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COLD OPEN

INT. EL-AMEEN’S HOME - NIGHT

CHYRON: Mississippi, 1986

AZIZA EL-AMEEN,(40s, compulsive worrier, loving yet 
controlling) kneels by the bathtub while her oldest child, 
SOUSAN, (10, rebellious, totally Americanized), throws a 
tantrum. 

SOUSAN
But why?!

AZIZA
Because our daughters do not spend 
the night out with boys and do--

SOUSAN
What boys?! It’s an all girls’ 
slumber party! Everyone is going!

AZIZA
We are not everyone. 

(yelling for her husband)
Yah, Mohamed!

SOUSAN
No! Not dad, he’ll just say no!

AZIZA
Then you have your answer.

SOUSAN
I wish I had American parents!

Sousan storms off. Aziza sighs and pulls the drain on the tub.

AZIZA
(warmly but serious)

Ya Rub, ya rub. Samiya, you learn 
now, the most important part of 
your body is your hymen. You must 
protect it for you and for God. 
Whatever part of your body a boy 
touches before marriage will burn 
in hell forever. You understand?

Reveal YOUNG SAMIYA (4), in the tub, unfazed by the yelling. 
She nods, having no idea what her mother is talking about.



AZIZA (CONT’D)
You will be a good Muslim girl. 
Ensha-Allah.

INT. SAMIYA’S APARTMENT - ATLANTA - NIGHT

CHYRON: Atlanta, 2007

SAMIYA (25, good-ish Muslim girl, late bloomer) and her live-
in boyfriend, BRAD (30s, sensitive, caring, covered in tats) 
passionately make-out on the couch. 

SAMIYA
I want to see it.

BRAD
(surprised)

You... you do?

SAMIYA
Show it to me.

Brad excitedly leans down, and after a bit of rustling he 
sits back up, looking at his lap. Samiya looks too. A beat...

SAMIYA (CONT’D)
Wow. It’s... big.

BRAD
(self-conscious)

I know.

SAMIYA
But it’s beautiful. Will it hurt?

BRAD
I’m not going to lie... yes. But I 
know it’s your first time. I’ll be 
as gentle as I can. 

SAMIYA
So... Do I just lay there?

BRAD
I think you’ll squirm a little bit 
in the beginning. But then you’ll 
get used to it and just be still.

Samiya thinks for a bit. Then.

SAMIYA
Okay... Okay. I want to do it.

2.



BRAD
REALLY?

Samiya goes in for a kiss. Brad pulls back, protectively.

BRAD (CONT’D)
Careful. You’ll crumple it.

PAN DOWN to reveal Brad’s tattoo sketch book in his lap, with 
an extra large drawing of The Eye of Horus. 

SAMIYA
Sorry. I just love it.

BRAD
I just thought, with you being 
Egyptian, it’d be a perfect tattoo. 
And it’s supposed to protect you... 
and... stuff.

Samiya seductively takes the sketch book off his lap and 
carefully puts it on the nearby coffee table. 

SAMIYA
Will it protect me from you?

Before he can answer, she plants her lips on his. Just then, 
the phone rings. Brad sighs in frustration.

BRAD
Nope. That’s your mom’s job.

Samiya hesitates for a moment. The phone continues ringing. 
Brad starts kissing Samiya, trying to distract her.

BRAD (CONT’D)
(kissing)

Just once-- don’t answer. 

SAMIYA
(kissing)

But-- she’ll just-- keep calling--

Brad picks her up, still kissing her, and makes his way into 
the bedroom. The answering machine mercifully picks up.

SAMIYA (ANSWERING MACHINE) (CONT’D)
Hey, you’ve reached me, well, not 
me, but you’ve reached the answering 
machine for me so you should know 
who me is. Leave a message.  (BEEP)

After a long beat of impatient eating nosies...
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AZIZA (V.O.)
Hello, me. It is also me. Your 
mother. Pick up, Samiya. 

Samiya attempts to multi-task, making out while failing to 
turn down the volume. It only gets louder.

AZIZA (V.O.)
Samiya? You should be home. A good 
Muslim girl should not be out at 
this time. God is watching you and 
can see everything you do. Samiya. 
Samiya. Samiya. Sammmmiya. Sam--

Samiya finally breaks from Brad and dives for the phone. 

SAMIYA
Hey, momma! Wallah-laikhum-wah 
salaam... I was studying... Yes, of 
course I’m alone.

INTERCUT AS NEEDED WITH:

INT. EL-AMEEN'S HOME - SAME 

AZIZA
Yes, because you are a good Muslim 
girl who knows whatever part of 
your body a boy touches will burn 
in hell forever and your hymen- 

SAMIYA
My hymen, yes, I know. I have a big 
test tomorrow, Mom. Ensha-Allah. 
I’ll talk to you tomorrow, okay?

AZIZA
(reassured)

Okay. Good night, my daughter.

Brad sneezes. 

SAMIYA
Bless you.

BRAD
Thank y--

Samiya and Brad freeze. FUCK. 

END COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

INT. RECORD STORE - NEXT DAY

Samiya works behind the counter as her best friend ALEXIS, 
30s (NY attitude with a Southern accent), DANIEL 30s 
(Filipino, gossipy) and his boyfriend, PARKER (30s, Black, a 
bit of a snob) peruse CDs.

DANIEL
You hung up on her?!

SAMIYA
I panicked!

ALEXIS
(understanding)

We have the same mother, you know. 
Your mother is a Jewish mother 
trapped in a Muslim mother’s body. 

DANIEL
Did she call back?

SAMIYA
She finally gave up at 2:30 in the 
morning. 

Daniel laughs. Samiya gives him a “Not kidding” look.

DANIEL
Oh. Wow.

SAMIYA
I hate lying.

PARKER
Then don’t lie.

FLASHBACK - EXT. EL-AMEEN'S HOME (1996)

Sousan (20) and Samiya (14) are sneaking cigarettes behind 
the house. It’s Samiya’s first.

SOUSAN
Always lie. Especially about boys. 
Remember: Deep down? Mom and Dad 
don’t want to know the truth.
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INT. RECORD STORE- CONTINUOUS

SAMIYA
The truth doesn’t really work with 
my family. 

PARKER
You don’t have to tell the whole 
truth.

DANIEL
(to Parker, pointedly)

My boyfriend, the lawyer to be.

PARKER
Okay. Take me for example. It’s one 
thing to be black, right? But it’s 
another thing to be black and gay.

DANIEL
Plus he sometimes votes Republican. 

SAMIYA/ALEXIS
Really?/What?

PARKER
I likes to keep my money, bitch. 
What I’m saying is - put black and 
gay together and you may as well 
build an island and then catapult 
yourself over the island into the 
shark infested waters beyond it. 
So. I’ve never come out to my 
family. Not lying. Just not the 
whole truth.

DANIEL
Lawyer.

PARKER
No. It’s about setting boundaries. 

ALEXIS
(re: her and Samiya)

We’re semitic. Our people are 
horrible at boundaries. 

SAMIYA
The only boundary they want me to 
keep is my virginity.

DANIEL
Wait. You’re-- still a virgin?
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SAMIYA
No.

PARKER
So Brad was your-?

SAMIYA
No!

DANIEL
Oh my god! STORY TIME!

He leans in. Sam squirms uncomfortably.

ALEXIS
So much for boundaries...

DANIEL
I’ll tell you about my first!

PARKER
It was me.

DANIEL
(deflated)

Damnit.

ALEXIS
(ignoring Daniel, to Sam)

Was it that bad?

DANIEL
Was it that good?

PARKER
Did you say, “Is it in yet?”

They stare at her in grinning anticipation.

SAMIYA
I lost my virginity on 9/11. 

That took the air out.

SAMIYA (CONT’D)
I was sweet 16, never even been 
kissed. All I’d done ‘til then was 
be good - For my parents, for God, 
for my country. And then the 
morning of 9/11 happened. All I 
could think was: I’m Muslim. I’ll 
never be good enough now. So, I 
decided, fuck it. Literally. And I 
had sex. 

(MORE)
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With a guy from drama club.
(puts her head on counter)

I’m going to hell.

PARKER
Girl, if you’re going to hell, we 
all are.

DANIEL
Best road trip ever!

ALEXIS
Look, Sam. We have the family we’re 
born to. And we have the family we 
choose. And it usually takes the 
latter to help you with the former. 
We got you.

Samiya takes in the amazing cast of family in front of her.

Just then SOUSAN, now in her 30s, barges into the store. 

SOUSAN
What the hell did you do, Samiya?!

SAMIYA
What? 

SOUSAN
Mom and Dad! They’re here. In 
Atlanta. They flew here. From 
Mississippi. 

DANIEL
They must’ve really wanted to get 
here, it’s only a 6 hour drive.

PARKER
Not helping.

SOUSAN
They just called and told me- not 
asked, which is just like them- to 
pick them up.  WHY are they here 
Samiya?! What happened?

SAMIYA
...Brad. Sneezed.

INT. ATLANTA HARTSFIELD AIRPORT - CAROUSELS

Samiya and Sousan anxiously wait.

SAMIYA (CONT’D)
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SOUSAN
You tell them it was the TV. Or 
your friend, Alexis. Got it?

SAMIYA
God, lying to them on the phone is 
hard enough.

SOUSAN
You want them dragging you back to 
Mississippi? ‘Cause they will if 
they find out about Brad.

SAMIYA
No they won’t! They want me to  
finish... graduate school.

SOUSAN
The one you dropped out of a month 
ago? God, did you learn nothing 
from me?

FLASHBACK - INT. EL-AMEEN’S HOME (1995)

Samiya (14) stands in the hallway watching: 

SOUSAN
I’m dropping out of college.

Aziza screams, rocking and hitting herself on the head.

MOHAMED
An unmarried woman with no 
education. God will punish me for 
everything you do wrong. You are no 
longer our daughter.

AZIZA
(to Samiya)

You will be our good Muslim girl!

FLASHBACK FORWARD - INT. EL-AMEEN’S HOME (1996)

Samiya (15) stands in the hallway watching:

SOUSAN
I’m moving to Atlanta.

Aziza screams, rocking and hitting herself on the head.
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MOHAMED
An unmarried woman with no 
education. God will punish me for 
everything you do wrong. You are no 
longer our daughter.

AZIZA
(to Samiya)

You will be our good Muslim girl!

INT. ATLANTA HARTSFIELD AIRPORT - CAROUSELS - CONTINUOUS

SAMIYA
You didn’t make my life very easy 
with them, you know. You’re supposed 
to wear them down as the oldest, not 
make them tighten the reigns more!

(calming)
I’ll just convince them I’m still 
their good Muslim daughter. 

SOUSAN
(noticing parents, anxious)

Here they come.

An older, distinguished couple wearing traditional Muslim garb 
step off the escalator. BEHIND those people are a much less 
distinguished couple wearing discount outfits from Marshall’s. 
This is AZIZA and MOHAMED. Aziza clutches her purse tightly.

SOUSAN (CONT’D)
(worried)

Mom only has her purse. No carry-on 
means luggage. Luggage means--

SAMIYA
I’m screwed.

Sousan waves their parents over. Aziza is beaming. Truly. 
Their father... is their father. Aziza kisses her daughters.

AZIZA
Hello!

SOUSAN/SAMIYA
Hey, mama./ Hi.

MOHAMED
Salam Allah Laykhum.

SOUSAN
Wah-allaykhum wah salam, Dad.
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SAMIYA
Dad. Salam Allah Laykhum.

SOUSAN
What took so long?

AZIZA
They questioned your father. 45 
minutes they spent asking the same 
ten questions!

MOHAMED
(resigned, calm)

Allah. Your mother made me book 
tickets for a same day flight to a 
city where the CDC is. My name is 
Mohamed. This is our world. God 
willing, I will die soon and not 
have to worry about it anymore.

AZIZA
Well, we are here now. Let us get 
our luggage. We have four bags.

Sousan looks at Samiya. Panic has set in.

SOUSAN
How long are you staying?

AZIZA
We will see.

SAMIYA
Why... why are you here?

Everyone stops, except Mohamed who keeps walking.

AZIZA
(pointed, yet with a smile)

Because of you, Samiya. Just a 
visit. For you. Our good girl.

Aziza walks to the baggage carousel. Sousan looks to Samiya.

SOUSAN
You’re right. You are so screwed.

END ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. SOUSAN’S CAR - LATER

Samiya and Sousan sit anxiously in the front seat, Aziza and 
Mohamed in the back. Aziza doesn’t wear her seatbelt and is 
like a kid, looking around.

AZIZA
Oh, look! A real city! It makes me 
think of Cairo.

MOHAMED
It’s not like Cairo.

AZIZA
It’s not like Mississippi.

SOUSAN
Most of the time.

AZIZA
What does this mean? There are 
malls, yes?

SOUSAN
Dad, do you want to see the mosque?

SAMIYA
Yeah, the one on 14th! It has a 
minaret! 

AZIZA
(pointedly to Sousan)

Oh! You know where the mosque is?

SOUSAN
Yes, Mom. I’m on my way to Hell, 
but I like to make sure I’m 
blatantly on my way there, so I 
learn where the mosque is and then 
purposely don’t go. Not that they’d 
let me in seeing as how most of the 
cultures that follow Islam are 
patriarchal assholes. 

MOHAMED
Tsk.

SAMIYA
Also... it has a real... minaret.
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AZIZA
Where is your home, Samiya?

SAMIYA
Oh, um, it’s a neighborhood called-

Sousan subtly hits Samiya, stopping her.

SOUSAN
Why do you want to know, Mom?

AZIZA
(innocent)

I want to know. Allah.

SOUSAN
You’ve never asked where I live.

AZIZA
Yes, but you’ve already ruined your 
life. 

SOUSAN
There it is.

AZIZA
We would like to see your 
apartment, Samiya.

MOHAMED
Tsk. We need to check into the 
hotel first. I need to pray. 
Tomorrow, we go to the mosque. 
Ensha-Allah.

AZIZA
And Samiya’s apartment, and her 
school. And the malls!

MOHAMED
Tsk.

INT. SAMIYA'S APARTMENT - LATER 

Samiya enters, freaking out. Brad is watching TV.

BRAD
How’d it go?

Samiya has started cleaning vigorously.

BRAD (CONT’D)
What are you doing?
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SAMIYA
What time do you go into the shop 
tomorrow?

BRAD
11. 

SAMIYA
Til when?

BRAD
Midnight.

SAMIYA
Perfect. I’m putting all your stuff 
in the closet.

BRAD
Why?

SAMIYA
I’ve worked out plans with everyone 
for tomorrow about school and work. 
But my parents want to see the 
apartment and they can’t know you 
live here.

BRAD
Are you-- are you ashamed of me 
because I’m a tattoo artist?

SAMIYA
What? No!

BRAD
My family accepted you... 

FLASHBACK - EXT. BRAD’S FAMILY HOME

A sit down dinner of a motley crew of what looks like Hell’s 
Angels meets Jim and Tammy Faye Bakker’s congregation. 

BRAD’S MOM
Sammy, honey. Will you lead us in 
the Lord’s Prayer to bless our 
meal?

INT. SAMIYA’S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

SAMIYA
Mmhmm.
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BRAD
Do you feel like what we’re doing 
is wrong?

SAMIYA
No.

BRAD
Then own it. You’re 25 years old, 
Sam. I mean, I get your parents 
weren’t born in America, but you 
were. Besides, I’m crazy about you. 

SAMIYA
You are definitely crazy.

BRAD
Just tell them the truth. 

SAMIYA
Do you want to marry me?

BRAD
What? No! (correcting) I mean, not 
that-

SAMIYA
If I introduce you to my parents, 
their immediate thought is going to  
be marriage. Period. There’s no in-
between. There’s no dating, there’s 
certainly no living together, 
there’s just: Guy. Girl. Rest of 
your lives. Death.

There’s a beat. Brad has stopped breathing.

SAMIYA (CONT’D)
Breathe. I am not saying I want to 
get married.

The relief in Brad’s exhale could fill the Goodyear Blimp.

SAMIYA (CONT’D)
(a little stung)

I’m glad you’re so relieved.

BRAD
(recovering)

No, it’s just- you deserve to live 
how you want. Be yourself. And 
you’re so much more than they know. 
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That last statement was very real from him. Samiya melts. 
They kiss. They fuck like animals all over the apartment. 
It’s awesome. Even God is impressed.

INT. SAMIYA'S APARTMENT - NEXT MORNING

Brad is getting ready for work. Samiya is lounging on the 
couch. Everyone is in great spirits.

BRAD
How you feeling?

SAMIYA
I’m good. 

BRAD
Yeah?

SAMIYA
Yeah. Scared shitless but good.

BRAD
I’m here for you. No matter what. 
Call me. For anything. 

SAMIYA
Okay.

BRAD
Great. I’m proud of you.

They kiss. Then she waves lovingly as she watches him leave 
from the door. A beat. She slams the door and makes a call.

SAMIYA
(into phone)

He’s gone. 

EXT/INT - SAMIYA'S APARTMENT - 10 MINUTES LATER

Sousan pulls up a la “The Wolf” from Pulp Fiction. She 
enters, begins grabbing Brad’s stuff.

SOUSAN
Did he try to talk you out of it?

SAMIYA
Yes, but it was sweet.

SOUSAN
They always do and it always is. 
What’s your ETA with Mom and Dad?
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SAMIYA
They’re expecting me in 30 minutes. 
I’ll take them around town. Show 
them the mosque, Emory, and take 
mom to Lenox Mall.

SOUSAN
Jesus, she’ll be in Heaven. Okay, 
I’ll be done in about... 4 hours.

SAMIYA
Four?

SOUSAN
You want it done right?

SAMIYA
Yes. Sousan? Thank you.

INT. SAMIYA’S CAR - NEXT DAY

Samiya is driving her parents around Atlanta.

AZIZA
(impressed)

When I first saw Atlanta, the 
interstates were just 4 lanes, 
total. 

MOHAMED
And now there is this traffic.

AZIZA
At least there is progress here.

MOHAMED
Mississippi gave us a good home.

AZIZA
Mississippi gave you tenure. Then 
we were stuck.

MOHAMED
Tsk. Allhawhm-Du-Allah, we were 
lucky. I did not think this would 
happen today. 

AZIZA
If we had stayed in Egypt, both of 
our daughters would be good Muslim 
girls! Not just this one.
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SAMIYA
Would you like to see the mosque, 
now? It has a minaret!

EXT. MOSQUE - LATER

Aziza and Samiya look at the skyline. Mohamed exits the 
mosque.

AZIZA
Allah, it looks very real! It’s so 
wonderful, it makes me think of 
Cairo. Without the sand.

SAMIYA
Does every city outside of 
Mississippi make you think of 
Cairo?

MOHAMED
Very good facility inside. Very 
nice. 

AZIZA
Yes! So... Where is the mall?

INT. LENOX MALL - LATER

Aziza is in heaven. First store, Mohamed is immediately bored 
and sits. Several stores later, Samiya and Mohamed sit 
together, bored. Final stores, Mohamed and Samiya sit and 
snack on giant pretzels. Aziza appears, loaded down with bags. 
Mohamed breathes that breath of wishing his own death soon.

INT. RECORD STORE - LATER

Daniel is working behind the counter. Alexis is placed on her 
mark, ready for action. Samiya enters with her parents. 

SAMIYA
This is where I work. That’s 
Daniel. Daniel, my parents.

DANIEL waves.

SAMIYA (CONT’D)
Daniel’s like Sousan and me, born 
here, but his parents are from the 
Philippines.
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AZIZA
Oh! Did they work at a University?

SAMIYA
No, his dad was a doctor.

AZIZA
A doctor! How nice.

MOHAMED
I hope this work is not interfering 
with school.

Alexis pretends to have just noticed Samiya.

ALEXIS
Sam! Hi! 

SAMIYA
Alexis! Hey! Good, you get to meet 
my parents! Mom and Dad, this is 
Alexis. Alexis, Mom and Dad.

ALEXIS
Such a pleasure! I’ve heard so much 
about you both. I’d hug you but I’m 
just getting over a cold.

SAMIYA
YES.

(feigning concern)
Yes how are you feeling? Better? 
Alexis was at my place the other 
night--

ALEXIS
Sneezing everywhere!

AZIZA
Oh! That was you? You have a man’s 
sneeze.

ALEXIS
I’ve been told that. I sneezed and- 

SAMIYA
-And knocked over the phone, which 
broke, so I couldn’t call you back. 

Alexis sneezes violently, grossly. Aziza just stares. Then...
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AZIZA
(cheery)

Oh, I am just so glad Samiya was 
with a girl. Friend. 

Mohamed has been looking at the various posters and album 
cover art on the walls. He does not approve.

MOHAMED
(to Samiya)

Why do you work... here? 

SAMIYA
Because it’s fun.

MOHAMED
Why do you need fun?

AZIZA
Tsk. Mohamed, it’s okay. She is a 
good Muslim girl.

(sotto)
Do you like Daniel? Would he 
convert?

EXT. EMORY CAMPUS - LATER

AZIZA
Oh, you must be so happy here!

Parker, clearly waiting behind a bush, jumps out to casually 
bump into them. He’s wearing a flawless “absent-minded 
professor” costume and is balancing books.

SAMIYA
Um...Oh, Dr. Ashton! How nice to--
Mom, Dad, this is Dr. Parker 
Ashton. My Political Theory 
professor. 

PARKER
Good afternoon Dr. and Mrs. El-
Ameen. It is a real pleasure to 
have your daughter in our political 
science program. 

AZIZA
So handsome! Is he Muslim?

SAMIYA
Mom. He can hear you.
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AZIZA
Are you Muslim?

PARKER
I’m gay.

MOHAMED
Tsk.

AZIZA
You could convert!

PARKER
Yeah, the Baptists thought so too - 
it didn’t take.

And awkward beat.

MOHAMED
Let us go to the girl’s apartment 
and then eat. I am hungry.

INT. SAMIYA'S APARTMENT - LATER

Samiya and her parents enter. Sousan’s “cleaning” job is 
extraordinary. There are no signs of Brad, and on top of 
that, there’s even a Qur’an on the table. Open.

SAMIYA
(sotto)

Holy shit.

AZIZA
What?

SAMIYA
I said, “this is it.”

MOHAMED
Don’t you say Salaam-allah-laikhum 
when you enter?

SAMIYA
Yes. Yes. I just... say it to 
myself.

Aziza begins inspecting, like a hawk. Mohamed and Samiya 
stand together in the living room.

SAMIYA (CONT’D)
Do you want some water, Dad?
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MOHAMED
No. I am ready to go back to 
Mississippi. 

AZIZA (O.S.)
This is very clean! 

SAMIYA
(shouting to Mom)

Yeah. Well. It’s just me. So.
(to Mohamed)

You’re leaving? So soon? When is 
your flight?

AZIZA (O.S.)
I like this lamp.

MOHAMED
En-sha-Allah, we leave in the 
morning.

Suddenly, the SOUND OF KEYS AT THE DOOR. Brad lets himself 
in. Everybody freezes.

SAMIYA
What... what are you..?

MOHAMED
Who is this? Who are you?

BRAD
Oh. Wow. I’m so glad I caught you! 
Sir, I, sir, am Brad, Samiya’s-

SAMIYA
LANDLORD. Brad. My land. Lord.

BRAD
...I...

SAMIYA
Yes.

Aziza swoops in.

AZIZA
Hello! Who is this? 

BRAD
Hi. I’m the landlord. Brad.

SAMIYA
Brad. My landlord. These are my 
parents. My landlord Brad.
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BRAD
Hi. It’s uh. Very nice to meet you.

Brad takes in the apartment. And sees all the changes.

BRAD (CONT’D)
Well. I’m sorry to barge in. I 
thought you’d need help...fixing 
the - but its obviously been ... 
very... fixed. Already.

Brad retreats sullenly.

AZIZA
Does he do this often? Just come in 
your home? 

SAMIYA
Um.

AZIZA
You should complain!

MOHAMED
To Whom? He is the landlord.

AZIZA
It doesn’t seem very safe. What if 
he wants to rape you? 

SAMIYA
Is this a trick question?

AZIZA
I cannot help but worry! Allah, if 
anything happened to you... You are 
our good Muslim daughter, Samiya. You 
make us so proud. You would never do 
anything to shame your family.

SAMIYA
(uncomfortable)

Um, thank you-

AZIZA
Not like your sister has. She cares 
about no one but herself.

SAMIYA
Sousan has actually been really 
helpful-
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MOHAMED
Your sister lives a life of lies. 
Can we go home now?

SAMIYA
I don’t think she’s-

AZIZA
You are nothing like her. You did 
not ignore our teachings, you did 
not leave your education, you have 
kept yourself a virgin, you are our 
only good Muslim girl- 

SAMIYA
I’VE BEEN LYING TO YOU.

A moment.

AZIZA
I knew it! It was a man’s sneeze!

MOHAMED
What is this?

Aziza screams bloody murder, etc. Samiya quickly backtracks.

SAMIYA
No! I didn’t lie about that, I--

MOHAMED
Then what?

Aziza stops, mid self-flogging. Silent. Waiting.

SAMIYA
I... dropped out of graduate school.

Aziza screams bloody murder, etc. 

AZIZA
Yuh-khubbah-rubyid! 

MOHAMED
Why?!

SAMIYA
I wasn’t happy.

MOHAMED
Tsk! What is happy? I have never 
been happy and look at me!
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SAMIYA
...I’m sorry.

MOHAMED
An unmarried woman with no 
education. God will punish me for 
everything you do wrong. You are no 
longer our daughter!

EXT. FELLINI’S PIZZA PATIO - DAY

Alexis, Samiya, Brad, Daniel, and Parker having lunch. 

ALEXIS
They disowned you?

SAMIYA
(happy)

Yep.

PARKER
And this a good thing?

SAMIYA
Yes! I don’t know why I didn’t 
think of this before. They disown 
me, I don’t have to lie, and I can 
live exactly as I want!

DANIEL
Well, I’m sad because I thought 
your parents were adorable and I 
want them to come back and visit so 
I can squeeze their cheeks.

ALEXIS
They’re like little chipmunks!

PARKER
Her mom wanted us to get married.

BRAD
Lucky you. I’m the landlord.

SAMIYA
Yes, but we’re having a sexy 
affair...

A car drives up. Sousan gets out, furious. 

SOUSAN
What is the first rule of mom and 
dad? 
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DANIEL
(whispers)

Don’t talk about mom and dad?

SAMIYA
...Always lie.

SOUSAN
ALWAYS. LIE. Mom and Dad are moving 
to Atlanta.

SAMIYA
WHAT?!

SOUSAN
They cancelled their flight and 
bought the first condo they saw. 
Dad didn’t even haggle. Take that 
in. Dad? Didn’t fight over money.  
I can’t believe you. After I spent 
HOURS setting up your apartment, 
trusting you could pull this off! 
In the years to come, I want you to 
remember: You? Did this. Hi, 
everybody. Bye, everybody.

The gang wave, confused, as Sousan drives off.

PARKER
She is a charming individual.

DANIEL
I love her. She’s like a time-bomb. 
Oh-- Is that racist?

PARKER
If you have to ask.

ALEXIS
Sam, are you okay?

BRAD
Sam?

SAMIYA
(devastated, to herself)

I’ll never be free.

FLASHBACK - EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD IN MISSISSIPPI 2003

Samiya (21) has been pulled over. She’s a nervous wreck.
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COP
License and registration, please.

SAMIYA
(quickly handing it over)

I’m really sorry, officer. I’m late-

COP
Oh! You’re Sam-mee-ya! Shit. Your 
mom’s been calling the station 
every 5 minutes.

SAMIYA
I’m sorry?

COP
Get on home now, and next time call 
your mom if you’re gonna miss 
curfew. That woman is relentless.

EXT. FELLINI’S PIZZA PATIO- CONTINUOUS

Samiya is rocking and hitting herself on the head (much like 
her mother). Everyone looks at her concerned.

SAMIYA
Oh God. This is actually 
comforting.

INT. SAMIYA/BRAD’S APARTMENT - LATER

Samiya and Brad arrive back at the ultra-clean apartment.

BRAD
Where do you think Sousan hid all 
my stuff?

SAMIYA
We have to break up.

BRAD
Whoa... what? 

SAMIYA
I can’t see you anymore.

BRAD
Because your parents are moving 
here?

SAMIYA
This is your fault!
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BRAD
MY FAULT?

SAMIYA
If you hadn’t sneezed, I wouldn’t-

BRAD
This isn’t about me sneezing-

SAMIYA
We wouldn’t have worked out anyway!

That stung. Adding insult to injury, the attic hatch pops 
open and dumps guy shit all over Brad.

EXT./INT. SAMIYA'S APARTMENT -- LATER THAT EVENING.

Samiya sits alone in her apartment. The Qur’an is still 
sitting out. She goes to close it and notices a very old 
receipt tucked inside. She pulls it out, triggering a memory.

FLASHBACK - INT. EL-AMEEN'S HOME (1992)

Sousan (16) and Samiya (10) sit and watch TV in the midst of 
a typical parental argument. Aziza (50s) has a shopping bag 
full of clothes. Mohamed (50s) is losing his mind.

MOHAMED
Allah! Do you think the money is on 
the trees? I have two daughters to 
feed and one that is about to be in 
college!

AZIZA
I used my money.

MOHAMED
Your money is my money.

AZIZA
It’s fine, Ahmed. They were on 
sale.

MOHAMED
Pardon me, ma’am? 

AZIZA
There was a sale.

MOHAMED
I wish God would just put me out of 
my misery and let me die. 
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The living room clock chimes.

MOHAMED (CONT’D)
I must pray.

Mohamed leaves. Sousan looks at her mother’s receipt.

SOUSAN
There wasn’t a sale.

AZIZA
It is just a white lie. God doesn’t 
mind white lies.

SAMIYA
What’s a white lie?

SOUSAN
It’s how mom tells the truth.

SAMIYA
But dad says we shouldn’t lie and 
that we don’t have any money.

AZIZA
Yes, but he’s lying.

EXT./INT. SAMIYA'S APARTMENT - SAME

Samiya tucks the receipt back. There is a KNOCK at the door. 
She hopes it’s Brad. She opens the door to find her father.

MOHAMED
Salaam-allah-laykhum.

SAMIYA
Wah-allaikhum-wah-salaam.

MOHAMED
May I come in?

Samiya moves aside to let him in. It’s awkward.

MOHAMED (CONT’D)
You have distressed your mother 
beyond any point I have ever seen 
her. How do you feel about this?

SAMIYA
I... I’m sorry.
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MOHAMED
She believes we made mistakes with 
Sousan. We do not want to make the 
same mistakes with you. So we are 
moving here. To protect you. You 
will return to school. That is 
easy. But some things cannot be 
undone and this is my main concern. 
I do not want any more lies. Okay?

Samiya nods, bracing herself. 

MOHAMED (CONT’D)
Is the landlord your boyfriend?

SAMIYA
(hesitates, then)

He is. My boyfriend. But not. My 
landlord.

MOHAMED
I see.  Did you give the boyfriend 
who is not your landlord your 
virginity?

Sam’s relief is palpable - she can tell the truth. 

SAMIYA
No, Dad. I can honestly say: No. 

Mohamed studies Samiya.

MOHAMED
I believe you.

SAMIYA
Dad, you don’t have to move here. 
I’ll be fine--

MOHAMED
I don’t have a choice. I am retired 
and your mother makes the decisions 
now. We are staying. God help me. 
She wants to be here. She is happy. 
Which I have not seen in a long 
time... 

SAMIYA
It was a mistake to take her to the 
mall, wasn’t it...

MOHAMED
I will do my hajj this year. Maybe 
God will kill me quickly after.
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Mohamed takes the Qur’an from Samiyah.

MOHAMED (CONT’D)
In the Qu’ran it reads, that after 
God, comes the mother. Then the 
mother. Then the mother. THEN the 
father. But for me it is much 
simpler - I love her. She followed 
me here because...it was what she 
had to do. She has suffered 
following me on my journeys. It is 
now my turn. 

SAMIYA
...that’s really beautiful, Dad.

MOHAMED
No. She told me. It’s my turn to 
suffer. But this is life. It may 
make you more afraid or more brave. 
It depends on the love within it.

END ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. TATTOO SHOP - DAY

Samiya enters. Brad sees her. He’s hesitant. 

SAM
Hi. I’m looking for a tattoo 
artist? 

BRAD
Doing well so far.

SAM
But not just any tattoo artist. One 
that knows how to touch virgin 
skin.

BRAD
Hm. 

SAM
One that will do it with honor and 
respect.

BRAD
I see. 

SAMIYA
Especially since he’d have to 
tattoo his very cowardly dumbass 
hopefully still girlfriend who says 
stupid selfish things so she can 
run away and remain in denial.

BRAD
Because she’s Egyptian.

SAMIYA
Yes, how did you-- Oh, Right. De. 
Nile, like the river. Also he makes 
horrible predictable puns, this 
tattoo artist.

BRAD
Is this your way of saying I’m 
sorry?

SAMIYA
And “will you come home,” and 
“eventually meet my parents.”
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BRAD
You could just say all that. 
Getting a tattoo is slightly more 
painful than saying I’m sorry.

SAMIYA
For you? I can suffer.

He brings her to the back, they look over the sketch. We 
watch him prepare all his tools and inks for the tattoo. And 
prepare her. He does the stencil, deciding the place on her 
ankle. She squirms. They’re having a great time. He gets 
ready to do the tattoo...

INT. RECORD STORE - LATER

The whole gang is gathered to see the new tattoo.

DANIEL
Girl.

PARKER
(unimpressed)

That’s it?

SAMIYA
You guys don’t like it?

ALEXIS
... WHERE IS IT?

Reveal a barely noticeable dot where we saw Brad start to 
tattoo her.

SAMIYA
(pointing to ankle)

It’s right there! See it?

DANIEL
The dot?

ALEXIS
Did you chicken out?

SAMIYA/BRAD
No./YES.

SAMIYA
It...It hurt a lot more than I 
expected. 

33.



BRAD
I barely touched her and she 
started screaming-

Samiya lets out a BLOOD-CURDLING SCREAM.

BRAD (CONT’D)
Yeah, like that- 

SAMIYA
(to Brad)

Stay here.

Samiya bolts out of the record shop.

EXT.RECORD STORE - CONTINUOUS

Aziza is standing outside the record store staring.

SAMIYA
Mom?! 

AZIZA
(cooly)

Hello, Samiya.

SAMIYA
What are you doing here?

AZIZA
I am working at the belly dancing 
studio.

She points across the street.

SAMIYA
You’re... belly dancing?

AZIZA
Tsk. I am answering the phones. It 
is a start. Your father and I found 
that the train was near us and it’s 
very easy, it’s like being in --

SAMIYA
Cairo! I get it! 

AZIZA
Allah, so rude. Like the Americans.

SAMIYA
We’re going to have to set some 
boundaries, Mom.
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AZIZA
Boundaries? What an American idea.

SAMIYA
I’m an American!

AZIZA
So am I! Which means I have the 
freedom to make your life miserable 
until you finish school!

SAMIYA
...School?

AZIZA
Your father and I both agree that 
we will stay here until you finish 
your education. You will not throw 
your life away like Sousan.

Samiya smiles. No mention of Brad? 

AZIZA (CONT’D)
Why are you smiling? 

SAMIYA
Free country. I’m allowed to smile 
if I want to. 

(then)
Well, since you’re not going 
anywhere anytime soon, you want to 
join me for lunch? There’s a pizza 
place up the way. 

AZIZA
Pizza is good. Your weight will 
keep men away.

SAMIYA
...I get a salad.

AZIZA
I will have a salad too. I must go 
back to work now. The woman who 
owns the studio is very hishik 
bishik. She is a Muslim, but not 
good like us. 

Aziza walks away. Samiya watches her and sighs. 

SAMIYA
Here we go. God willing.

END PILOT
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