing the camera head on in 
the same style as Brian. 

TEDDY
I know, I'm so sorry. I'll get it 
to you tonight. 

CUT TO: TEDDY'S PHONE

Brian's typing bubble.

CUT TO: BRIAN.

Petting the cat. 

CUT TO: TEDDY'S PHONE.

The typing bubble disappears. 

CUT TO: TEDDY

TEDDY
I get my paycheck today. I'll pay 
you right after my shift. I swear.

CUT TO: BRIAN

BRIAN
You better.
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CUT TO: TEDDY

Looking at his phone, a queasy look of fear on his little, 
scrawny face. He tosses his phone down, pulls off his 
shirt, searches for something on the floor of the passenger 
seat, finds a black polo, and throws it on over his head. 
The embroidered logo on the shirt reads "CHOP: Centerville 
House of Pizza" with a cartoon pizza slice below. 

EXT. THE PARKING LOT. 

Teddy gets out of the van, slamming the door shut. From a 
low angle, we watch him cross the parking lot. The sun is 
beating down, and the pavement is giving off waves of heat, 
making the air look like oil. We can hear Teddy's Chuck 
Taylors walking across the pavement. 

INT. THE DARK PIZZA SHOP.

The heavy darkness of indoors during a summer day. 
Fluorescent glow from above gives the space a sickly look. 
A door opens and blinding light floods in. Teddy enters 
through the white light, and closes the door behind him, 
sinking the place into uncomfortable darkness again. 

CUT TO: A JANKY DESKTOP COMPUTER. 

Teddy clicks through a program to clock into his shift. 

CUT TO: A SHIFT SCHEDULE TACKED UP TO THE WALL.

Friday is highlighted yellow and marked "PAY DAY." Teddy is 
listed for the first shift, 9-3. 

ZOOM IN ON TEDDY'S NAME. 

ZOOM IN ON 9-3.

CUT TO: WALL CLOCK. 9:05.

CUT TO: 9-3.

CUT TO: TEDDY'S NAME.
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CUT TO: TEDDY.

Looking dead in the eyes. 

FADE OUT.

INT. THE BACK SUPPLY ROOM.

Teddy stands at a stack of drink crates folding pizza 
boxes. Against the back wall are towers of pizza boxes, 
organized by small, medium, and large sizes. Teddy has a 
stack of flat cardboard and a stack of newly folded boxes. 
He has it down to a science, folding quickly, methodically, 
and mindlessly.  Quiet classic rock plays in another part 
of the pizza shop. It's mostly masked by the humming of the 
walk-in fridge. 

From the other room--

PIE (O.S.)
Hey Ted!

TEDDY
Yeah?

PIE (O.S.)
Yo! TED! 

TEDDY
YEAH?

PIE (O.S.)
Will ya come in here for a damn 
sec?

Teddy sighs, finishes the box he's in the middle of 
folding.

PIE (O.S.)
TED!!

TEDDY
I'm coming!

He tosses the box onto the tower. It falls. He doesn't 
bother with it. He mutters to himself as he goes to the 
other room.

TEDDY
Jesus Christ.
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CUT TO: PIE AND CRYSTAL

At the prep table, tossing dough. Pie wears a beard-net. 
Crystal has Disney tattoos. 

Teddy enters.

PIE
Yeah, we need more feta.

TEDDY
Okay. Is it in the back?

CRYSTAL
It's in one of those big gallon 
jugs in the walk-in. 

PIE
You're gonna have to crumble it.

TEDDY
Oh. With my hands?

PIE
I'd suggest the strainer.

Teddy turns to go, stops.

TEDDY
Hey, Pie?

PIE 
What do you want.

TEDDY
Tiffany's coming in today, right? 
To give us paychecks?

PIE
Yeah, she'll probably be in later. 

TEDDY
Before 3?

PIE
I don't know, maybe.

TEDDY
I just really need to get paid 
today... 

PIE
Yeah, we all do kid--
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TEDDY
I can't wait until Monday this 
time. 

PIE
You're what, like 17? I think you 
can handle a few more days without 
your candy allowance. 

TEDDY
Can you just call Tiffany and ask 
when she'll be in?

PIE
Yeah, yeah. Do the cheese first 
and I'll think about it.

CUT TO: TEDDY IN THE PREP ROOM WITH THE FETA.

He's examining the 5 pound brick of feta floating around in 
yellowish liquid. He pulls it out, dripping, and plops it 
on the cutting board. He takes a big knife, cuts a chunk 
off, and places it on the strainer he has set up above a 
silver bowl. Slowly, he begins to squeeze the cheese with 
his hands. Some of it crumbles up in his fists, and some 
gets shoved through the metal wiring of the strainer. 

FETA CHEESE DREAM SEQUENCE. A SONG LIKE "AGE OF CONSENT" BY 
NEW ORDER PLAYS. REALITY DIPS INTO THE SURREAL AS TEDDY'S 
MIND GOES NUMB WITH FETA.  

Feta cheese squeezing between fingers.

Feta juice dripping through the strainer wire.

Slow motion feta crumbles falling into the pile. 

Close up, slow motion, drama-shot of Teddy's hands chopping 
off a new piece of the feta brick. 

In a yellowish aura, Teddy slow motion walking along a 
poolside. Teddy drops his towel. Looks at the water. It's 
the color of the feta liquid. 

Slow motion, Teddy dives into the pool of feta liquid. 

A shot of him immersing. 

A shot of his face under water, bits of feta floating into 
view. 
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Crossfade to wet Teddy in a white room, facing the camera. 
Feta cheese rains down on him. The shot slows down. Teddy 
shakes his hair out like a dog. All still in slow motion. 
He opens and closes his eyes. It's a bit seductive, but in 
a weird way. He rubs feta cheese across his bare chest. 
Then-- 

CUT TO THE END OF THE FETA CRUMBLING, IN REALITY. THE MUSIC 
CUTS OUT.

The pile of crumbled feta has grown and the brick has been 
used up. He finally finishes the job. 

CUT TO: CLOSE UP OF THE WET FETA PILE.

CUT TO: TEDDY WASHING HIS HANDS WITH SOME BLUE DISH LIQUID. 

As Teddy cleans up the feta station, we begin to hear the 
conversation going on between Crystal and Pie. 

PIE
I've always considered my magic as 
just a side hobby. Pizza making is 
my main art form. 

CRYSTAL
I want to be an illusionist. Like, 
a professional one. Someday. 

PIE
Yeah, totally. Crystal, you're 
incredible, and if you want to 
be--

TEDDY
Hey, I think I'm all done here.

PIE
Great, give yourself a pat on the 
back, and get on with the dishes.

TEDDY
Can you call Tiffany now?

PIE
I said I'd think about it.

TEDDY
But--
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Pie completely turns away from him and back to Crystal, 
turning on the flirtation. 

PIE
If you want to be a magician, then 
you're going to be a magician. 

CRYSTAL
Thanks, Pie.

PIE
You have a... Magnetic presence. 
You're gonna make magic. You're 
gonna blow people's minds.   

Crystal takes a step towards Pie. Sexual tension has risen 
0 to 60 real quick. Their voices get all sultry. Teddy 
becomes uncomfortable.

CRYSTAL
Really?

PIE
Yeah. 

CRYSTAL
You make beautiful pizzas. 

PIE
You should see my brick oven at 
home. The authentic heat of fire 
makes all the difference with my 
homemade pies.

CRYSTAL
Can I try one sometime?

PIE
Yeah.

CRYSTAL
Maybe later tonight?

PIE
Dinner at my place. 

CRYSTAL
Hey... Can I practice one of my 
new tricks on you?

PIE
Absolutely. 
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CRYSTAL
My cards are in the back...

Pie and Crystal make for the door to the back room. Pie 
stops, looks at Teddy. Immediately loses the sultry voice.

PIE
Wash the dishes. We'll be in the 
walk-in if you need us, but. Don't 
need us. Okay, man?

TEDDY
Ok...

Crystal yanks Pie along with her to the back room. We hear 
giggling and the door of the walk-in fridge opening and 
closing. Teddy stands there in silence. After a moment, he 
hears the moaning. It gets louder, and louder, and louder. 
A crash. 

CRYSTAL (O.S.)
Make me disappear! Make me 
disappear! 

Teddy turns on the sink to wash the dishes and drown out 
the noise. He washes some pots, angrily, throwing them 
around in the sink to make as much noise as possible. He 
gets lots of soap and lathers it into huge mountains of 
bubbles. The sex is still heard, but it's more masked by 
the loud dishes and running water. Then, the phone rings. 

TEDDY
Shit.

He looks at his soapy hands, frantically switches the water 
to cold, rinsing as fast as he can. He shuts the water off, 
runs into the next room, patting his hands dry all over 
himself, and answers the phone. 

TEDDY
This is Centerville House of 
Pizza. Take out or delivery?

THE SHOT ZOOMS OUT AND AWAY FROM TEDDY ON THE PHONE. HIS 
VOICE FADES OUT AS "UPSIDE DOWN" BY PALOMA FAITH FADES IN. 

We back into the prep room, still watching Teddy on the 
phone. His face melds into worry. He holds the phone 
receiver between his head and shoulder, scrambling for a 
pen and notepad. He begins to scribble a long order on the 
notepad, and the camera pans away, into the prep room. 
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The music continues, and the camera pans through the prep 
room, showing each and every side to the "behind the 
scenes" of the shop. There's the counter with the meat 
slicer, the industrial size mixer in the corner, pots and 
pans hanging from the ceiling, a rack of knives, and 
shelves of spices and dry ingredients. Into the back room, 
we see stacks of cardboard shipping boxes with chip brands 
printed on the sides. There are crates of sodas, gatorades, 
iced teas, vitamin waters, etc. There are freezers, racks 
of supplies like paper towels and sugar packets, and of 
course, the towers of pizza boxes. Then, we see the walk-in 
fridge. The door cracks open. The song should be at 43 
seconds in, the start of the chorus. 

THE PIZZA SHOP COMES TO LIFE.

The fridge door swings open and Pie and Crystal come out in 
full, classic magician attire. Tophats, canes, sequins, 
tailcoats. White bunnies run out after them, and an 
explosion of playing cards. They are Pie and Crystal, but 
they are also not. They are human, but they are also not. 
They are Teddy's nightmare. They charge through the pizza 
shop.

As they pass through the prep room, the knives float off 
the walls and follow them. The mixer turns itself on. The 
feta cheese explodes. The dishes begin to wash themselves, 
the sink overflowing, soapy water everywhere. (Think 
Fantasia)  

Pie and Crystal enter the front room and the cash register 
bursts open. The money flies out and straight into the 
ovens behind the counter. Pie and Crystal approach Teddy, 
who has frantically started throwing pizza ingredients 
together in a mosh. Doves fly out from their tailcoats. 

Pie begins covering a pizza with hundred dollar bills. 
Crystal adds Ace cards. They open an oven, throw it in. 
Teddy sees Brian's face in the oven.

TEDDY (SHOUTING)
CAN I PLEASE CALL TIFFANY? I NEED 
MY PAYCHECK. 

For some reason, Pie and Crystal are able to talk at normal 
volume and be heard. Teddy has to shout. 

PIE
Not until this order is finished. 
Make the pizza. 
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TEDDY
I DON'T KNOW HOW TO MAKE PIZZA. 
I'M A BOX FOLDER. 

CRYSTAL
You can be anything you want to 
be. 

Crystal takes off her top hat, reaches her gloved hand in, 
and pulls out a comically large pay stub with "TEDDY" 
written in gold, glitter lettering. 

TEDDY
I NEED THAT MONEY. YOU DON'T 
UNDERSTAND. 

CRYSTAL 
Make the pizza, Teddy. 
Make the fucking pizza. 

Pie hands Teddy a pizza shovel (that giant metal spatula 
thing). Teddy looks into the oven. Brian's face is still in 
there, just watching him, along with piles and piles of 
pizzas. Teddy tries to stick the shovel into the oven to 
grab a pizza, but suddenly sees Crystal's glittery pay stub 
sitting on the oven rack. 

He turns to look at Crystal. She makes a magical empty hand 
gesture. 

He looks back at the pay stub. He makes a desperate grab 
for it and takes it out of the oven. 

He holds the pay stub in his hand. We see Pie and Crystal 
standing behind it, watching Teddy. The pay stub bursts 
into flames. We watch Teddy watch it burn. The flames singe 
his hand. He lets it happen. 

FADE TO BLACK. 

SHARP TRANSITION BACK TO REALITY. 

Teddy is on the floor of the pizza shop. We are completely 
in his POV. He opens his eyes, blinks. The ceiling is 
spinning in his vision. Pie and Crystal rush into his 
vision, looking down at him from either side. 
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PIE
Dude! What the fuck happened?

CRYSTAL
Are you okay?

PIE
Were you using the ovens? Those 
are my ovens, man. You're not 
trained!

CRYSTAL
Pie, quit it. He's hurt. 

TEDDY
What-- what's going on?

CRYSTAL
Look at his hand. 

Teddy lifts his hand into view. It's lumpy and red and 
oozing puss. It's severely burned. Teddy lets out a groan 
of pain. 

PIE
We need to get him out of here. We 
could be in so much shit.

CRYSTAL
Pie, he needs medical attention. 
We should call an ambulance. Or 
Tiff. 

TEDDY
I need my-- I need my paycheck. 
Tiffany... Yeah. Call Tiffany...

CRYSTAL
Shhh... Shh... We're gonna get you 
some help Teddy.

PIE
Babe, workplace injuries can ruin 
a business. 

CRYSTAL
Are you seriously more worried 
about the SHOP right now? There's 
a kid with 3rd degree burns on the 
floor. 

PIE
I doubt they're 3rd degree. 
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CRYSTAL
Who gives a shit? His hand looks 
like a bear tried to eat it.

TEDDY
I'm fine. No, I'm fine. Just 
call... Just call Tiffany so I can 
get my paycheck before...

CUT TO: AERIAL SHOT OF THE THREE EMPLOYEES. 

Teddy tries to stand up, stumbles all over the place.

PIE
Oooookay, okay. Chill out, man. 

CRYSTAL
Let me at least get the first aid 
kit.

Crystal dashes away. Teddy tries to get up again, with more 
determination this time. 

CUT TO: CRYSTAL IN THE PREP ROOM

Grabbing the first aid kit from a top shelf. Teddy bumbles 
through like a maniac. Crystal turns and knocks a bunch of 
shit off the shelves. 

CRYSTAL
Teddy! Wait!

Teddy keeps going. 

CUT TO: INSIDE THE WALK-IN FRIDGE.

The door opens. Teddy stumbles in. Collapses to the floor. 

TEDDY (TO NO ONE)
I'll just wait in here... For 
Tiffany... I'm so hot... 

He shivers. Lays his head on an industrial sized container 
of ranch salad dressing. His eyes flutter open and closed. 

PIE (O.S.)
Teddy? Where the fuck are you, 
man? 
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Teddy smiles lightly. He feels something beneath him. Finds 
the ace of spades and a condom full of jizz. Grimaces. 
Tosses them aside. 

TEDDY (TO HIMSELF)
It's pay day...

He smiles, and falls asleep. 

FADE TO BLACK. AND THEN:

Teddy "wakes up" in the walk-in fridge, but it's dream-land 
again. There's a throne built with gallon size containers 
of mayonnaise. On the throne is Brian, with his cat, both 
wearing crowns made of french fries and pepperoni. 

TEDDY (YELPING IN SURPRISE)
Jesus! Brian! What are you... What 
are you doing here?

BRIAN
Where's my money, Ted. 

TEDDY
I don't have it-- I don't have it 
yet. 

BRIAN
I need my money, Ted.

Brian's cat meows in agreement. 

TEDDY
Listen, Brian. I swear. I swear 
I'll have the money soon, I just 
need to wait for my boss to get 
in--

BRIAN
Soon isn't soon enough. 

TEDDY
I'm not playing you, man. 

BRIAN
Oh, you're not? Then what the hell 
is that?

Brian points down to Teddy's hands. He's holding the Ace of 
Spades and the jizz-filled condom. 

TEDDY
These aren't mine, I swear--
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BRIAN
Cut the shit.

The cat hisses.

TEDDY
So... Um. So.

BRIAN
You have to pay.

TEDDY
Dude, I told you I don't have 
the--

BRIAN
Doesn't matter. You still gotta 
pay. 

Brian pulls out a gigantic kitchen knife from beneath his 
robe. He wields it above Teddy.  

SHARP CUT TO BLACK WITH THE AMPLIFIED SOUND OF A KNIFE 
CHOP.

SHARP RETURN OF THE TITLE: "CHOP." 

"MY OWN WORST ENEMY" BY LIT COMES IN, LOUD, FOR CREDITS. 


