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INT. WEDDING RECEPTION - TABLE - NIGHT

While guests dance to some cheesy song in the background, 
TRIXIE addresses the wheelchair-bound, 80-something BONNIE.

Trixie’s perfect bridal make-up and hair is undercut by a 
throaty Southern drawl and red wine down her wedding gown -- 
which she’s frantically trying to clean with some napkins.

She SNAPS HER FINGERS to grab Bonnie’s attention.

TRIXIE
Great-gammy, it’s me, Trixie! Hi! I 
don’t have much time so I’ll be a 
damn sight briefer than I’d like to 
be. Myself and my new husband Nigel 
-- you know Nigel -- aren’t just 
the prettiest pair of honey-mooners 
this side of a Mississippi firing 
range. We’ve also got this kinda 
sorta... ability, I suppose you’d 
call it. We can hop into someone 
else. Like, take over their body. 
Get it, great-gammy?

Bonnie absent-mindedly nods.

TRIXIE (CONT’D)
I’m gonna go ahead and take that 
nod as an affirmative and not your 
neck givin’ way. So now, I kinda 
sorta need your help.

Bonnie nods again. Some drool slips out her mouth.

TRIXIE (CONT’D)
Perfect. And... sorry, great-gammy.

Trixie SLAPS HER GREAT-GRANDMOTHER across the face.

INT. HOTEL BATHROOM #1 - DAY

POV shot of NIGEL -- early 30s, full groom attire, British 
accent -- looking directly at us.

NIGEL
This is entirely frivolous.

He SLAPS at us, and the shot immediately reverses -- Nigel’s 
POV now, looking at JIMMY (mid 30s, best man).



JIMMY
(with British accent)

This is my wedding day.

NIGEL (O.S.)
(with American accent now)

It’s fun, dude.

Jimmy SLAPS at us, and the shot flips again -- back on Nigel.

NIGEL (CONT’D)
(with British accent)

Don’t call me “dude”.

Another SLAP, it flips. SLAP, again. And again. And--

JIMMY
(with American accent)

Okay! Okay! No more!

PULL OUT to show them standing in the bathroom, facing each 
other. On the counter, some whiskey and glasses.

Nigel SLAPS Jimmy once more.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
(as Nigel, British)

Just a sip.

As Jimmy pours himself a drink, Nigel rubs his face.

NIGEL
(as Jimmy)

I sound American. Like me.

JIMMY
That tends to happen.

Jimmy downs the rest of his whiskey, and pours another.

NIGEL
You’re going to get me drunk.

JIMMY
I’m calming my nerves. Apart from 
my wife-to-be being the loud half 
of a Tennessee Williams play, turns 
out Amber’s actually attending.

NIGEL
Your ex Amber? With the...

(he mimes boobs)
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JIMMY
Yes. When you’re getting married...

He downs another glass of whiskey, and SLAPS NIGEL.

NIGEL
(British, as himself)

...you can get drunk in my body.

JIMMY
(American, as himself)

Ow. Nigel...

NIGEL
(smiling)

Pip pip.

INT. HOTEL BATHROOM #2 - DAY

Trixie sits across from her maid of honour, CARLYN -- who’s 
applying the last of Trixie’s make-up for the big day.

Carlyn speaks with Trixie’s southern accent, while Trixie 
speaks with Carlyn’s valley girl twang.

CARLYN
(Southern, as Trixie)

Costa Rica. Just said “imagine us 
lyin’ on the beach in Costa...

(rolling her R’s)
...Rrrrrica. Me all benethered in 
one of them tight little bikinis.”

TRIXIE
(Californian, as Carlyn)

Ew. Trixie--

CARLYN
Oh, come on.

TRIXIE
No, no, it’s just I look so weird 
when I roll my R’s. Remind me not 
to do that when you slap me back.

Carlyn applies the last bit of mascara to Trixie’s eyes.

CARLYN
There.

Being careful as possible with the make-up, she SLAPS Trixie--

3.



PRIEST
(O/S)

I now pronounce you man and wife!

INT. CHURCH - AISLE - DAY

Nigel and Trixie walk down the aisle, arm in arm -- friends 
and family watching as they walk by.

NIGEL
Well that was less hellish than I’d 
envisioned. “Trixie Featherstone”.

TRIXIE
I ain’t takin’ Featherstone.

(spotting a drooling 
Bonnie a few rows down)

Great-gammy’s here! Momma said they 
was kickin’ up a fuss at the home, 
sayin’ she wasn’t fit to-- wait a 
minute. Nigel, darlin’, who’s that 
sitting next to and takin’ up some 
of the air around my great-gammy?

Nigel looks, and his face falls -- it’s AMBER, a very pretty, 
very bosomy, very smiling ex.

NIGEL
Why... well, now, that would be 
Amber. That’s... how pleasant of--

TRIXIE
Shut up, hun-bun.

NIGEL
Pip pip.

INT. WEDDING RECEPTION - BAR - NIGHT

Hours later, Trixie props herself up against the bar - 
looking bored and slightly pissed off. She downs a whiskey, 
before Carlyn stumbles over to her, sweaty from dancing.

CARLYN
(as Trixie)

Hey bitch! Some couple are going at 
it in the bathroom. At my wedding!

TRIXIE
(as Carlyn)

Trixie, where have you been?
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CARLYN
Dancing! And thanks...

She SLAPS Trixie, and they swap.

TRIXIE
(as herself)

...for that.

CARLYN
(herself, adjusting her 
dress)

I’m all sweaty.

TRIXIE
(nodding to her gown)

I can’t dance in this thing, it’s--

BARTENDER
Ladies.

The BARTENDER -- mid 20s, handsome, and with a bad American 
accent -- leans across the bar with a bottle of vodka.

BARTENDER (CONT’D)
(bad American accent)

Can I interest you pardners in some 
of this therrr fine spirrrits?

TRIXIE
Hello, Nigel.

BARTENDER
(Nigel, reverting to Brit)

I stole some booze.

TRIXIE
(smelling his breath)

Darn straight. Where’s your body?

Trixie scans the room, then PANICS.

INT. WEDDING RECEPTION - OUTSIDE WASHROOMS - NIGHT

A SCREAM from the gents’ toilets, and Trixie drags Amber out 
by her hair.

TRIXIE
Get offa you? GET OFFA YOU?

And Nigel -- occupied by the bartender -- stumbles out of the 
bathroom after them, shirt untucked and lipstick on his face.
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AMBER
(clearly drunk)

Jeez, calm down, I was just having 
some-- UH-OH.

And Amber VOMITS RED WINE all over Trixie’s dress.

TRIXIE
I, I, I--

Trixie STORMS AWAY ACROSS THE ROOM, while Amber pulls herself 
to her feet. Nigel goes to comfort her, but before he can, 
the Bartender sprints over and SLAPS him hard--

NIGEL
(back in his body, he 
tucks in his shirt)

Ow you, sir! I told you to lay low.

BARTENDER
(back to American)

I was just having some fun--

NIGEL
With my ex-girlfriend in my body at 
my wedding reception!

BARTENDER
But, like, she’s all, hot--

NIGEL
Go to the bar.

(as the Bartender leaves)
Also, some drinks... went missing 
while you were in there!

AMBER
(wiping her mouth)

Oh, go to hell. Why am I even here?

NIGEL
Because you’re an awful, awful, 
awful, awful, awful, awful, awful--

AMBER
I--

NIGEL
Awful... awful person?

Amber almost retorts but--

BONNIE
Hey, bitch!
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Bonnie, occupied by Trixie, comes rolling over in her 
motorised wheelchair, and slams right into Amber’s shins.

BONNIE (CONT’D)
Nobody likes you...

Bonnie SLAPS Amber right across the face.

AMBER
(as Trixie)

...and your breasts ain’t whopper!

Bonnie -- now occupied by Amber -- SCREAMS.

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT

Trixie and Nigel watch as Bonnie, occupied by Amber, is 
wheeled out of the building by a pair of PARAMEDICS.

TRIXIE
Be careful, she gets so confused!

BONNIE
(as she’s wheeled out)

No! NO! I’m young! I’m pretty! My 
measurements are thirty-four-

(the door SLAMS)

NIGEL
(to Trixie)

How’s your great-grandmother?

Trixie nods into the reception, where Amber is shuffling 
absent-mindedly with nobody in particular.

TRIXIE
Not too bad. Bed?

NIGEL
Bed.

They walk into a nearby elevator.

TRIXIE
Love you.

NIGEL
Love you.

Trixie SLAPS him across the face.

TRIXIE
(as Nigel)

Pip pip.

As the doors close, they KISS.
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