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CHARACTERS

CHANCE - Mid 20s, Obese fast food employ, playful, goofy, 
well meaning and good-hearted, sensitive, excitable, prone to 
accidents. He wears his heart on his sleeve.

SCOTT - Mid 20s, jacked physical trainer, juice-head, day 
dreamer, short attention span, quick-tempered, flirt, skating 
by on life. 

Mr. BERG - Mid 50s, Chance’s father, Obese fast food 
franchise owner, businessman, workaholic, divorced, loves his 
son but damned if he lets Chance getaway with being late to 
work.   

GREGGER - Late teens, shaggy haired, pimple popping, weirdo, 
socially inept, his bad jokes antagonize his co-workers.

KATIE - Mid 20s, dark haired, tattooed, cute, cynical, rocker 
chick, bully hater, barista by day, art college by night. 
Finds Chance charming in a just friend kind of way. 

JERROD - 12ish, insightful, resourceful, entrepreneurial, 
resident small time hustler at the block of stores. Uses 
Chance as a rube but considers him a good friend. 

ROMAN - Mid-to-late 30s, successful owner of Super Fitness, 
little person, warrior, honest, in general a great boss. 
Takes pride in being a former lifting and wrestling champ. 

FELICIA - Mid 20s, Super Fitness yoga instructor, gorgeous,  
sophisticated, well mannered, know-it-all. She seems to put 
up with her co-workers but often has to intervene as the sane 
one. 

DAPHNE - Early 20s, the bubbly Super Fitness receptionist, 
social, fashion-conscience, yet unpretentious. Lacks a social 
filters and usually speaks what she’s thinking. 



Cold Open

INT. ROCKET BURGER - DAY

Welcome to Rocket Burger! The fast food franchise with a 
celestial twist. It’s really no different then any other 
burger joint: bright colors, plastic booths, soda dispensers, 
rickety tables, and more. 

Behind the counter it’s hard not to miss CHANCE, the 400 
pound plus Rocket Burger employee. He types into the register 
gleefully and then reads back.

CHANCE
Alright, that’s a triple patty 
rocket burger value meal, with 
Jupiter size fries, a chocolate 
milky-way-shake, and a 10-piece 
chicken cosmo-nugget, anything else 
sir?

With no customer in front of him, Chance speaks out loud to 
no one. 

He leans to the side and speaks out the side of his mouth in 
a gruff voice.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
I think I’ll make that a 20-piece 
cosmo-nugget.

Back to his normal voice.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
We no longer offer the 20 piece, 
but alright just for you! You got 
it!

Chance processes the order, pulls out his wallet, and places 
the appropriate amount of cash into the register.

Chance shouts out across the restaurant.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Hey Dad, I’m going on my lunch 
break here, I’m starving.

A large man, MR. BERG, sits in a booth in the dining area. 
He’s even larger than Chance, his enormous body crammed into 
the booth. His suit and tie, along with a Rocket Burger pin, 
suggests he is the restaurant’s owner/manager.
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Mr. Berg flips through some sort of restaurant paperwork, too 
busy to even look up.

MR. BERG
Starving!? Chance, don’t use words 
that you don’t know the meaning of. 
Well, get Gregger to cover the 
counter.

In the kitchen working the deep fryer is a long-haired, emo-
styled, teenager GREGGER. He drops a basket of onion rings 
into the fryer. 

CHANCE
Thanks, Pop! Cover me, Gregger.

GREGGER
Cover you with what? A sheet? A 
tarp? A brown paper bag? You’re 
ugly, but cheer up, you’re not 
brown bag ugly.

Chance grabs his tray loaded with his ordered food.

CHANCE
Shut up, Gregger!

Mr. Berg attempts to swivel in the booth but struggles to 
make eye contact with the snotty Gregger.  

MR. BERG
Gregger, just get on the damn 
register. Don’t make me get up.

GREGGER
That’ll be the day, Mr. Berg.

Mr. Berg attempts to get out of the booth but he’s a bit 
stuck.

MR. BERG
(to himself)

Oh damn, might need to bring in the 
jaws of life again.

Defeated Mr. Berg shakes his fist.

MR. BERG (CONT’D)
Shut up, Gregger!

Gregger slumps over to the counter.

Chance finds himself a nice seat near the window. He wastes 
no time taking a giant bite out of his equally giant burger. 
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Outside of the restaurant a group of FOUR EIGHTH GRADERS sip 
on their Rocket Burger milk-shakes. 

The LEADER catches Chance stuffing his face. He alerts the 
other eighth graders and they point and laugh.

Chance looks up from his devouring and sees the eighth 
graders. The eighth graders start mimicking Chance, holding 
their arms outwards to simulate his larger size.

Chance slows down his chewing and gives the kids the evil 
eye. Chance quickly looks over his shoulder, and with no one 
to disapprove of him, he flips the bird at the punk kids.

The eighth graders go wild with enthusiasm, astonished that 
Chance would give them the finger.

Chance smiles and nods, still displaying his middle digit.

The Leader of the pack cracks a wide smile on his face as 
well. He pops open the lid of his milkshake and walks 
backwards towards a car in the parking lot. The car is a beat 
up, unwashed, old Firebird: a cool car back in it’s day. The 
shake hovers over the cars hood, just below the license plate 
reads “CHANCE.”

Chance shakes his head as he takes another larger bite of his 
burger.

CHANCE
No!

The Leader dumps his shake on the car, then the other eighth 
graders follow, splattering and slamming their shakes onto 
the face of the car.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
HEY!! C’mon, Who wastes a shake 
like that?

Chance yells some more with a mouth full of burger and 
reaches out towards the kids. 

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Wait, that’s my car!

In his attempt to stand up to quickly, he trips over the tiny 
restaurant table. He falls onto his lunch tray and smashes 
the table to pieces as he lands onto the floor.

The eighth graders book it. They run away laughing their 
asses off.
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With the few restaurant patrons now focused fully on the 
fallen Chance, Chance springs to life. Now back on his feet, 
he grabs at his throat. Chance is choking!

Chance attempts to hit himself in the gut but can’t cough up 
the burger lodged in his throat.

A SWEATERED MAN rushes over to Chance. As he prepares to give 
chance the Heimlich Maneuver the man runs into trouble: his 
arms do not fit around Chance.

Chance flops around the restaurant looking for help. He even 
falls into the soda machines, causing soda to dispense onto 
the restaurant floor.

The SWEATERED MAN gestures for aid from another patron 
BEARDED GUY. The two coordinate and position themselves on 
either sides of Chance. They link arms together around Chance 
and perform the first ever TWO MAN HEIMLICH MANEUVER!

Chance launches out the burger chunk and takes in a huge 
breath. With a head roll, Chance faints and breaks another 
table.

Chance comes to as Mr. Berg, Gregger, Sweatered Man, and 
Bearded Guy hover over.

SWEATERED MAN
Look at that head wound from that 
last fall.

BEARED GUY
Someone call an ambulance!

GREGGER
And a fork lift.

Chance sits up and holds a hand to his now bleeding head.

SWEATERED MAN
He’s bleeding everywhere.

MR. BERG
Actually, most of that is ketchup.

CHANCE
Did someone say HAMbulance?

Chance passes out again.

END OF COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Chance, in a hospital gown and with a bandage on his head, is 
lying up on a hospital bed. Chance fiddles with a TV remote 
while looking up at a hanging television and channel surfs.

Chance’s dad walks in. Chance turns off the TV.

MR. BERG
I asked again, they won’t give you 
another jello cup.

CHANCE
J-E-L-L-NO.

MR. BERG
Looks like you’re stuck here for 
the night. That doctor insists you 
stay for observation. 

CHANCE
Yeah, dad, I almost died.

MR. BERG
But you’re fine. You might have a 
concussion, but you’re fine. You do 
have problems catching your breath, 
but you’re fine. And your blood 
sugar levels are dangerously high, 
but you’re fine. Your stool sample 
was...

CHANCE
Geez, Dad! You can stop there.

MR. BERG
You know, since the restaurant is 
paying for this sleep-over, maybe 
you call on that good looking nurse 
to give you a sponge bath, heh?

Mr. Berg winks.

CHANCE
Gross, dad, she’s like million 
years old. 

MR. BERG
She’s like a young 60 years and 
still in great shape. Wine tastes 
better with age and all that crap.
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Mr. Berg picks up a coat off a chair and starts to exit.

MR. BERG (CONT’D)
You’re back at work tomorrow. We’re 
short-handed, you need to manage 
your shift, and I need your help 
with the promotion for the 
restaurant’s annual burger eating 
competition. We couldn’t afford a 
billboard and you’re the next best 
thing.

CHANCE
Great, another year losing to that 
tiny Japanese dude. It’s not fair, 
they are awesome at everything: 
competitive eating, not gaining 
weight, vending machines for weird 
stuff...

MR. BERG
And ruining karaoke nights, you’d 
think they could carry a tune 
having invented the sport. Good 
night Chance.

Mr. Berg leaves.

Chance reaches for the TV remote on the night stand and 
clicks on the TV. It opens to a news channel featuring none 
other than famous corespondent ANDERSON COOPER.

CHANCE
News channel? More like no news is 
good news.

Chance attempts to punch in a selection but his sausage hands 
fumbles the remote off the side of the bed. 

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Oh good gravy.

Chance looks over the edge of the bed. The remote lies in 
quiet defiance. Chance reaches for the remote from the bed; 
not even close. Chance thinks for a second and attempts the 
same pathetic reach for the remote; same result.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Gravity why do you continue to mock 
me.

Chance crosses his arms and focuses in on the news station. 
He quickly dozes off to the words of the magnanimous Anderson 
Cooper.
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DREAM SEQUENCE EXT. JUNGLE - DAY 

Chance finds himself walking through a lush green jungle 
alive with the sounds of the wild. Chance swivels his head 
amazed by his new surroundings.

Then suddenly straight in front of him:

CHANCE
Whoa! Anderson Cooper!

Anderson Cooper with machete in hand slashes away at vines 
blocking his path and then joins Chance at his side.

ANDERSON COOPER
Hi, Chance, it’s a pleasure to 
finally meet you.

CHANCE
Whoa, Anderson Cooper knows my 
name.

ANDERSON COOPER
Yes, of course the Anderson Cooper 
in your dream knows your name.

CHANCE
Got it, so what’s going on Coop? 
Can I call you Coop?

ANDERSON COOPER
No one calls me Coop!

CHANCE
Okay. Sorry, Mr. Anderson Cooper. 
What brings you to the jungle?

ANDERSON COOPER
The question is what brings you, 
Chance?

Anderson Cooper turns back towards the forest and continues 
to chop down vines with a machete. He leads Chance further in 
to the jungle.

CHANCE
That’s deep. I don’t know, I’ve 
never been to the jungle before.

ANDERSON COOPER
Correct, welcome to the jungle. You 
had a near death experience, 
Chance. 
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There’s a lot of things you haven’t 
done yet. You almost missed out.

CHANCE
But now I have more time, right? 

ANDERSON COOPER
That is if you wake up you do. You 
shouldn’t have fallen asleep with a 
concussion. Nevermind...

CHANCE
I see where you’re going with this. 
But I’m too fat to do anything! 
I’ve barely seen my feet in years, 
let alone can go see a jungle. I 
won’t even fit on a plane at my 
size.

Anderson smiles.

ANDERSON COOPER
Adventure, romance, life: these 
don’t happen when you sit around 
and wait for it. The only 
limitations you have are the ones 
you put on yourself, except for 
amusement park rides: those 
restrictions are for everyone’s 
safety. 

CHANCE
Wow, you’re pretty poignant, Dream 
Anderson Cooper.

ANDERSON COOPER
Life. What do you want to do with 
it?

CHANCE
You know what? I’m going to figure 
that out. I can make a list.

ANDERSON COOPER
Excellent, Chance. Sounds like a 
great plan. Do me proud. I must be 
off now.

CHANCE
Where you going Mr. Anderson?

ANDERSON COOPER
Where else? To fight and wrestle 
with jungle cats.
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CHANCE
No way!

Anderson charges ahead.

ANDERSON COOPER
Have at thee!

Anderson Cooper runs off screen, ROARS of fierce JUNGLE CATS 
echo off screen. Chance claps and cheers on wildly.

END DREAM 
SEQUENCE.

INT. DONUT SHOP - DAY

The Donut Shop is another run of the mill store in the same 
strip mall as the Rocket Burger. It’s decor is vibrant with 
shades of pink and its glass display is filled with marvelous 
baked goods.

Amongst the regular coffee drinkers is Chance at a table. 
Chance in his civilian garb scribbles madly onto a sheet of 
paper.

A barista KATIE carries a pink box of pastries over to 
Chance. She has beautiful dark hair, a few piercings, and a 
couple tattoos giving her a hot rock n’ roll vibe.  

KATIE
Here’s the Chance special.

Chance looks up and gleefully reaches for the box.

CHANCE
A dozen donuts! Thanks Katie.

KATIE
No problem. Although you didn’t 
come in yesterday, kind of threw 
off our baking projections for the 
day. We had a lot of donuts left 
over. Had to toss them away.

CHANCE
So you’re saying there are donuts 
available in the dumpster right 
now...

KATIE
I’d think twice about that Chance, 
the rats are pretty territorial out 
there.
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CHANCE
Rats.

KATIE
Sorry, heard about the choking 
thing. Feeling any better bud?

CHANCE
Yep.

Katie pulls out from her apron a folded up piece of paper.

KATIE
I drew a picture of you.

She shows Chance the picture. Chance sees the unflattering 
image of himself coughing up the chunk of burger. He 
sincerely reacts.

CHANCE
You really did some nice shading 
work on my belly there. You’re 
getting better. Class is paying 
off. Maybe your parent’s are wrong 
and art school isn’t a waste of 
time. I like it.

KATIE
Thanks? I guess.

Katie sits down across from Chance, who now has gone back to 
scribbling on his notebook paper.

KATIE (CONT’D)
What are you writing there? 

Chance looks up and takes a deep breath.

CHANCE
Anderson Cooper told me to make a 
list of things I want to do before 
I die.

KATIE
Weird, I didn’t know you guys were 
close.

CHANCE
I mean Dreamy Anderson Cooper.

KATIE
Not better. So what’s on the list?
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She leans over to look. Chance panics for a second and 
quickly crosses off an item on his list. What is he hiding?

CHANCE
It’s just a few things like: see 
the Taj Mahal, walk up the Eiffel 
tower, go to a water park, run up 
the steps like Rocky in Rocky 1, 
run up a snowy mountain like Rocky 
in Rocky 4, run on a beach with 
Carl Weathers like Rocky in Rocky 
3... 

KATIE
What’s stopping you?

CHANCE
I’m fat.

KATIE
Hadn’t noticed. How long were you 
waiting to tell me this?

CHANCE
I’m too fat to do anything, I don't 
know what to do.

KATIE
Have you thought of not eating so 
much? 

Katie yanks away the box of donuts, Chance whimpers like a 
hurt puppy.

KATIE (CONT’D)
And maybe you could join a gym?

CHANCE
What?!

KATIE
You’ve heard of gyms right? 
Otherwise we really do have a 
serious problem here.

CHANCE
I know what a gymnasium is.

KATIE
Why don’t you join Super Fitness? 
It’s in this same strip mall, not 
far from your work. It’s right over 
there. I think you can even get a 
personal trainer there. 
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CHANCE
Huh! Katie, you’re right. You’re 
like a less dreamy Anderson Cooper.

KATIE
I’ll accept that.

CHANCE
I’m gonna get slim, gonna complete 
my list, gonna go right now.

Chance gets up and walks out the donut shop door. He enters 
back in immediately and heads back to the table.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
One for the road.

Chance reaches in a grabs a donut, then two, and then the 
whole box. He exits.

EXT. SUPERMARKET - DAY

Out in front of the supermarket, another glorious part of the 
strip mall, stands JERROD. He is a plucky sixth grader 
holding out a box of candy bars.

An old lady passes by Jerrod entering the supermarket.

JERROD
Scuse me ma’am, would you like to 
buy a chocolate bar? The Youth 
Ministries is raising funds to 
remodel our teen center. 

The lady ignores Jerrod and enters the supermarket.

JERROD (CONT’D)
Old hag, sorry I’m not selling 
Necco wafers.

Chance speed walks into frame glistening with sweat.

JERROD (CONT’D)
Hey Chance! How you doing? Got your 
favorite chocolate bars, for you 
two for five dollars. Help send me 
to band camp.

CHANCE
Hey Jerrod, no can do. I’m on a 
mission, I’m going to sign up for a 
gym membership.
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Chance speed walks right past Jerrod.

JERROD
For reals?

CHANCE
I’m finally doing it.

Chance pumps his arms in the air and continues his strut.

JERROD
Ah snap, it’s a dark day everywhere 
for: Betty Crocker, Sarah Lee, 
Willy Wonka, Russel Stovers, The 
Keebler Elves, Wendy’s. Damn, and I 
was saving up for a Playstation.

INT. SUPER FITNESS - DAY

The Super Fitness center is buzzing with the sound of 
treadmills and free weights clanking together.

A scrawny OLD GUY struggles to do sit ups as SCOTT, a 
muscular, slicked-haired trainer, instructs the Old Guy.  

OLD GUY
I think I need my medicine.

SCOTT
You’re doing great. I got your 
medicine right here, in ball form, 
20 reps.

Scott drops off the medicine ball to Old Guy’s chest. Old Guy 
struggles even more.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
I’m the only doctor you need, the 
doctor of pain!

In the foreground enters a LITTLE PERSON dressed in a tank 
top and track pants. He carries a piece of paper in hand and 
exits the other side of the frame.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Come on, you got this, that’s one.

The old guy completes the rep and falls back to the floor.

A hot bodacious female GYM BUNNY walks past Scott and garners 
his attention. She steps on to an elliptical. 
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SCOTT (CONT’D)
Alright 19 more and I won’t snap 
you with a wet towel in the locker 
room, again. 

The old guy continues to struggle as Scott sidles over to the 
Gym Bunny who is starting her workout.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Hey there, the names Scott, if you 
wondering about personal training 
sessions here at Super Fitness, I 
can help you out.

The Gym Bunny smirks at Scott as she flips open her magazine.

The little person from before walks back across the 
foreground with his piece of paper still in hand.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
For starters, I can help you find 
your target heart rate. Would you 
like me to get your heart racing?

The Gym Bunny rolls her eyes and points to the Old Guy. Scott 
turns around to see his old pupil pinned to the ground and 
flailing under the medicine ball.

OLD GUY
Help me.

Scott rushes over and rescues the Old Guy.

SCOTT
Alright, good session today. Hit 
the showers champ. No seriously, 
wash that old man stink off.

Scott smacks the old guy on the butt.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
I’m just playing with you, see yah 
tomorrow.

Old frowns and shuffles off. 

The little person walks past again, this time with a step-
stool and the paper.

Scott takes notice this time of the little person, it’s his 
boss ROMAN.
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Roman places the stool down in front of a bulletin board. He 
steps up and tacks the paper to the board. In large print it 
reads “NOW HIRING MANAGER.”

Roman retrieves his stool and carries back through an Office 
Door labeled “OWNER.”

Scott rushes over to the board and rips down the bulletin.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
What? No way brah!

Over Scott’s shoulder stands FELICIA, a slender brunette 
holding a yoga matt. With a Super Fitness name tag it looks 
like she’s the resident yoga instructor.

FELICIA
Yes way brah. Boss is hiring a new 
manager.

SCOTT
Felicia, what happened to Doug?

FELICIA
He’s saw that internet video, and 
now he’s traveling to Africa to dig 
wells for villages. We had a whole 
going away cake and everything.

SCOTT
Oh, I thought we were just all 
really excited for Columbus Day or 
return of the McRib or something. 
That’s a federal holiday right?

Felicia shakes her head.

FELICIA
I really hope I don’t have to point 
out which one is the holiday. 
Regardless, Doug’s position just 
became vacant.

Scott crumples the flyer and heads towards Roman’s Office 
door.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

The office has strong man posters of Roman and wrestling 
trophies; looks like Roman was a competitor in his day.

Roman behind his desk flips through some paper work. Scott 
storms in.
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SCOTT
What’s this about an available 
manager position, Roman?

Roman looks up from his paperwork and takes off his reading 
glasses.

ROMAN
Have a seat, Scott.

Roman steps away from his desk, yes he has been standing this 
whole time behind it.

ROMAN (CONT’D)
It was unfortunate that we lost 
Doug. Hey! Would you like a sports 
drink? Try my latest formula?

SCOTT
Uh, sure man...

Roman walks over to the side of his office where various 
powders and mixing ingredients reside in some kind of 
supplement mad scientist laboratory. He mixes up his 
concoction in a cocktail shaker and delivers it to Scott.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
I thought the job was mine once the 
manger position opened up. I 
thought I was next in line. 

Scott sips the sports drink and instantly chokes on it.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Yak, tastes like a gym sock soaked 
in baby barf.

ROMAN
I was afraid of that. Too much 
rotten fish oil. Just kidding, it’s 
bovine testicle extract.

Scott is disgusted at first, but then thinks.

SCOTT
Is it good for you?

ROMAN
The FDA banned it, so probably.

Scott nods then moves on.
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SCOTT
The manager job, I’ve been here the 
longest. I have seniority. Plus, 
I’m one of your best trainers.

ROMAN
Scott, you’re an excellent 
employee, but you show no 
initiative.

SCOTT
I get results.

ROMAN
You’re great with the juice-heads, 
but you have no interest in any of 
the other clients. Your turnover 
rate is not stellar. We don’t want 
people getting pissed off and 
leaving over petty reasons, just 
like my drain of an ex-wife. She is 
the worst.

SCOTT
I get people all the time, they’re 
all soft and stuff. They leave 
cause they can’t cut it. Not my 
fault.

ROMAN
Scott, this gym is for everyone. I 
want a place that accepts everyone 
no matter how weak or strong, tall 
or short. That’s why I built this 
place, and to make money, and as a 
tax shelter from my ex-wife.

SCOTT
I know that.

Roman takes a swig of the new sports drink he just mixed and 
after a beat gracefully spits it back into his glass.

ROMAN
That’s is a truly awful sports 
drink. In this market, it might 
have a chance.

 He sets the drink down.

ROMAN (CONT’D)
The job is posted. I want to see 
who comes in. 
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If you really do want this, you’re 
going to have to get it together 
and show me one of these days.

INT. RECEPTION - DAY

Chance leans up against the reception desk and raises his arm 
pointing his index finger into the air.

CHANCE
One gym membership please.

DAPHNE, the bubbly receptionist looks up from her magazine 
and sizes up Chance.

DAPHNE
Oh my God, I have a giant stuffed 
bear I won from the state fair that 
looks just like you.

CHANCE
I get that a comparison a lot. 
Either that or a small Volskwagon.

DAPHNE
Really?

CHANCE
Yeah.

Daphne smiles and hands over a clipboard to Chance.

DAPHNE
Just fill out the application and 
we’ll get you started.

Chance grabs the pen and clipboard. He nods to Daphne and 
then back peddles over to the lobby chairs.

Chance takes the pen to the application but it seems to be 
out of ink. He shakes the pen and attempts to revive it’s 
writing function. 

DAPHNE (CONT’D)
Want another pen?

CHANCE
I got this. Just got to give it a 
little shake.

He furiously shakes the pen as he begins to lower into a 
chair. 
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He slams down onto the chair too fast. The cheap plastic 
buckles under his weight and he smashes into the ground. 

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Whoopsie-doodle.

DAPHNE
Oh my God.

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Roman and Scott heard the crash from the lobby.

SCOTT
What was that crash?

ROMAN
One of the vending machines tipped 
over!

INT. RECEPTION - DAY

Chance rolls himself off of the floor and looks down at the 
smashed chair.

CHANCE
I guess that chair didn’t work out.

Daphne’s jaw is still dropped.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Get it? Workout?

Daphne again.

DAPHNE
Oh my God.

Chance walks over with the clip board and he quickly 
scribbles.

CHANCE
Okay, all done.

Daphne snaps out of her trance from staring at the chair.

DAPHNE
Just need a form of payment, and I 
will call up a trainer to greet 
you.

Chance hands over a credit card, and Daphne pages the gym.
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Felicia walks up and greets Chance.

FELICIA
Hello my name is Felicia, welcome 
to Super Fitness.

Felicia extends her hand, Chance is too nervous to shake it, 
stunned by her beauty.

CHANCE
Whoa, you work here?

Daphne hands chance back his credit card and new gym 
membership card.

FELICIA
Yes I do. I’m a resident personal 
trainer and yoga instructor and 
teacher for many of our workout 
classes. Do you like yoga?

CHANCE
I like yogurt!

Felicia shoots Daphne a “What’s going on here” look. Daphne 
giggles at Chance. Chance feeling awkward looks at his watch.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Ahh crap, I’m late for work. I’ll 
be back tomorrow.

FELICIA
Welcome again, and feel free to ask 
any of the trainers in the blue 
shirts if you need any help.

Chance scuttles out the door.

FELICIA (CONT’D)
Think he’ll be back?

DAPHNE
Oh my God.

EXT. SUPERMARKET - DAY

Chance jumps up and down waving his membership card in the 
air like a golden ticket.

CHANCE
(singing)

I got a gym membership!
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He passes by Jerrod.

JERROD
Ah hell no. You know you have to go 
to the gym for it to work.

Jerrod upset, slams his candy bars to the ground as Chance 
passes. Chance comes jogging back to Jerrod.

CHANCE
What was that? Five for two?

JERROD
Was two for five when you was 
buying.

Jerrod smiles and nods. He picks up two chocolate bars and 
makes the monetary exchange with Chance. 

Chance jogs off again waving his gym membership and chocolate 
bars.

CHANCE
Nothings going to stop me now!

Chance bends over, and grabs his side.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
That’s a stitch, oh that burns 
deep.
 

Jerrod smiles and adds the five singles to his wad of cash as 
Chance again skips along.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. ROCKET BURGER - NIGHT

The last customer exits and Mr. Berg locks up the Rocket 
Burger entrance with his key.

Gregger and Chance are behind the counter cleaning up.

MR. BERG
Closing time boys.

CHANCE
Gregger, it’s your turn to mop.

GREGGER
Oh yeah? I’ll mop the floor with 
you. 

CHANCE
You’re going to beat me up?

GREGGER
No I mean we can mop together, I’ll 
mop the floor with you.

MR. BERG 
Gregger, stop goofin’ around I need 
Chance to do kitchen prep for the 
burger eating contest.

Gregger slumps off with the mop. Chance approaches his dad.

CHANCE
About that, pops. I don’t think I’m 
going to do the contest this year.

MR. BERG
What is the meaning of this? You’re 
a top contender. You and the 
Benihana kid with the bottomless 
stomach draw a big crowd. 

CHANCE
I’m trying to lose weight.

Mr. Berg laughs at the notion.

MR. BERG
The only thing I see you losing is 
a foot race. You look fine boy, 
like you’re old man.
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CHANCE
Not helping.

MR. BERG
I look good, you know it. And I 
know this is your year at the 
contest.

CHANCE
No can do, pop, I’m a gym member 
now.

MR. BERG
Is the gym aware of this?

CHANCE
Yeah, and I’m starting my new 
workout regimen tomorrow.

Mr. Berg heads for the door.

MR. BERG
Well, I’ll say this, You’re already 
a winner, Chance. Burger eating is 
what you do best. Sure, you always 
come in second, but you’re the best 
at doing that. I believe in you 
son. So, get your ass to the 
competition this weekend.

Chance looks bummed out as his father leaves.

GREGGER
You know what’s a good workout?

Chance turns to Gregger who is now manning a mop and bucket.

GREGGER (CONT’D)
Helping me mop the floor.

CHANCE
Shut up, Gregger.

INT. FITNESS CENTER - DAY

Chance walks amongst the fitness equipment sporting his 
clumsy workout outfit: Pajama pants with cartoon characters, 
and an old looking Hulkamania T-shirt.

He steps in front of the treadmill and stares it down.
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CHANCE
Not yet, better find something more 
my pace.

Chance laughs at his own joke. Patrons confusingly stare at 
Chance and he slinks away.

Chance sees a muscular guy finish up on the leg press 
machine, a device in which you lie on your back and push a 
set of weights upward with your legs. The muscular guy towels 
it off and Chance waddles over.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
You can sit down and workout? Sound 
good to me.

Chance squeezes himself into position under the leg press. 
His feet scoot into position against the metal plate. With a 
deep breath.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
One...

Chances leg’s compress holding the weight for a brief second. 
His chubby ankles quiver battling the force of gravity.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Uh Oh.

The weight begins to win the battle as Chance starts to be 
squashed like a human ball of Play-Doh.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Help! 

Scott rushes into the scene and lifts the press off of the 
constricted Chance.

SCOTT
What’s the matter with you? You’re 
going to break the equipment, dough 
boy. This is a leg press, not a 
panini press.

Chance rolls out of the machine and hops to his feet.

CHANCE
Sorry about that.

Chance pushes and finger into his belly button like someone 
would the Pilsbury dough boy.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
Woo who.
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Scott stares at him.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
You know, the dough boy...

Scott smiles, it just hit him, and points at Chance.

SCOTT
Wait, Fat Chance! From high school.

CHANCE
Oh no.

SCOTT
Oh yeah, Chance Berg, remember when 
the Titanic came out? We would yell 
down the hallway “Ice berg dead 
ahead!”

CHANCE
Who could forget.

SCOTT
Yeah, you worked at the Rocket 
Burger place over here. We used to 
roll through the drive thru and 
moon you. God, that was funny. What 
you doing now?

CHANCE
Working at the Rocket Burger place. 
I’m a manager now.

SCOTT
Cool, what the hell you doing here?

CHANCE
I don’t know.

SCOTT
Lost, huh?

CHANCE
I’m going to go get a donut, got to 
go... carb up, refuel.

Chance swiftly exits.

SCOTT
Classic Fat Chance.

Felicia, whom caught the tail end of Scott’s interaction with 
Chance, walks over to Scott.
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FELICIA
You know, Roman just brought in his 
first interview for the new manger 
position.

SCOTT
Damn it, Roman says I got to show 
initiative, being good with all 
members and crap.

Felicia shakes her head.

FELICIA
Like banishing our new heavy set 
member to donut land during their 
first day? Not the best move.

SCOTT
Oh, that’s why he was in here?

FELICIA
Yeah dum dum, he’s a perfect 
candidate. Roman would take notice 
if you can whip him into shape.

SCOTT
He already has a shape, round.

FELICIA
Think about it.

SCOTT
That’s a big ole tub of goo, but If 
I take him on, make him super fit, 
Roman would give me the manager 
spot?

FELICIA
And circle gets the square.

Scott dashes out of the fitness center.

INT. DONUT SHOP - DAY

Chance takes his regular seat at the donut shop, Katie walks 
over with the usual pink box.

CHANCE
Man am I exhausted, blood sugar 
getting low. Better make it a 
double.

Chance piles into a donut.
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KATIE
Oh yeah? On your first day working 
up a big sweat?

CHANCE
Yeah, just sweating from 
everywhere. Buckets of it. Sorry if 
I look gross.

KATIE
Nah, seems about normal.

CHANCE
I’m totally feeling swole. I can 
already feel my six pack coming in, 
wait, it might be just a hernia. 

Chance feels around for a hernia.

KATIE
I’m totally feeling lied to. You 
ran away didn’t you?

CHANCE
More like trotted away. Most 
exercise I got.

KATIE
You going back?

CHANCE
Nope. I felt like I didn’t belong, 
totally out of place. And this 
trainer guy kinda called me out on 
it.

KATIE
You’re cool to hang around here. 
Judgement free and all.

Scott burst into the Donut shop and quickly finds Chance.

SCOTT
Hey, Fat Chance, thought I’d find 
you here. 

Chance prairie dogs behind his donut box. Katie steps up.

KATIE
Stop! Name calling? Knock it off 
meathead, or I’ll knock you out.

Katie winds up.
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SCOTT
Whoa, pump the breaks million 
dollar baby. I come in peace. What 
is she? Your wife? 

Chance blushes even more.

CHANCE
Katie? She’s a friend form high 
school. 

KATIE
I had second period English with 
you senior year, Scott.

Scott looks her up and down.

SCOTT
Oh cool, can’t believe I forgot 
about you, not bad, tattoo rocker 
kinda your thing?

KATIE
Why do I bother communicating.

Chance steps in.

CHANCE
What do you want with me?

SCOTT
You’re in luck, Chance, I’m going 
to be you’re personal trainer. You 
even get a free session.

CHANCE
Huh?

SCOTT
You got gusto, coming into the gym 
all by yourself. But hey, I can 
take you to limit, help you out, 
get you fit.

CHANCE
Really? Why?

SCOTT
You’re my Mount Everest. I don’t 
care how many sherpas have to die 
were reaching the top.

CHANCE
You’re saying I’m a mountain?
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SCOTT
Hey I’m branching out here for once 
bud. It’s kinda rare for me. Take 
it or leave it.

KATIE
I think this passes off as sincere 
for this guy. 

SCOTT
Trust me, brah.

Chance looks at Katie then Scott, he knows they’re expecting 
his decision.

CHANCE
Okay.

Scott claps his hands together.

SCOTT
Alright, my man! Let’s go!

CHANCE
Now?

Scott pulls Chance by the arm out of the booth.

SCOTT
Yeah, now.

Scott attempts to rush Chance out of the Donut shop. Chance 
plucks a few more donuts out of the pink box until Scott 
pushes him forward to the exit.

INT. FITNESS CENTER - DAY

Scott and Chance are back in the fitness center workout room. 
Scott paces for a second trying to figure out what to do.

SCOTT
Hmm, where to start with our 
special project here.

Scott sizes up Chance, Chance gives a friendly wave to Scott.

CHANCE
Hello.

Scott frowns.

SCOTT
Are those pajama pants?
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CHANCE
Do you mean have I slept in them 
before? Then the answer is yes.

Scott shakes his head.

SCOTT
Okay, we’ll work on the attire 
later. Why don’t we layout our 
goals. What are your goals Chance?

CHANCE
To lose weight?

SCOTT
A bit obvious, brah. But lets get 
you focused on stuff that you hope 
to achieve with the weight loss. It 
makes for good motivation.

Chance lights up and reaches into his pocket. He reveals to 
Scott his folded up notebook paper.

CHANCE
I made a list of stuff I want to 
do. I told Anderson Cooper that I 
would.

He hands the paper to Scott. Scott nods.

SCOTT
Anderson Cooper, heh? I bet he gets 
all the ladies.

Scott looks over the list.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Eiffel Tower? I’ve done that one. 
Lots of movie references, these are 
pretty good goals. What’s this one 
you crossed out here?

Chance slightly embarrassed.

CHANCE
Oh, that one was, ask out a girl...

SCOTT
Oh yeah? That’s an easy one. We can 
make that happen.

Chance is gleeful.
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CHANCE
Cool, so what is your goal then 
Scott?

Scott is taken back.

SCOTT
I don’t know, no one has really 
asked me that before. I guess I 
want to open my own gym someday. 
That would be sweet or get my GED.

CHANCE
Neato.

Scott switches back to the list, diverting from himself.

SCOTT
But let’s focus on this one, walk 
on broken glass like Bruce Willis 
in Die Hard. That’s bad-ass.

This frightens Chance as Scott hands him back the list.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Let’s start with cardio. Sweat off 
some pounds to keep you light on 
your feet for walking on shattered 
glass.

Scott points to an exercise bike.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Alright, buddy, hop on the bike 
here.

Chance hesitates.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
What’s the matter?

CHANCE
I don’t know how to ride a bike.

SCOTT
It’s a stationary bike.

CHANCE
I’m a stationary kind of guy.

SCOTT
Then this should be perfect for 
you. Come on, you’re not going to 
fall over, just get on.

32.



CHANCE
Seat looks a little small.

SCOTT
Stop making excuses. You’re going 
to ride the bike like a big boy 
now.

CHANCE
I’m like the biggest boy there is.

SCOTT
Just get on!

Scott keeps Chance balanced as he swings one leg over the 
bike. Chance wobbles as he puts feet on the pedal. Scott 
slides Chance’s other shoe on to the opposite pedal. 

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Now spin.

Slowly but surely Chance starts to rotate the wheel of the 
bike. Scott holds onto the handle bars and seat like a father 
teaching a son to ride for the first time. It's working for 
Chance! Both of their spirits pick up. 

CHANCE
I’m doing it! I’m doing it! Don’t 
let go!

Scott stands by with his fists on his hips.

SCOTT
I already did.

Chance looks back at Scott who stands proudly behind like an 
adoring father. Chance widely grins. 

Suddenly, with one enthusiastic spin Chance puts all his 
weight down on one pedal. It breaks and the bike begins to 
tip over. 

CHANCE
I’m going down!

The bike, Chance, and Scott all spill onto the floor. Scott 
struggles to push Chance up and off him.

SCOTT
Damn it, brah. You behemoth, Move 
it!

They both get back on to their feet, they look at the broken 
bike.
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CHANCE
Oops.

SCOTT
Oops?! What happen to the bike 
seat?

Chance and Scott look around for a second, but then it hits 
both of them like a freight train. Scott points at Chance and 
then to his bottom. They jump around like little girls.

CHANCE
Cheesus!

SCOTT
Ew, gross man!

Chance plucks out the bike seat from his rear and drops it to 
the ground. Scott points to the exit.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Just get out of here, I’m done with 
you, Chance.

Chance, teary eyed, makes a dash out of the fitness center. 
After a few steps he bends over winded.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. OFFICE - DAY

Roman mixes up another batch of sports drink. Scott enters. 

SCOTT
Wanted to see me, Roman?

ROMAN
I just ordered a new leg press and 
now there’s a broken bike out there 
too?

SCOTT
I can explain.

Roman walks over to Scott and hands him  the cup of sports 
drink.

ROMAN
Try this first.

SCOTT
Does it taste like cat piss?

ROMAN
It’s diluted enough, try it.

Scott takes a sip and really likes it.

SCOTT
That’s great!

ROMAN
I know, it’s just Kool-Aid. They 
sure know how to make sugar water.

Scott finishes up the Kool-Aid.

SCOTT
The bike got smashed by this guy I 
was trying to train. He’s like 500 
hundred pounds and crushed the damn 
thing.

ROMAN
Get out of town, 500 pounds?

SCOTT
He’s pretty big.
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ROMAN
And he wants to train at my gym? He 
wants to work with you?

SCOTT
Yeah, he did.

ROMAN
I’ve been wanting to break into the 
super plus sized crowd for awhile. 
If we can only break into that 
market of non-traditional fitness 
members. They come once year but 
pay every month. All the money and 
none of the work just like my ex-
wive. 

SCOTT
That ex-wife really did a number on 
you. 

ROMAN
We got to get those heavies in 
here. Just imagine those fat bodies 
bouncing up and down on those 
machines out there.

SCOTT
Let’s not actually imagine that.

ROMAN
Oh no, I’m totally seeing that in 
my head. Those giant bodies 
undulating side to side. Their 
pendulous breasts in an unholy 
rhythm. Business would be booming.

SCOTT
I could work with, Chance, the big 
guy, and we can promote how much 
weight he’s losing. Maybe, that 
could draw in new members.

ROMAN
Scott that’s brilliant. He will be 
like our Subway Jared but with even 
more sexual ambiguity. I mean, 
that’s exactly what I was thinking. 

SCOTT
Cool man, but I kinda yelled at him 
to get out. I blamed him for the 
bike, made him feel bad.
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ROMAN
Scott, you can’t do that! You got 
to make him believe in himself. 
Give him the power to succeed. 
People didn’t believe in me at 
first to be a great wrestler, 
because of the fact that I'm a bit 
smaller than everyone else. 

SCOTT
Hadn’t notice.

ROMAN
But Look at those medals and 
trophies here. I overcame my 
shortness and built this gym here 
so others can do the same.

SCOTT
You want people to become taller?

ROMAN
Metaphorically, now go out there 
and get that tubby back. Chase down 
that chubby. Be our number one 
chubby chaser.

All fired up, Scott exits.

EXT. ROCKET BURGER - DAY

The parking lot has been transformed into the big event: 
Rocket Burger’s burger eating competition. There’s a stage 
for the contest with a small crowd gathering around it.

EXT. SIDE STAGE - DAY

Mr. Berg and Chance stand off to the left of the stage; it’s 
time for the pep talk.

MR. BERG
There he is, Chance.

CHANCE
Shiro Nagaguchi!

They look over to a smug Japanese man SHIRO, he is tiny in 
stature but compensates with a female model on each of his 
arm. He wears dark shades and a T-shirt that reads “I’m 
Hungry.”
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CHANCE (CONT’D)
I don’t know, dad. Shiro Nagaguchi, 
I think he’s hungrier than I am.

MR. BERG
That’s just intimidation tactics. 
You can beat Sumo Tamagotchi. I 
believe in you son. You got this. 
Time for me to sell some burgers.

Mr. Berg wanders off leaving Chance. Chance pulls his list 
out of his pocket holding it in both hands.

CHANCE
So much for this.

Chance begins to tear the paper as Scott rushes in. Scott has 
a bag in his hand.

SCOTT
Hey, brah! What are you doing to 
your list?

CHANCE
I’m tearing it up because I’m a 
loser and I’ve lost all hope.

SCOTT
Don’t do it, hear me out first.

Chance is intrigued.

CHANCE
Go on.

SCOTT
I’m sorry I yelled at you. I get 
that it’s going to be an uphill 
battle for you. It’s not going to 
be easy for either of us. They’ll 
have to be a couple of adjustments 
on the way. But when you fall off 
the bike you got to pick it up and 
get back on.

Scott hands over the bag.

CHANCE
What’s this?

SCOTT
Open it smart guy.
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Chance reaches into the bag and pulls out a super wide bike 
seat for the exercise bike.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
I think that’ll be wide enough. So 
do you still want to be a quitter?

CHANCE
You’re right, I don’t want to be a 
quitter. Partners?

Chance holds out his hand. Scott shakes Chances hand.

SCOTT
Alright, now let’s forget this 
eating contest and start your 
training.

CHANCE
But wait, if I leave wouldn’t that 
make me a quitter and a loser for 
the burger competition? I’m 
confused, am I not a quitter 
anymore?

SCOTT
Oh yeah.

Scott thinks.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Well I'm not gonna let you be a 
quitter at this either. Screw it, 
you can be a winner here today, 
diet starts tomorrow.

CHANCE
Diet!?

Mr. Berg announces the competition and calls out Chances 
name.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
I don’t think I can do this. That 
Asian kid smokes me every year.

SCOTT
Hey, we’re partners now, I’m right 
behind you.
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EXT. MAIN STAGE - MOMENTS LATER

Chance and Scott take their positions on stage next to the 
other competition eaters. Stack of burgers on trays sit in 
front of competitors. Each has a counter next to them set at 
the zero mark. 

Shiro and Chance lock eyes. Shiro whispers to one of his 
models and points at Chance. Shiro and the models laugh at 
Chance. This fuels Chance’s rage.

With the blow of a whistle the competition begins. The 
competitors dive into the burgers. 

EXT. CROWD - DAY

In the crowd Jerrod wanders the masses.

JERROD
Place your bets! Shiro versus 
Chance; Goliath versus Godzilla. Or 
maybe bet on one of the other guys. 
Press your luck. 

Jerrod starts collecting money from the degenerates in the 
audience. Mr. Berg pushes his way into the crowd and finds 
Jerrod.

MR. BERG
Jerrod, you could get in big 
trouble gamblin’ on my competition.

JERROD
It’s what the people demand. They 
want to see some action. How else 
am I going to raise money for the 
boys and girls club.

Jerrod collects another bet and Mr. Berg sees the wad of 
money being collected.

MR. BERG
Damn it Jerrod, I’ll believe that 
after you invite me to choir and 
band camp recitals. If you’re going 
to be entrepreneurial make yourself 
useful and hand out these flyers 
while you’re at it.

Mr. Berg stuffs a stack of rocket burger papers in Jerrod's 
hands.
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MR. BERG (CONT’D)
And put me down for twenty on 
Chance.

JERROD
You got it, Mr. B.

Jerrod Counts his stack of money.

JERROD (CONT’D)
And put me down for a new 
playstation.

EXT. MAIN STAGE - DAY

The competition clock is down to the final thirty seconds. 
Chance is worn out and Shiro has slowed to a crawl. Their 
burger counts show Shiro at 34 burgers and Chance at 32 
burgers. 

CHANCE
I can’t do it. I got burger lodged 
in my heart.

SCOTT
You can’t stop now. Shiro is done 
for. I've seen this before, he’s 
got the meat sweats. He’s not 
moving. He looks like you on that 
bike.

They look over at Shiro whom wipes sweat from his brow. Shiro 
removes his sunglasses and leans back.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
The glasses are off! He’s done! Now 
is your time to make a move.

CHANCE
I don’t know.

SCOTT
What would Anderson Cooper do?

Chance nods and stuffs the burgers in his mouth. As the 
seconds count down he fits burger 35 in his mouth.

The crowd erupts. Shiro is defeated. Mr. Berg collects his 
money from Jerrod. Scott holds up Chance’s arm. 

SCOTT (CONT’D)
You’re a winner, brah!
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The crowd chants Chance’s names.

A ghostly image of Anderson Cooper (Chance’s Obi Wan Kenobi) 
nods in approval. Suddenly, he starts to fight with jungle 
cats and then fades away.

Chance pumps his arms in the air, a truly happy moment. When 
suddenly nausea hits in and Chance barfs up 35 burgers 
quickly dispelling the crowd.

INT. RECEPTION - DAY

A small crowd of fitness members has amassed in the lobby 
including Roman, Felicia, Daphne, Mr. Berg, Jerrod, and Katie 
as they gather in front Scott and Chance. 

Chance stands in front of a large scale in his pajama pants 
and Hulkamania shirt.

SCOTT
Thanks for everyone coming today. 
We hope all of you join with us and 
lose weight along with Chance. If 
he can lose you can lose to. 

They all clap for Chance.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Time for the first official weigh 
in. Go ahead, Chance, step on the 
scale.

Chance nods and steps on the scale. It reads 456.2 pounds.

CHANCE
Wait a second.

Chance steps off the scale and pulls from his pocket two 
candy bars, pack of gum, and a can opener. He passes them to 
Scott and jumps back on the scale.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
I should take off all my clothes 
like to pros do.

SCOTT
No!

His new weight is 456.1 pounds. Scott takes out a sharpie and 
marks it on an official weight tracking chart in the lobby.
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SCOTT (CONT’D)
Okay, so we have a long road ahead 
of us. Thanks everyone.

The crowd disperses. Chance approaches Scott.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Alright, time to get to work.

CHANCE
Should we do something on the list?

Chance pulls out the list and hands to Scott.

SCOTT
I don’t know, most of these are 
gibberish: Be Batman?

Chance gasps.

CHANCE
You don’t Batman?!

Scott thinks for a second and see’s a GYM HOTTY walk by. He 
looks back at the list and it clicks. Scott gets her 
attention.

SCOTT
Have you met my friend Chance? He 
wants to ask you something.

Scott points to the list, Chance understands and chokes out 
his question.

CHANCE
Hi, we just met, but would you like 
to go out sometime?

The Gym Hotty looks at Chance in disgust.

GYM HOTTY
Uhh... No.

She walks away from the two. Scott looks defeated. Chance 
stares at the ground.

CHANCE
I asked out a girl...

Chance jumps up.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
I did it! I asked out a girl!
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Scott’s embarrassed and buries his head into his hand as 
Chance pumps his fist into the air.

CHANCE (CONT’D)
That was exhausting, time to hit 
the showers.

FADE TO BLACK.

SUPERIMPOSE WEIGHT COUNTER - CURRENT WEIGHT 456.1 LBS

END OF SHOW
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