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FADE IN

INT. ARENA - ON STAGE - NIGHT

JOHNNY ROCK, 50s, basks in glory, the arena chants his name.

Arms extended, a crucifixion pose.  Eyes closed, his head 
rests back on his shoulders.  

Sweaty, long hair plasters his face.  Drenched clothes stick 
to his rock n roll frame. 

A lone stage light gives him a larger than life silhouette.

INT. ARENA - IN THE AUDIENCE - SAME

Deafening cheers.  Screams.  Applause.  

An iPhone frames Johnny.  Continuous pictures.  Close ups.  
Full stage.  Other band mates.  Back to Johnny.

Focus on the silhouette.  Picture.  Zoom in.  Picture.  And 
again, until Johnny's face fills the frame as he indulges his 
fame.  Picture.

Opens his eyes, seems to look right at the phone.  Picture.

INT. ARENA - ON STAGE - CONTINUOUS

He scans the audience even though the stage lights blind him.

JOHNNY
So good to be home.  I love you LA!  
Good night!

He looks to his bandmates.  Beckons them forward.

His drummer and bass player join him.  Smiles all around.  
Arm in arm, they bow.

The drummer tosses his sticks into the crowd.  The bass 
player flicks his pick.

Johnny gives one more beautiful smile.  The crowd eats it up.  
They wave.  Walk off stage as a team.

INT. ARENA - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT

Except for Johnny, the smiles disappear off stage.  
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The trio steps right into a hurricane better known as CANDY 
PEPPER, 50s, John's wife and sometimes better half.

Candy holds a guitar like a weapon.  Her stage makeup smeared 
from tears and rage.

Johnny stops short.  His bandmates desert him, scatter.  

Candy winds up to smash Johnny with the guitar.  

Johnny swoops in before she can land a blow.  Grabs the 
guitar with one hand, pulls her close with the other.

JOHNNY
I know, babe, I know.

Candy struggles to free herself.

JOHNNY
Come on, don't be this way.

The drummer and bass player look at each other, mouth the 
next words as Johnny snuggles in tight to Candy.

JOHNNY
You're my girl.

Candy relents.  Relaxes.  Johnny takes the guitar from her.

CANDY
You promised.  

JOHNNY
The crowd was awesome.  

CANDY
That you'd bring me out.

JOHNNY
I'm their god.

CANDY
But no... again...

The boys wander away.  Scoff at the game they've seen played 
over and over.

JOHNNY
Next time, babe.  Get high with me.



3.

INT. DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT

ROCKY LAMB (the drummer), 30s, lithe like a feral cat, 
stretches on the floor.  Towel around his neck.

BRONCO BATES (the bass player), 30s, like his role on stage, 
always holds down the bottom, drinks a beer.

Johnny bursts in.  Joint in mouth, bottle of whiskey in one 
hand, Candy on his arm.  More than a little stoned.

What was sleek and edgy on stage is gaunt and weathered off.

JOHNNY
Fucking awesome!

A towel hits Johnny smack dab in the face.

He pulls the towel from his face.  Checks his joint.  Turns 
his gaze - it has to be Rocky.  

ROCKY
I quit!

Johnny laughs.  Candy gets in Rocky's face in an instant.

CANDY
You're shit!  

BRONCO
How long have we backed you up?

CANDY
Just a fucking drummer!

BRONCO
We love you.

Johnny stops laughing.  Confused.

BRONCO
Aren't we a band?  

Johnny looks to Rocky.  Rocky looks down, stretches.

JOHNNY
Did you hear them?  Who's name do 
they chant?

He looks at Candy in disbelief.

JOHNNY
I'm a big fucking deal--
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Johnny flings the whiskey bottle.  It shatters on the wall 
above Rocky's head.

JOHNNY
There's your fucking spotlight!

Candy takes the hint.  Grabs his hand, steps through the 
door, Johnny in tow.  He looks back at his mates, wounded.  

He steps through and slams the door behind him.

HALLWAY

BRONCO (O.S.)
We.  Just sayin'.

SID BARROW, 40s, he of the perpetual cheese eating grin, 
barrels towards Johnny and Candy.

SID
Brilliant!  Amazing!  What a show--

Johnny pushes Sid out the way without a word.  

Sid looks at Candy.

CANDY
Get us some new players.

Sid watches as Candy scurries after Johnny.

SID
Do I get Rocky and Bronco day jobs?

EXT. GARDEN - DAY

GRACE SUMMERS, 20s, seemingly always happy without trying, 
looks through a long camera lens into a flower bush. 

Clicks picture after picture.

Stops, looks over her camera.  A butterfly rests on her lens.

GRACE
Well hello, beautiful.  

Grace softly shoos it.  Snaps pics as it flutters away.

It lands on a branch.  Grace's phone buzzes.  The butterfly 
takes off.  Grace answers.
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GRACE
Tell me you're not just getting up?  
So jealous.  The drums are still 
pounding in my head.

Grace searches for the butterfly.

GRACE
Yes, some great ones.  No, no time.  
I'll post them and be home later.  
Gotta run!

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - BEDROOM - DAY

A humongous room.  Sparsely decorated but what he does have 
is the finest of things.  Like a bachelor pad only the 
bachelor is insanely rich.

Clothes drape furniture.  Blinds half open.  Ashtrays full.  
Empty wine and champagne bottles scattered about.  

Coke residue and a rolled up dollar bill sit on a mirror.

Johnny groans as he opens his eyes.  Candy, also a mess but 
awake, stares at him.

JOHNNY
Do I look as bad as you?

CANDY
Worse.  Let's go.

Johnny's confused.

CANDY
Don't tell me.  

Johnny braces himself.  Fire shoots from Candy's eyes.

CANDY
You said... you had Sid book a 
studio... 

Johnny rises slowly, ambles to Candy, puppy dog eyes.

CANDY
Fuck you!

She pushes him away.

CANDY
When is it going to be my turn?
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JOHNNY
Fancy a little breakfast?

Candy fumes.  She whirls, stomps out the room.

Johnny looks at the mirror.  Licks his finger, runs it 
through the residue.  Rubs that finger on his gums. 

JOHNNY
Anybody here?

No answer.

JOHNNY
My liver hurts.

INT. DIVE BAR - DAY

Much like the clientele, it's dusty, dingy and decrepit.  

Everything, that is, except an acoustic guitar encased in 
glass, high up behind the bar.

MIKE THE BARTENDER, 50s, scrolls through his phone while 
Johnny holds court at the end of the bar.

JOHNNY
Everything about it.

(to Mike)
Another one.  Buy the bar.

Mike scans the empty bar.  Only Johnny and two day drinkers.  

KOBY JONES, 20s, rail thin like his every meal comes in a 
glass, hangs on every word.

BUSTER, just Buster, who's lived a hard life and might be 
thirty or maybe seventy, pretends not to listen.

KOBY
No way.

Mike slides drinks in front of them.

JOHNNY
I hate it all.

Johnny's phone buzzes on the bar.  He looks at it - Sid.  
Sets it back on the bar.

Buster grows visibly tense.
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JOHNNY
The studio.  Performing.  Tours.  
Hotels.  Paparazzi.

KOBY
The money?  The women?  Fame?  
Dude, chicks!

Buster grumbles under his breath, reaches into his pocket.  
Pulls out a switchblade.

JOHNNY
I'm great at it, but fuck it all.

KOBY
No way, dude.

With speed unexplained, Buster leaps from his bar stool and 
has his knife to Johnny's throat.  Blood trickles.

BUSTER
You sure?

Koby goes wide eyed.  

Johnny and Buster stare each other down.  Neither flinches.

A brief sliver of light enters the bar as the front door 
opens and shuts.

SID (O.S.)
There you are.

BUSTER
Say the word.

Sid puts his hand on Buster's.  Slowly brings the knife down.

SID
Let me guess.  Something Johnny 
said?

Buster reclaims his bar stool.  Johnny leans in close to him.

JOHNNY
Maybe I'm just the greatest damn 
actor ever.

Johnny and Sid head for the door.

BUSTER
(grumbles to himself)

And you'll piss that away, too.
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Mike the Bartender doesn't look up from his phone.

MIKE THE BARTENDER
Hey?!

JOHNNY
Put it on Johnny Rock's tab.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Immaculate and stylish.  This place has a woman's touch.

Grace drops her keys on the table.  Gently sets down her 
camera bag.

GRACE
Hello?

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - BATHROOM - DAY

Condensation drips from the mirrors and covers the walls as 
the shower runs.

A single silhouette shows through the shower glass.

Grace quickly disrobes, opens the shower door.

GRACE
I'm feeling... dirty.

She steps in.  The shower silhouette is now two.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Hair wrapped in a towel, Grace sits on the couch in her 
favorite, oversized sweatshirt.  Sets her wine on an ottoman.  

GRACE
I'd rather not.

Grace paints the toenails in her lap.

GRACE
My parents cover the phone and the 
rent.  We don't need this.

ANGIE ROGERS, 20s, hair also in a wrap, lies on the other 
end.  Scrolls her phone with one hand, wine in the other.

A what-you-see-is-what-you-get person, Angie's a five foot 
nothing spitfire, as blunt as the day is long.
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ANGIE
Friggin' amazing!

Angie looks over her phone at Grace.

ANGIE
You're an artist.

Grace sets the polish down and snuggles close to Angie.  Uses 
that voice you save for someone special.

GRACE
Let's skip it.  A little more wine, 
some take out.  Magic fingers.

Angie wiggles away from temptation.

ANGIE
Hell no, the world needs to see--  

GRACE
You'll have my full attention.

ANGIE
That my gal is the shit.

Grace peeks at the phone.

GRACE
Three hundred forty-three likes is 
nothing to sneeze at.

ANGIE
Plus, she offered to help.  We're 
going.  Put something slinky on, 
the bitch likes cleavage.

Grace fakes a huff, which becomes a grin.  Angie takes her in 
as Grace turns toward the bedroom.  

ANGIE
I love to watch you leave.

Angie looks back to her phone.

ANGIE
Instagram, meh.  

Angie taps furiously on her phone.  Places it on the table.

ANGIE
There.

(calls out)
(MORE)
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ANGIE (CONT’D)
You know what?  We might have time 
for those magic fingers after all.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - NIGHT

Johnny sips a beer in the booth.  Watches through the window 
as Candy and several studio musicians play.

Sid sits on a couch in the back, scrolls his phone.

Johnny winces, looks at the engineer.  Presses the intercom.

JOHNNY
(screams)

Fuck!

The band stops, looks at the booth.  The engineer hits stop.  

Sid sets his phone on the board, steps to Johnny.

JOHNNY
It's shit.  You suck.  Get out of 
the business. 

Candy shoots daggers at him.

The DRUMMER, 20s, wiry and off kilter, points his drum stick 
at the booth.

DRUMMER
You could do better, old fucker?

Johnny looks at Candy.

JOHNNY
It's not you, love.  Well, maybe a 
little.  It's all so peculiar.

DRUMMER
Has been.

Candy looks to the drummer with a quick smile - thanks.

It sets Johnny off.  He's through the door and into the --

STUDIO

in a flash.  Flings his beer at the drummer.

The drummer blasts through his drum kit, races to Johnny.

No one reacts as they collide.  Two guys with no business 
fighting roll around on the floor.
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But Johnny is older and wasted.  The drummer gets the upper 
hand.  Punches Johnny several times.

Candy comes to Johnny's rescue.  Knocks the drummer off him.

CANDY
Asshole!

(to Johnny)
Baby?  Are you okay?

Johnny blushes.  Pushes Candy away.  Stands and turns.

JOHNNY
Fucking clown show.

The drummer breathes heavily, resets his kit.  

The other musicians settle back into place.

Candy watches Johnny step back into the booth.  She scans her 
backing band.  Looks to the booth.

CANDY
Again!

The engineer nods.  Hits record.  The band plays.  Johnny 
steps into the --

BOOTH

JOHNNY
Jesus Christ!

Looks at Sid's phone on the board.  It shows Grace's concert 
silhouette picture.

Grabs the phone, plops onto the couch.  Scrolls the pictures.

JOHNNY
What the fuck is this?

SID
Your Twitter.

Johnny looks at Sid, confused.

SID
I have a kid handle it.

JOHNNY
Who took these?
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SID
Posted by @angiebaby.

(shrugs)
Whatever that means.

JOHNNY
I want them.  How do I get them?

Another shrug from Sid.  Reaches for his phone.

SID
I'll call the kid.

Johnny ignores Sid, entranced by the pictures.

JOHNNY
Somebody get me a fucking beer!

EXT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Clean lines.  Modern light.  Beautiful people quietly inspect 
works of art, look sophisticated.

Grace chews on the straw in her drink.  Tugs on her dress.  
Watches Angie talk to an exquisite woman in the distance.  

Feels someone nearby.  Turns to find a stylish MAN, 50s, next 
to her.

STYLISH MAN
Beautiful.

Grace looks at the work in front of them.

GRACE
Yes, it is.

STYLISH MAN
I wasn't referring to the piece.

Grace smirks.  Looks back to Angie, who waves her over.

GRACE
I'm with someone.

Grace winds through the crowd until she reaches Angie.

ANGIE
Grace Summers meet Avalina 
Barrington.  Avalina, this is who I 
was talking about.
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Grace smiles, extends her hand to the woman who looked so 
exquisite from afar.  Up close, AVALINA BARRINGTON, 50s, is 
an old face atop a young body.

Avalina devours Grace with her eyes, perks up.

Angie notices.  Tries to deflect.

ANGIE
She's amazing.  Picasso with a 
camera... has Keith Harring's... 
hey!  Eyes over here.

Avalina snaps out of it.  Looks to Angie then back to Grace.

AVALINA
Have I seen your work anywhere?

GRACE
Do you follow me on Instagram?

AVALINA
Do I look like a teenager?

ANGIE
Chest down maybe--

Grace touches Angie's arm as Avalina calls out.

AVALINA
Belle!

BELLE NOIR, 20s, a seemingly out-of-place nerd with a huge 
chest, appears at Avalina's side.  Nose in her phone.

AVALINA
Instagram.

Belle scrolls deftly.  Scrunches her face.  Looks up.

BELLE
Flat.

AVALINA
Flat.

BELLE
Pedestrian.

AVALINA
Pedestrian.

BELLE
Doesn't know who she is...

Angie puts her hand to Belle's mouth.  Belle's eyes twinkle, 
fights to hide a smile.
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ANGIE
We get it.

(to Avalina)
Those were taken with her phone.

Avalina looks Grace up and down one more time.

AVALINA
I might reconsider if you were to 
bring some of your work by.  Alone.

Angie fumes.

ANGIE
You're going to regret this.  She's 
fucking amazing!

EXT. GARDEN - CONTINUOUS

Grace sits on a bench while Angie paces in a circle.  

ANGIE
Like I wasn't even there.

Grace lights a joint, takes a quick hit.

GRACE
Here.  Calm yourself.

Angie does as told.  Big hit.  Holds it.  Breathes it out.

GRACE
Now sit.  

Grace stops, pulls out her phone.  Selfie time.

GRACE
Hide that.

Heads together.  Grace smiles.  Angie smiles, sort of.  

Grace takes picture.  Looks at it.  Shows it to Angie.

GRACE
You're so cute when you're mad.

Posts it to Instagram with the caption, "My hero!"

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT

The gals lie in bed.  Look at their phones.
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Grace shows hers to Angie.

GRACE
See, forty people already love us.  

ANGIE
Oh, by the way.

Angie shows Grace her phone.

ANGIE
I kinda tweeted out your pics.  
Better chance of them going viral.

Grace smiles at Angie.

GRACE
Thirteen likes.  Shared nine times.  
Stop the presses!

Sets her phone on the nightstand.  Snuggles in close.  Gives 
Angie a dirty, sexy grin.  Rubs her fingers together.

Angie drops her phone.  Flips off the light.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - NIGHT

Johnny lies on the couch, smokes a joint.

BRAD WILKINS, 20s, bored like any good college intern should 
be, types on Sid's phone.

Johnny talks between puffs, exhales as he does.

JOHNNY
Send her an email.

BRAD
Like, can't do that.

JOHNNY
Put your number out there.  Have 
her call you.

BRAD
Know anything about the internet, 
Elvis?  Not a good idea.

JOHNNY
I want those pictures!

BRAD
Word.
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JOHNNY
What?!  Sid?!

BRAD
Crypt Keeper, chill.  I got this.

Sid steps to Johnny to calm him.

SID
Let boy wonder explain.

BRAD
First, we followed her.  Then we, 
like, liked her tweet.  And, we 
shared it with your two million 
plus followers.  Sweet, right? 

JOHNNY
I have two million followers?  Who 
do what?

BRAD
Wait on your every tweet.

JOHNNY
I don't tweet.

BRAD
That's legit.

JOHNNY
I want to tweet.  Tweet out, e 
pluribus rock!

Johnny cracks himself up.

BRAD
No.

JOHNNY
Tweet it.  It's funny.

BRAD
(dismissive)

Old people funny.  At best.

Johnny ignores him.  Takes another hit.

BRAD
We told all our followers to follow 
her.  Like, here and Instagram.
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JOHNNY
(to Sid)

Insta-fucka-what?

Sid shakes his head.

BRAD
Finally, I PM'd her to meet.

Johnny starts to ask but stops.

BRAD
And I'll let you know when I hear 
from her.

JOHNNY
And if you, like, don't?

BRAD
Good one, pops.  We will.

Johnny waits for the reason.

BRAD
You're Johnny fucking Rock!

Brad won Johnny over.  Johnny smiles, takes a big hit.  Holds 
it, proudly.  Of course I am.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - DAY

Grace awakens to Angie's stare.  Angie beams at her.

ANGIE
You're gonna shit.

GRACE
Morning boogers again?

Angie thrusts her phone in Grace's face.

ANGIE
We're trending!

Angie's giddy.  Bounces excitedly.

Grace, still sleepy, takes the phone.  Can't focus.  

ANGIE
Johnny likes your photos and shared 
my tweet.  Then a shit ton of his 
followers shared it too.
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GRACE
Really?

Grace puts down Angie's phone, grabs hers.  Opens Instagram.

GRACE
Triple the followers?!

ANGIE
That's not the best part.

Grace looks up from her phone.  Gobsmacked.

ANGIE
He wants to meet.

GRACE
Who?

ANGIE
Johnny!

GRACE
No.

ANGIE
Yes.

GRACE
For real?

Angie can barely hold in her excitement as she nods.

GRACE
I want to scream.

ANGIE
Me too!

So they do, until they can scream no more.

EXT. DIVE BAR - DAY

Grace and Angie look at the front door.  Confused.

GRACE
This can't be right.

Angie looks at her phone, then back at the door.

ANGIE
It's what they texted.
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GRACE
The world's biggest rock star is 
not in here.  Can't be.

ANGIE
Only one way to find out.

INT. DIVE BAR - CONTINUOUS

Mike the Bartender scrolls his phone.  Johnny and Buster sit 
at one end of the bar.  Candy and Sid share a small table.

BAR

Johnny's in Buster's ear.  

JOHNNY
It's all shit.   You know that?

Buster wants none of it.

JOHNNY
Music used to mean something, you 
know.  Change lives, change the 
fucking world.

Johnny gulps his drink.

JOHNNY
Now...

BUSTER
Never knew you to be such a hippie.

TABLE

Candy looks over at Johnny, leans in close to Sid.

CANDY
Never.  Follows.  Through.

SID
I know, darling.

CANDY
I love him and all, but I need to 
express myself.

SID
Perhaps--

CANDY
You'll help me, right?
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Sid tries to find the words to massage this when a sliver of 
light shoots through the bar.

FRONT DOOR

Grace and Angie take in their surroundings.

GRACE
I take it back.  This place has--

ANGIE
Hello?

TABLE

Sid looks to the door.  Rises.

SID
Hello!  Back here.  Come, come.

BAR

Johnny doesn't notice.

JOHNNY
What?  I can't be artistically 
ambitious without being overly 
pretentious?

Buster cracks a smile, then hides it.

Johnny slams his drink.

FRONT DOOR

Angie greets Sid.  Leaves Grace to admire the bar.

GRACE
--character.

SID
You must be our photographer.  Sid 
Barrow.  Charmed.

ANGIE
I'm Angie.  I only posted them.  

(nods back to Grace)
That spicy sausage is the artist.

Candy steps next to Sid.  Turns on the charm.

CANDY
I'm--
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Grace steps up.

GRACE
My God, you don't have to introduce 
yourself.  Hi.  I'm Grace.

SID
Let me just say I'm impressed with 
your work.

Grace shoots Angie a sexy, little smile.

Candy notes the electricity between them.

SID
Let's get you to the man himself.

Sid turns but Candy grabs his arm.

CANDY
You'll help me, right?

Sid offers a noncommittal shrug, turns away.

BAR

Mike slides drinks to Buster and Johnny's empty spot.

SID
Where's he?

Buster nods towards the bathroom.

INT. MENS ROOM - SAME

Johnny pees into the urinal.  Rests his head on the wall 
behind it.

JOHNNY
Why do I do this?

INT. DIVE BAR - CONTINUOUS

Johnny steps from the men's room to find all eyes on him.  
Except Grace.  She's transfixed by the guitar over the bar.

Johnny discreetly checks his fly.  Puts on the bravado.

JOHNNY
Did I miss a meeting or are you 
fascinated that I took a wiz?
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CANDY
Cut it.  They're here.

SID
Yes, come over and meet Grace.  She 
took those lovely photos.

Johnny steps to Angie.

JOHNNY
(sarcastic)

So nice to make your acquaintance.

Angie shakes his hand.

ANGIE
I'm Angie.  She's the one you want.

Johnny looks past Angie to Grace, still enraptured by the 
glass encased guitar.

GRACE
Tell me that's the one...

Grace turns her head to Johnny.  For once, he's speechless.  
Smitten by her.  Doesn't hide it.

Candy notices.  Bites her lip.

GRACE
...you wrote "Willing to Die" on.

Johnny glances at Buster through the corner of his eye.

JOHNNY
That'd be it.

Buster tenses, grunts.  Knocks his drink over.  Kicks the bar 
stool out from under him.  Stomps away.

Mike the Bartender quietly cleans up the mess.

ANGIE
What's his issue?

GRACE
I have to come back and get a shot 
of that.  Of this whole place.

JOHNNY
Whatever you want, love.

Candy pushes Sid between Grace and Johnny.



23.

SID
Right.  Shall we get down to brass 
tacks?

(to Mike the Bartender)
Set us up.  Over there.

JOHNNY
Yes, your finest champagne.

Mike the Bartender shoots Johnny a look.

MIKE THE BARTENDER
Don't be a dick.

Angie pulls Grace aside, whispers.

ANGIE
Let me do the talking.

MIKE THE BARTENDER
You should know better than anyone, 
we don't serve that at this joint.

Johnny leads Grace away from Angie, into a chair next to him.

JOHNNY
Why must you embarrass me in front 
of our lovely guests.

INT. DIVE BAR - LATER

Empty drink glasses cover the table.  

Johnny has the most empties in front of him.  Holds a drink 
in one hand.  Drapes his other arm around Grace's chair.

Grace has not touched her drink.

Conversations dart across the table.

JOHNNY
You make nature sound so... so... 
natural.  

SID
There's always wiggle room.

GRACE
It's so simple.  Beautiful.

ANGIE
I'm thinking long term, pal.
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JOHNNY
If you could go anywhere in the 
world with your camera, where would 
it be?

CANDY
You ever dance with the Devil...

GRACE
On safari maybe?  The African 
Savannah.

ANGIE
Money isn't everything.

JOHNNY
Maybe we can make that happen.

CANDY
...in the pale moonlight?

GRACE
Tell me about this place.

SID
Name it.

JOHNNY
This place?  It reminds me of me.  
But enough about me.  

It grabs everyone's attention.

JOHNNY
What the shit did I just say?

Angie clocks Johnny's fawning over Grace.  Candy sees it too.  
Candy and Angie lock eyes, quickly look away.

Sid goes wide eyed.

Even Mike the Bartender looks up from his phone.  Briefly.

Johnny slugs half his glass.  Puts his guard back on.

JOHNNY
Sid, grow some?  Make this happen.

Sid clears his throat.  Looks directly at Grace.

SID
If not money, then what?
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Grace slowly looks at everyone.  Looks away.  Fiddles with 
her drink straw.

GRACE
(quietly)

Access.

ANGIE
Hmm?

SID
To what?

GRACE
Johnny.

CANDY
(laughs)

Sure you do.

GRACE
To document his life.

SID
He has no life, damn paparazzi.

JOHNNY
Sid, you're wrong.  

ANGIE
For how long?

JOHNNY
I'm an open book.

CANDY
Full of empty pages.

GRACE
Six months?  A year?  Then you can 
have the photos.  All of them.

Grace looks at Angie - trust me.

Sid looks at Johnny - no way.

Johnny looks at Candy - this might be interesting.

Candy looks away.

CANDY
Fucking great.
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ANGIE
What's that supposed to mean?!

Johnny nods to Sid.  Sid stands.

SID
Very well, we'll get back to you.

They rise.  Awkward silence.

ANGIE
So...?

SID
Johnny and I will talk.  And Candy.

GRACE
It'll be good, for everyone.

Grace steps away, Angie follows.

Sid throws his arm around Johnny, leads him away.

Candy laughs to herself, maniacally.  Follows them.

Mike the Bartender looks up from his phone to an empty bar.

MIKE THE BARTENDER
Does anyone pay for shit here?

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Grace smiles sweetly as Angie paces.  Tries to hand a joint 
to Angie but Angie doesn't see it as she swirls.

GRACE
Do you trust me?

ANGIE
Six months?  A year?  How will 
this... yes, of course I do.

GRACE
You're my girl.  Will always be.

ANGIE
But you said once, you--

GRACE
That was a long time ago.  Before I 
knew.
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ANGIE
But you did--

GRACE
I wanted to go to prom.

Grace holds up the joint.  Angie takes a big hit.  Collapses 
next to Grace as she exhales.

ANGIE
You're right, no reason to worry.  
I mean, no reason, right?

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Head in the fridge, Johnny waits for it.

CANDY (O.S.)
Mary Poppins wants access.  What a 
load of--

Johnny pops his head out, beer in hand.

JOHNNY
It'll help her career.

CANDY
You're so full of shit, Mr. I'll 
fuck the sweetness out of her.

JOHNNY
Don't be like that, you're my--

CANDY
There's one flaw in your plan--

JOHNNY
--girl.  Even if I did, it's not--

CANDY
--jackass.  She's--

JOHNNY
--forever.

She stops.  Gets it.

CANDY
So that's it.  Always about you?

JOHNNY
No, I'd want you to take a lover 
too.  It'd only be fair.
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Johnny gives her his best sincere, used car salesman smile.

Candy grabs her purse.  Storms away.

CANDY
Yeah?  Good luck with that.  Tell 
me how it works out!

Johnny opens the beer, slams half of it.

JOHNNY
Gonna work out just fine.

EXT. JOHNNY'S HOME - CONTINUOUS

Candy pulls her phone from her purse.  Dials.

CANDY
Sid, set it up.  Full access.  
Whatever he wants with that dyke.

SID
(over phone)

That what?

CANDY
You heard me.  

SID
What about you?

CANDY
Do my own thing.  You're gonna help 
me.  Got it?

SID
Johnny's my client--

CANDY
And if you want that to continue...  

Sid stammers on the phone.

CANDY
She'll be out on her ass when he's 
not getting jack shit from her.  
I'll swoop back in.

She pulls the phone from her ear and speaks directly into it 
for emphasis.

CANDY
Or we'll find new management.
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Sid clears his throat.

SID
You know I'm always happy to help.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Grace and Angie snuggle on the couch.  Her phone lights up.  

GRACE
Hello?

SID
(over phone)

Grace, Sid Barrow.  You're set.

GRACE
Meaning?

SID
Full access.  Whatever you want.  A 
car will pick you up at noon.

Grace mouths "I got it" to Angie.

GRACE
What does that mean?  Do I need my 
camera?

SID
We'll talk through some details, 
some minor legaleze.  I'd say no.

GRACE
Fantastic!  We'll be ready.

SID
Just you.

GRACE
(less enthused)

Oh, okay.  Thank you.  Bye.

Angie bounces with excitement.

ANGIE
So?

GRACE
I go tomorrow at noon.  Just me.

ANGIE
That's awesome.  I'm so proud.
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GRACE
But what does that mean--

ANGIE
You have to do this!  

GRACE
--for us.  I didn't think this 
through, didn't think it would 
actually, you know...

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Angie rips the door open to find Sid and a DRIVER.

ANGIE
About time!

(to Grace)
I have to record this.

SID
Sorry, no.

Angie looks to Grace.  Grace shrugs back at her.

GRACE
Hello Mr. Barrow.

SID
Please, Sid.  Shall we go?

Grace gives Angie a quick peck goodbye.

Sid watches, the light bulb goes on for him.  Smiles.

Grace steps through the door with Sid and the driver.

ANGIE
Text me details.

Angie watches through the open door.

ANGIE
I sure like to watch you leave.

INT. LIMO - DAY

Grace sits in the back seat.  Sid across from her.  

SID
Something to drink?
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Grace shakes her head.  Sid sets his hand on a briefcase.

SID
Something, a little stronger?

GRACE
Thanks.  I'm good.

Awkward silence.

SID
You didn't pack a bag?

Grace scrunches her face - huh?

SID
You asked for full access, that's 
what he's giving you.

GRACE
But I didn't--

SID
Twenty-four, seven.

GRACE
For how long?

SID
You won him over.

GRACE
That's not what I asked for.

SID
I think you'll find Johnny is very 
determined when he wants something.

Sid drops ice cubes into a glass.  Grace glances around the 
limo nervously.

EXT. JOHNNY'S HOME - POOL - DAY

Johnny lounges in a recliner, empty glass in hand.

Grace walks the backyard, inspects everything.

JOHNNY
Fix me a drink, love.

GRACE
Excuse me?
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Johnny jingles his glass.

JOHNNY
Get something for yourself while 
you're at it.

Grace smiles.  Sits down near him.

GRACE
Maybe this is a good time to lay 
down some ground rules? 

JOHNNY
Of course, love.

GRACE
Since I'm here to do a job.

JOHNNY
Right.  

GRACE
Sid says I'm to live here?  Why do 
you want to do this?

Johnny rises.

JOHNNY
You'll want for nothing.  It's 
awesome, so much fun.  

GRACE
I come and go as I please?

JOHNNY
Absolutely.  We'll figure out the 
rest as we go along.

Grace debates.

JOHNNY
Go home, get your stuff and come 
back.  We'll start over.  I'll do 
my best to make a better first 
impression.

GRACE
Okay.

JOHNNY
Brilliant.  Take whatever car you 
want.  I'm sure one of them has 
keys. 
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Grace turns to leave.  Johnny touches her hand, stops her.

JOHNNY
About that drink?

Grace smirks.  Chuckles to herself as she turns away.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

Grace gapes at the row of luxury vehicles in front of her.

EXT. ROAD - DAY

A high end, convertible sports car zips down the highway.

INT. SPORTSCAR - SAME

Wild eyed with excitement, Grace's hair flies in the wind as 
she shifts into a higher gear.

EXT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Grace squeals to a stop.  Lays on the horn.

Angie opens the front door.

ANGIE
What the...?

EXT. PACIFIC HIGHWAY - DAY

Grace and Angie's hair flies as they cruise the shoreline.

EXT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LATER

Grace slams to a stop at their apartment.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Grace and Angie collapse on the couch.

GRACE
That was--

ANGIE
In-fuckin-credible!
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GRACE
Right?!

ANGIE
Got me revved up. 

GRACE
I could get used to this.

ANGIE
Say... 

Angie rubs her fingers together.  Grace looks at the time.

GRACE
Love to, but I need to get back.

ANGIE
Back?

GRACE
Complete access.  I need to get a 
bag together.

ANGIE
Wait?  What?

Angie debates this new info.

GRACE
Hon, you know it's not like that.

ANGIE
I know, but--

GRACE
I'll cancel.

Angie stiffens her back.

ANGIE
No.  Do it.  You have to.  You, do, 
deserve this.

GRACE
Are you sure--

ANGIE
Go.  I mean, what's the worst that 
could happen.  He shows you his 
kickstand?

They shudder at the thought.
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INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Grace lugs a suitcase, second bag and her camera gear.

GRACE
Hello?

No answer.  She sets it down and listens.  Follows the sound.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - NIGHT

Grace peeks into the media room.  As opposed to Johnny's 
bedroom, it's macked out. 

Movie screen hangs from the ceiling.  Top of the line sound 
system.  Stadium seats.  Framed concert posters.  Pictures of 
Johnny with other celebrities.

A black and white film plays on the screen.  Johnny's snores.

A diluted drink sits on the table next to Johnny.  

Grace leans in close to Johnny, confirms he's asleep.

She finds a mirror and coke residue on another table.  
Curious, she dabs her finger tip.  Smells it.  Touches it to 
her tongue.  Makes a face at the tingle.

Johnny snorts.

Grace freezes.

Johnny settles back in.

Grace lets out a deep breath.  Moves to the bar.  A roach 
sits in an ashtray.

She lights it, breathes it in, holds it, then out.  Notices a 
door nearby, takes another hit and opens it.

Johnny snaps awake.

Grace holds her breath.

Johnny speaks a little gibberish.  Grabs his drink, slugs 
down what's left.  Belches.  Settles in again.

Grace lets out a smoke filled sigh of relief.  Pulls the door 
shut.  Tiptoes away.
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INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Johnny sips coffee in last night's clothes. 

Grace enters sleepy eyed.

JOHNNY
There's the princess.  Quite the 
sleeper are we?

GRACE
Good morning.

JOHNNY
It's not often I'm the early riser.

He nods to the coffee maker.

JOHNNY
Help yourself.

GRACE
I'm surprised.

JOHNNY
Yeh?  Well, I'm surprised too.  You 
stood me up.

GRACE
Stood you up?

JOHNNY
And I don't appreciate it.

GRACE
You pass out, from God knows what, 
and I stood you up?

JOHNNY
I'm waiting.

Johnny gets up.  Turns to leave.

JOHNNY
Make me one of whatever you make 
yourself.

GRACE
We talked about this!  Where are 
you going?

JOHNNY
Squirt.  Want to help?  Hell, bring 
your camera.
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EXT. JOHNNY'S HOME - POOL - DAY

Grace photographs the backyard as Johnny enters.  Disrobes.  
Dives in the pool naked.

Johnny pops his head out of the water.

GRACE
What was that?

JOHNNY
I'm okay showing a little backside, 
but not Little Elvis.  I need some 
mystery.

GRACE
I didn't sign on to see that.

JOHNNY
All access, baby.  This is what it 
looks like.  And no drugs in the 
pictures.

GRACE
You can't just... nevermind.

Grace takes a couple pics.

GRACE
(to herself)

Already with the kickstand.

JOHNNY
What was that?

GRACE
I said what's next?  What are we 
going to do today?

JOHNNY
We're doing it.

Johnny climbs out of the pool, stands in all his glory.  
Grace looks away.

JOHNNY
In case you haven't noticed, I 
can't do normal things.  

GRACE
This is normal?
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JOHNNY
Dinner.  A movie.  Assholes with 
those--

Points to her camera.

JOHNNY
--lurk in every shadow.

GRACE
They why let me in?  And can you 
put that thing away?

Johnny dives back in the pool.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - GRACE'S BEDROOM - DAY

Grace lies on the bed, taps on her phone.

ON SCREEN

Grace texts - day one, first helicopter sighting.

Angie responds - I'll fucking kill him.

Grace laughs, texts - "easy does it, Bruce Willis!"  Heart 
emojis.

Angie responds - "you mess with the bull, you get the horns.  
Love you!"  Kiss emoji.

INT. DIVE BAR - NIGHT

Johnny holds court for a few COLLEGE BOYS, 20s, liquored up 
and in awe of Johnny.  His every word is gospel.

Buster sits mid-bar, within earshot.

Grace mills about.  Takes random photos of the bar.

JOHNNY
So I say, We can't play then.  So 
the bar owner tries to soft shoe 
it, I'd love to pay you but...

Mike the Bartender moves away, mouths along with Johnny.

JOHNNY
...I just don't have it.  Play 
tonight, I'll make it up to you.

Grace takes Mike's photo.
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JOHNNY
So we talk among ourselves.  We're 
broke, ain't got a plug nickel 
between us.  And starving.

COLLEGE BOY
So what'd you do?

Johnny drains his drink.

JOHNNY
So I said no, he'd have to pay us 
upfront.  Then the manager becomes 
the devil.  His face gets all red.

Grace shoots Johnny and the boys.

JOHNNY
Starts cussing, get out of my 
office.  Shit like that.  Says 
we'll never play here again.  And 
then, it happens.

Johnny holds up his glass to Mike.

JOHNNY
Buy the bar.

COLLEGE BOY
Don't leave us hanging!

JOHNNY
The door opens and in walks the man 
himself.  BB King.

COLLEGE BOY
Whoa?!

JOHNNY
BB strides to the owner and pulls 
out a pistol.  Points it at him and 
says, "you gonna pay me what you 
owe me."

Mike sets drinks in front of Johnny and the boys.

JOHNNY
The manager looks at BB and his 
gun.  Without a word, he slides 
back from his desk and opens the 
safe below.

Grace photographs the guitar behind the bar.
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JOHNNY
Pulls out a stack like I ain't 
never seen.  Gives it to BB.  BB 
looks at us, then him.  Says pay 
them what you owe them, too.

Buster growls loud enough for Grace to hear him.

JOHNNY
And he does.  For the gig he owed 
us, and up front for that night.

Johnny lifts his glass.  Encourages the boys to do so.

JOHNNY
To BB King, King of the Blues.

BUSTER
Too bad it's not true.

GRACE
What is?

Buster looks at Grace side-eyed.

BUSTER
I'm sure he believes it.  Told it 
so many times.

GRACE
It didn't happen?

Grace focuses her camera on Buster.

BUSTER
To ZZ Top.  Not us.

(turns away)
I'd rather you not.

GRACE
Oh, okay.

Before that can register with Grace, Johnny calls out.

JOHNNY
Me and my new besties want a pic.

Grace looks to Johnny, then back to Buster but he's gone. 

Buster darts out the front door.
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INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - NIGHT

Johnny lets out a hit.  Holds the joint out to Grace.  She 
scrolls through photos on her camera.

GRACE
Today was...

JOHNNY
Here.

GRACE
Eye opening.

She declines.

JOHNNY
It's good for what ails ya.

Johnny gives up, takes another hit.

JOHNNY
It was shit.

GRACE
I wouldn't say that--

JOHNNY
You get high?

GRACE
Maybe a wee less anticlimactic than 
I pictured.

JOHNNY
Sex.  Drugs.  Rock n roll, baby.

GRACE
Can we go somewhere?  Anywhere? 
Tomorrow?

JOHNNY
Fuck, no.  You'll hate it.

Grace stops on a photo with Buster half off the screen.   
Shows it to Johnny.

GRACE
What's his story?

Johnny takes a huge hit.  Holds it in until he's about to 
burst.  Speaks as the smoke billows around him.



42.

JOHNNY
Some mangy dog.

GRACE
He acts like he knows you.

JOHNNY
So what did you have in mind?

GRACE
Or knew you.

JOHNNY
Sid can get us a car, I suppose.

GRACE
Why?  You have a garage full of--

Johnny holds up the joint.

JOHNNY
People assume I have a drug 
problem.  Not true.  Only a cop 
problem.

GRACE
You don't drive?  Amazing.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Johnny lies in bed, phone to his ear.

JOHNNY
Horrible.

CANDY (V.O.)
High and dry, eh?  

JOHNNY
She wants me to go out.  Do stuff.  
What the fuck?

CANDY (V.O.)
Poor baby.  

JOHNNY
Come home.

CANDY (V.O.)
Suck it up, lover.  Someone has to.
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INT. HOTEL ROOM - SAME

The room is a shambles, so is Candy.  She hits end but 
lingers on her phone.  Grabs the champagne bottle from the 
nightstand.  Chugs it.

Flings the bottle across the room.  Screams with joy.

The bottle hits the wall with a thud and sticks.

EXT. PACIFIC COAST - DAY

A perfect LA day.  

Perched on an ocean side cliff, Grace photos the landscape.  
Wind blows her hair as she takes shot after shot.  

GRACE
You're missing out.

Hunched over thirty feet back, Johnny huffs and puffs.  

JOHNNY
Why you do this to me Demi?

GRACE
I'm not your mother.

She spins, photographs him.

GRACE
This is heaven.  Smell the ocean.  
Let the sun bathe you in its love. 
What more do you need?

JOHNNY
Something to forget I let you talk 
me into this.

GRACE
My grandma moves faster than you.

JOHNNY
I bet your grandma never was awake 
for a week straight with Steven 
Tyler.

GRACE
Really?

JOHNNY
We all have our strengths.  
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GRACE
What's he like?

JOHNNY
Don't ever make me do this again!

Grace waits.

JOHNNY
He's an asshole, and a good friend.  
But downright boring now that 
he's... not partaking.

Grace strides past him and hums "Walk This Way."

JOHNNY
I'd rather face those jackals than 
do this again.

GRACE
You'll get stronger.  You'll see.  
Are they really that bad?  

JOHNNY
Blood sucking, sub-human bastards.

Johnny, out of breath, follows Grace.

JOHNNY
Call Sid... a table... Craig's... 
eight.

GRACE
We're actually going somewhere?  
Twice in one day?

Johnny stops.  Lies down.

JOHNNY
Get a chopper, too.  Airlift me the 
fuck home.

INT. LIMO - NIGHT

Johnny, in full Rockstar regalia, takes a few quick breaths.  

JOHNNY
This is gonna suck.

He nods to the driver.
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EXT. CRAIG'S - CONTINUOUS

Door pops open, Johnny exits with a used car salesman smile.

Cameras click and flash.  Several PAPARAZZI advance on him.  
Shout stuff.  "Johnny, where you been?" "We love you!"  "Do 
your farts stink?" "I wanna tattoo your face on my butt!"

JOHNNY
Just out for a little dinner.  
Please fellas.

He turns back and helps Grace out.

More camera clicks.  Flashes.  Shouts.  "What your name, 
pretty?" "Who's this Johnny?"  "Where's Candy?" "I wanna 
tattoo my face on her butt!"

Grace looks around.  Confused.

Johnny puts his arm around her, leads her forward.

JOHNNY
Straight ahead.  Smile.  Don't let 
them get to you.

(to the paparazzi)
Reservation, fellas.  

INT. CRAIG'S - CONTINUOUS

The door shuts.  Grace collapses against it.

GRACE
Oh, my...

JOHNNY
That's nothing.  You wait.

EXT. CRAIG'S - LATER

The paparazzi number has tripled.  They mill together in 
anticipation.

WILLY MERRITT, 20s, stands away from the throng, casually 
talks on the phone.

WILLY
Thanks man, I owe you.

The door opens, Johnny and Grace step out.  Willy pushes to 
the front.  Jams his camera in Grace's face.



46.

WILLY
Who's this Johnny?  Who're you?

Cameras click and flash.  The crowd closes in on them.

WILLY
Where's Candy?  You trade her in 
for this fine piece of ass?  

Johnny and Grace try to move forward but can't.

JOHNNY
Come one guys, a little room.

WILLY
Really, who's the skank?

Grace reacts, Willy got her goat.

WILLY
Sweet, bro!  You kicked it up a 
notch with this one!

Grace tenses.  Johnny grabs Willy, gets in his face.

JOHNNY
Enough of that shit!  Move.

Johnny pushes Willy.  Willy falls.  The crowd parts slightly 
around him.  Reforms.

WILLY
Hey Grace!

Grace shoots a look, shocked.

Willy rises.

WILLY
Who's Angie baby?  You like dick or 
just snatch and go?

Willy snakes his way back to the front, clicks shots.

Johnny barrels through the crowd, holds Grace tight.

More camera clicks and flashes.  They surge with Johnny and 
Grace as they near the limo.

The driver opens the door, Johnny and Grace spill in.  The 
driver slams it shut.

Paparazzi keep at it.
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INT. LIMO - SAME

Grace fights tears.  Johnny balls his fists.

The driver jumps into his seat.

JOHNNY
Get us the fuck out!  Go!  Go!

EXT. LIMO - SAME 

Paparazzi follow the limo as it pulls away.

Willy stands alone.  Scrolls his pics, smiles.

WILLY
I made bank tonight.

ON CAMERA

An up close shot of Johnny as he screams while he holds a 
shell-shocked Grace.

INT. LIMO - MOMENTS LATER

Johnny tosses cubes in a glass.  Fills it with whiskey.  
Looks to Grace.

GRACE
Maybe something a little stronger.

She nods to the case that Sid tapped on that first day.  

Johnny smiles.  Pulls out a huge joint.

Grace lights it, takes a big hit.  Lets it out then another 
hit.  Holds this one, closes her eyes.

Johnny grabs it from her, takes a hit.  Speaks as he exhales.

JOHNNY
Luckily for you, I'm not the "I  
told you so" type.

Grace calms.

JOHNNY
I don't know if I'll be able--

GRACE
That was --
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JOHNNY
To keep up with you.

GRACE
-- fucking awful.  

Grace takes the joint back from Johnny, big hit.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - NIGHT

Johnny and Grace lounge near each other but on separate 
seats.  Johnny with a whiskey bottle, Grace with a glass of 
champagne.

They laugh uncontrollably.  The kind of laugh where whatever 
was said probably wasn't funny, except they're high as hell 
with a bad case of the giggles.

Grace's phone buzzes.  She looks at it.

GRACE
Oh shit!

(tries to not to giggle)
Hey sweetie!

ANGIE (V.O.)
Let me in!

Grace giggles.  Stops.

GRACE
Where are you?

ANGIE (V.O.)
Outside.  Are you wasted?

Grace puts her hand over her phone, looks at Johnny.

GRACE
She wants to know if I'm wasted.

They giggle again.

GRACE
I'll be right out.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Johnny sips his drink as Grace and Angie enter.

ANGIE
I tracked your phone.  I'm worried.
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Angie eyes Johnny.  If looks could kill, he's six feet under.  

ANGIE
You're trending.  Everywhere.  
BuzzFeed.  TMZ.

(to Johnny)
You did this to her.

GRACE
He tried to warn me.

JOHNNY
I should leave you two to talk.

Angie takes a step to Johnny.

ANGIE
Maybe, you should just shut it!

(to Grace)
Come home.

GRACE
What?

ANGIE
It's not worth it.  The stuff they 
called you--

Johnny steps out of the room.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - HALLWAY - SAME

Johnny lingers outside the kitchen to listen.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Grace takes Angie's hand.

ANGIE
I was wrong.  This is not normal. 

GRACE
I'm fine.  And actually, he was 
quiet sweet tonight.

A punch in the gut to Angie.

ANGIE
I worry, that's all.

GRACE
And I love you for it.  
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Angie wants to believe her, but...

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - HALLWAY - SAME

Johnny smiles like the Cheshire Cat.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Johnny steps in as Grace returns.

JOHNNY
Everything...?

GRACE
Great.  

JOHNNY
Great.  

GRACE
I should call it a day.

JOHNNY
Yup.  Me too.  Want some help to 
your room?  You're a little...

GRACE
I'm fine.  Really.

She starts in the wrong direction.  Johnny stops her.  Turns 
her around.

JOHNNY
You sure?

The giggles start again.

GRACE
Good night.

Johnny watches her leave.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Angie drops her phone on the bed.  Flings her keys.

Sits on the bed to take off her shoes.  Knots the laces in 
her haste to get them off.  Fights with them.  Fights tears.
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Stomps to the dresser, opens a drawer.  Yanks out Grace's 
favorite sweatshirt.  Holds it close.  Breathes Grace in.  
Puts it on and collapses onto the bed.

Tears flow.

EXT. JOHNNY'S HOME - POOL - DAY

Johnny, shades on, stumbles onto the patio, beer in hand, 
while Grace looks at her camera.

GRACE
Come, take a look.

Johnny drops into a pool chair.  Swigs his beer.

GRACE
Someone stay up a little late?  

Johnny grumbles, drags himself up and to Grace.  Brief look.  
Slides back into his pool chair.  Closes his eyes.

JOHNNY
Fine.  

Grace waits for more but Johnny remains silent.

GRACE
Fine?

JOHNNY
Validation hour is from four to 
six.  Till then, the doctor is out.

GRACE
Maybe you should take it easy once 
in a while.

JOHNNY
Just me?

Johnny swigs his beer, looks at Grace.  Lays his head back.

INT. GALLERY - AVALINA'S OFFICE - DAY

Avalina pretends to look at the camera.  Grace fidgets.

Avalina steps from behind her desk, sits next to Grace.  
Hands the camera back to her.

AVALINA
These things, so complex.  
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Grace brings a photo up on the screen.  Avalina places her 
hand on Grace's thigh.

Grace squirms, ignores her, scrolls some photos.

GRACE
Just a taste of things to come.

Grace cringes while the words hang in the air.

AVALINA
Sounds delicious.

Grace moves off the couch.  Waits.  Avalina smiles.

AVALINA
Belle!

Belle pops her head in the door.  Avalina nods to the camera.

AVALINA
Grace is teasing us.

Belle steps to Grace.  Looks while Grace scrolls.

BELLE
Where's your... ooh, interesting.

Belle looks at a few more shots, impressed.  Looks up at 
Avalina.  Nods.  

GRACE
So?

AVALINA
I definitely want to see more.

INT. SPORTS CAR - DAY

Grace talks into her phone.

GRACE
I feel like I'm spinning my wheels.  
And definitely missing my girl.  
Call me.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - SAME

Angie watches her phone.  A voicemail pops onto the screen.  
She doesn't listen.
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INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - DAY

Johnny's parked in his chair.

GRACE
It's Groundhog Day.

Johnny raises his glass to her.  Grace steps between him and 
the TV.  He looks around her.

GRACE
This is really it.  Day after day.

JOHNNY
Here's looking up your old address.

She clicks it off.

GRACE
Night after night.

JOHNNY
Hey!

GRACE
No friends to call?  No one to 
share with?  Hang with?  

JOHNNY
Put that back on.

GRACE
We're going to do normal, blend in.

JOHNNY
Grace.

GRACE
See if it fits you.

JOHNNY
You have a short memory.  What do I 
get out of this?

INT. UBER CAR - NIGHT

Grace and Johnny sit in the back seat of a compact car.  
Grace dressed for a casual night, Johnny like the aging 
rocker he is.

UBER STU, 20s, in a bucket hat with a marijuana leaf on it, 
stares and grins at them in his rear view mirror.
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JOHNNY
What the fuck?

GRACE
Exactly.  

UBER STU
Can I get a picture?

GRACE
That outfit's normal?

(to Stu)
On one condition.

JOHNNY
What the fuck is an Uber?

GRACE
Give me all your social media.

UBER STU
Why?

GRACE
Cause your going to be Johnny 
Rock's head Uber from now on.  But 
you can't post anything until you 
pick us up later.  Got it?

UBER STU
(excited)

Facebook, Twitter and Instagram are 
all pretty much the same.  Uber 
Stu.  Uber Stu.  @UberStu.

JOHNNY
It's a fucking foreign language!

Uber Stu leans back.  Takes a selfie of Johnny and him.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - NIGHT

Candy, guitar in hand, watches a band play in the studio.  
Spins to Sid, scowls.

CANDY
You like your job?

SID
Have you heard from Johnny?

Candy smiles, nods.



55.

SID
So your plan?

CANDY
Like a charm. 

(back to angry Candy)
Now get their asses outta here!

INT. UBER CAR - NIGHT

Uber Stu puts the car in park.  

GRACE
We'll be out shortly.

Johnny pulls a wad of cash from his pocket. 

JOHNNY
How much?

UBER STU
You're good.

GRACE
Taken care of, goes on my card.  
But he's going to wait for us.

JOHNNY
Don't I tip him?

GRACE
I love that hat, how much?  And 
those shades?

Uber Stu takes off the hat and shades.

UBER STU
Sweet!  It's yours!

JOHNNY
Oh, hell no!

Grace puts the hat and shades on Johnny.  Opens the car door, 
grabs Johnny's hand.

GRACE
Come on.

INT. THRIFT STORE - CONTINUOUS

Old and used items everywhere.  Customers and staff mingle.
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Grace points to the changing rooms.

GRACE
Head down, talk to no one.  Go.  

JOHNNY
What planet--

GRACE
What's your shoe size?  And pull 
your hair back into a pony.

JOHNNY
--am I on?

Grace gathers clothes as Johnny skulks away.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Angie slugs from a huge glass of wine.  Scrolls her phone.

ANGIE
What's wrong with me?

INT. THRIFT STORE - CHANGING ROOM - LATER

Johnny emerges like a new man in his bucket hat, an oversized 
white tee, cargo shorts and high top Chucks.

Grace fights hard not too giggle.

JOHNNY
You're evil!

GRACE
You look great!

JOHNNY
I'm a fucking nerdy, Asian tourist!

EXT. UBER CAR - NIGHT

Uber Stu hands Grace his card as they exit.

UBER STU
Whenever you're ready.

He looks Johnny, who shifts uncomfortably.

UBER STU
I have to say, that's bad-ass!
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EXT. SANTA MONICA PIER - NIGHT

Lights.  Music.  Carnival sounds.  People.

Grace and Johnny stroll unnoticed.  Johnny eyes everyone, 
expects to be recognized.

JOHNNY
No bars on this thing?

Grace shakes her head.

JOHNNY
All these people are sober?

GRACE
I wouldn't go that far.

Johnny eyes the Japadog stand.

JOHNNY
Fancy a sandwich?

GRACE
A hot dog?

JOHNNY
Yeah, a sandwich.

(off Grace's look)
Meat and condiments between two 
pieces of bread.

GRACE
Technically, I suppose...

Johnny looks at the menu.

JOHNNY
What's all this shit?

GRACE
It's a Japadog.  It has--

JOHNNY
Nevermind.

Johnny looks around.

JOHNNY
All right, let's do this.

He grabs Grace's hand and heads for the ticket booth.
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GRACE
So is a cheese puff a chip?

JOHNNY
Is it sold in the chip aisle?

MONTAGE - A CHANGE IS IN THE AIR

-- Grace and Johnny ride the ferris wheel.

-- compete in a shooting gallery.

-- listen to a street performer.

-- play air hockey.

-- souvenir shop.

-- Johnny takes a fishing pole from a man.  Casts it.

-- buy ice cream cones.

BACK TO SCENE

Grace and Johnny enjoy their cones at the pier's edge.

A WOMAN, 40s, stares at them.  Johnny notices.

JOHNNY
The jig is up.

He smiles at her.  She smiles back, a little emotional.

WOMAN
Aw, so sweet.  You're in love.

Grace and Johnny look at each other, ironic smiles.

WOMAN
You're so cute together!

Grace hands her the woman her phone.

GRACE
Would you?

They huddle close, smile.  The woman takes a few shots.

WOMAN
Now kiss.

GRACE
I don't think--
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WOMAN
Come on.

Johnny pulls Grace toward him.  Kisses her.  She kisses back 
stiffly, then loosens, a bit.

Grace pulls away, flustered.

The woman hands Grace her the phone.

WOMAN
I hope that I'll find someone to 
kiss me like that someday.

Johnny pulls Grace back close, touches her hair.

JOHNNY
You will.

Grace let's him play with her hair for a few seconds.  Does a 
small double take.  Pulls out Uber Stu's card.

GRACE
We should be going.

INT. UBER CAR - NIGHT

Grace and Johnny ride silently.

Grace scrolls through the pictures.  Johnny peeks at them.

JOHNNY
You should post that one.

Grace looks at him - really?

JOHNNY
Show the world our love.

Which cuts the tension.  Grace smiles as she works her phone.

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Angie mopes at the bar, empty drink in front of her.  

The bartender slides her a new drink.  Angie looks up, 
confused.  The bartender points down the bar.  

Belle raises her glass to Angie.  Smiles.

Angie gives Belle a fake smile.  Motions for the check.



60.

Belle slides into the bar stool next to Angie.

BELLE
Aren't you going to drink that?

ANGIE
Look, I'm sure your great and all.

BELLE
Leaving so soon? 

ANGIE
I'm not looking for anything.

BELLE
Where's Grace?

Which flusters Angie.

BELLE
Stay.  

ANGIE
Can't.

Belle sets her phone on the bar.  It shows the photo of Grace 
and Johnny on the pier.

Angie picks up the phone.  Simmers.

ANGIE
Fuck!

BELLE
Just a little while?

ANGIE
Fuck you, too!

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - NIGHT

Johnny takes off the hat, tosses it on a table.

JOHNNY
That was...

GRACE
Different?  Unusual?

JOHNNY
Fun.  But never, ever, make me 
dress the fuck like this again.
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They laugh.  An awkward silence follows.

JOHNNY
Join me for a nightcap?

GRACE
Umm, no.  But I'd like to take a 
little something back to my room.

JOHNNY
You know where it is.  And where 
I'll be, if you change your mind.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - GRACE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Grace smokes a joint.  Paces.  Her mind races.

Her phone buzzes on the bed.  She answers.

GRACE
I was just thinking of you.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - SAME

Angie glares at the Instagram picture on the phone.

ANGIE 
Are you fucking kidding me?

INTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATION

GRACE
Did you get my calls?  

ANGIE
Who's the dork?

GRACE
Texts?

ANGIE
Who Grace?!

Grace thinks.

GRACE
That's Johnny.

ANGIE
You really, fucking, expect me to 
believe that?  
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GRACE
It's true.

Angie looks closely.  It is Johnny.  Relaxes.

ANGIE
What did you do to him?  My God!

GRACE
Showed him life outside this house.

Angie stares at the picture.

ANGIE
You two look happy.

GRACE
That's what she said.

ANGIE
Who?

GRACE
The gal who took the picture.

Long silence.

ANGIE
Anything you want to tell me?

GRACE
What?  No.

ANGIE
You would tell me?

GRACE
Of course.  Miss you.

ANGIE
Miss you, too.

Grace hits end.  Paces again.  Takes a big hit off the joint.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - BEDROOM - SAME

Johnny lies in bed.  Smiles contentedly.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - NIGHT

Sid and an engineer look through the glass.  Candy plays 
badly, they both know it.
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Sid shows the engineer his phone.  Puts it on the console.

The engineer yawns, hits stop.  Sid clicks the intercom.

SID
Love, perhaps tonight's just not 
your night.

Candy stops, flips them off.

SID
Let's call it.  We're back, same 
time tomorrow night.  

Candy kicks the mic stand.  Stomps toward and into the booth.

CANDY
(verge of tears)

Get me a band--

Candy glances at the phone.  Picks it up.  Sees the photo 
from the pier.  Tears flow.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Johnny sits at the table covered with diner take-out 
clamshells.  Coffee steams from to go cups.

A door opens, draws his attention.

JOHNNY
Good morning!

Candy steps in, haggard.

JOHNNY
Candy?  What a surprise.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - GRACE'S BEDROOM - SAME

Grace sits on her bed, red eyed.  Bags packed.  Listens.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Johnny rises to kiss Candy.  She pushes him away.

CANDY
It not supposed to work like this.

JOHNNY
It's just breakfast.
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CANDY
You're not supposed to be--

Grace slinks into the room.  Johnny lights up.

JOHNNY
There she is.

Which winds Candy up like a top.

CANDY
You bitch!

JOHNNY
Darling.  Please.

GRACE
No, she's right. 

JOHNNY
Listen to the two of you.  It's 
just breakfast.

GRACE
It's not working.  I need to go.

CANDY
Then go.

JOHNNY
Wait.  What?  No.

GRACE
It's me.  I'm not the right 
photographer-- 

JOHNNY
You fucking kidding me?

GRACE
To make you shine.

CANDY
Let her go, Johnny.

JOHNNY
Listen to yourself.

CANDY
Johnny!

GRACE
I'm packed.
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CANDY
Listen to me!

The room swirls for Johnny.  Candy in one ear, Grace the 
other.  Decision time.  

JOHNNY
Get Uber Stu.

GRACE
What?

CANDY
Who?

JOHNNY
We made a deal.

CANDY
Don't do this!

JOHNNY
The house is yours.

CANDY
Of all the fucked up schemes--

GRACE
No, this can't be--

JOHNNY
Ready in a jif.  Do whatever you do 
to get that Uber dude here.

(to Candy)
Leave her be.

Johnny sprints from the room.  Candy shoots daggers at Grace.

EXT. VAN NUYS AIRPORT - DAY

A pained Grace photos Johnny near his plane.  Uber Stu loads 
the bags.

GRACE
This is wrong.

JOHNNY
Courtesy of the Banquo's Ghost 
tour.

(to Uber Stu)
Take one of us.

Grace hands Uber Stu her camera.  He shoots them like a pro. 
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GRACE
I'm really not a good fit for this.  
Bit off more than I can chew.  Does 
the plane seem rather small?  

Johnny smiles, reaches into his pocket.  Hands Grace a pill.

JOHNNY
Private jets mean no security.

Grace considers the pill.

JOHNNY
It's basically a Xanax.

INT. JOHNNY'S PLANE - LATER

Grace snoozes, half full glass of champagne in front of her.

Johnny slugs from his bottle.  Smiles.  Watches Grace sleep.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Johnny pours Grace into an oversized, four poster bed.

Takes off her shoes.  Debates the rest of her clothes.

JOHNNY
Nope.  Be good Johnny.

Covers Grace.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - DAY

Grace awakens.  Doesn't know where she is.  Looks around.

Slides out of bed, steps to the curtains.  Opens them to find 
an amazing Central Park View.

Johnny bursts in the room, wasted.  RODNEY, 40s, a delicate 
man, pulls a clothing rack behind him.

JOHNNY
There she is, Sleeping Beauty.

(to Rodney)
Over there.

(to Grace)
In the city that never sleeps.

Johnny turns and leaves.
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JOHNNY
Rodney, make it happen.

Rodney slinks to Grace, takes her in.

RODNEY
You've made quite an impression.  

Rodney hands her a card.  Turns to leave.

RODNEY
Never seen him like this before.  

Grace fans through the clothes rack.  Pulls out an outfit.  
Holds it in front of herself.  Admires it.

GRACE
That makes two of us.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Grace enters in a sleek, new outfit.  Johnny takes a bump of 
coke.  Holds the vial to her.  

Grace shakes her head.

JOHNNY
Don't say you're not curious.

GRACE
For?

JOHNNY
Whatever happens.  No rules.  Show 
me what I've missed.  

Johnny takes her in lovingly.

JOHNNY
But you might be a wee overdressed 
for sightseeing.

EXT. CONDO BUILDING - DAY

Grace and Johnny step out the front door.  A gaggle of 
TOURISTS flock to Johnny for pictures and autographs.

(NOTE: GRACE TAKES PHOTOS CONTINUALLY ON THIS TRIP)
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EXT. CENTRAL PARK - DAY

Grace and Johnny pose with their horse drawn carriage driver.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - LATER

Grace and Johnny ride in the carriage.  Laugh.  Smile.  Have 
the world temporarily to themselves.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK LAKE - DAY

Johnny feeds the ducks.  Chases them back into the water.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

A hot dog vendor impatiently holds a hot dog.

JOHNNY
What do you want on your sandwich?

EXT. TOP OF THE ROCK - DAY

Johnny hams it up, looks through a viewfinder.

JOHNNY
I can see my house from here.

Grace and Johnny take a selfie with the Empire State Building 
in the background.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - NIGHT

Johnny admires his stylish duds in the mirror.  Grace enters 
in a new outfit from Rodney's rack.  Grabs her camera, takes 
a few quick shots of Johnny.

He takes the camera from her.

JOHNNY
Not tonight.  Only for us.

GRACE
Do we have to?

JOHNNY
Where's that youthful energy?

GRACE
We've been going all day.
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JOHNNY
I know just the thing.

Pulls out his small vial.  Grace defers.  He urges her.

JOHNNY
More for me then.

Johnny dabs a little on a credit card.  Snorts it.  Dabs a 
little more, holds it out to Grace.

JOHNNY
To a night of firsts.

She shakes her head but doesn't move.  Johnny holds it to her 
nose.  She snorts it.  Shoots her head back.  Eyes pop open.

JOHNNY
It puts hair on your chest.

EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT

Johnny barely keeps up as Graces drags Johnny through a 
crowded sidewalk.  

INT. TRENDY VILLAGE RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

Grace and Johnny wait at the hostess stand. 

SPENCER (O.S.)
You old scallywag!

SPENCER HAYDEN, 50s, a robust rascal and younger looking than 
his age, bear hugs Johnny.

JOHNNY
Ut, oh.  Hide the silverware.

SPENCER
What in the wide world of sports 
brings you to New York?

(smiles at Grace)
Spencer--

GRACE
Hayden.  Wow, you're amazing!  I've 
seen every one of your movies.  

SPENCER
You're too kind.

(to Johnny)
Come, join Olivia and me.
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INT. TRENDY RESTAURANT - LATER

Empty plates and glasses fill the table.  An overturned 
bottle fills a bucket.

JOHNNY
And that's how he lost his leg!

Johnny and Spencer roar.  OLIVIA HAYDEN, 50s, the yin to 
Spencer's yang, smiles wryly.  Leans to a tipsy Grace.

OLIVIA
If I had a dime for every time I've 
heard that.  So, what's your story?

GRACE
Well, there's not much to tell--

The WAITRESS, 20s, appears at the table.  Phone in hand.

WAITRESS
The owner was wondering...?

The two couples scrunch together for a picture.  All smiles.

SPENCER
Let's continue this, shall we?  I 
have a new favorite place to share.

EXT. ROOFTOP HOTEL BAR - NIGHT

The skyline sparkles around them.  

Grace and Olivia share a secluded cabana.  Johnny and Spencer 
stand at the bar.  Johnny glances over at them.

OLIVIA
He's certainly smitten.

Grace stifles a yawn.

GRACE
Definitely surprised me.

OLIVIA
Need a little help?

Olivia offers Grace a small vial.

GRACE
You too?
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OLIVIA
The night's always young with them.

Olivia looks around, scoops a bit with her nail for Grace.  

Grace snorts it.  Closes her eyes for a second.  Takes in the 
feeling.  Looks at Olivia.

GRACE
It puts hair on your chest.

(off Olivia's look)
Nevermind.  Another drink?

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - LATER

Dawn's light creeps in.  Grace and Johnny stumble in arm and 
arm, wired and wasted.  Collapse on the couch.

Johnny swigs champagne, hands it to Grace.  She swigs.

JOHNNY
The sun is up.  That, is how you do 
New York.

He slides in close.  Fingers her hair.

JOHNNY
You were amazing tonight.  Like 
you've known them forever.

GRACE
Me?  What about you?

JOHNNY
Moi?

GRACE
Who was that gracious gentleman?  
Personable?  Fun?  Not your normal, 
selfish twit.

JOHNNY
Ouch.

Johnny leans in.  Kisses her.  No apprehension from Grace 
this time.  She kisses him back.

She pulls away.  Hesitates.  Johnny moves back in, they kiss 
more urgently.

Grace stops again.  Catches her breath.  Looks off in space 
with a glint in her eye - am I really going to do this?
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She rises, wordless.  Hurries into the bedroom.

Johnny flops back with a heavy sigh - just my luck.  Swigs 
from the bottle.  Waits.  Stifles a yawn.  Rises.

JOHNNY
Give me a sec to grab my shit.

He opens the bedroom door.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - SAME

Grace smiles at him, lies naked under a sheet.  

Johnny's freezes, a split second of shock.  He tears at his 
clothes as he jumps into bed.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - DAY

Johnny snores.  Grace lies on one arm and watches him.  
Content.  Peaceful.  

She lays back on the pillow.  Her mind races.

GRACE
(to herself)

A man.

Her phone buzzes.  It's Angie.

GRACE
(quietly)

Hey.

ANGIE (V.O.)
Why are you whispering?

Grace looks at Johnny.  Slips out of the room.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Looks out the window as she talks.

GRACE
Late night.

ANGIE (V.O.)
Anything you want to tell me?

GRACE
No.  Why?
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ANGIE (V.O.)
Did you fuck him?

GRACE
(hesitates)

Angie?  

ANGIE (V.O.)
Cause you and him and some other 
old fuckers are all over Page Six.

GRACE
What?

ANGIE (V.O.)
Happy as shit.  It's gone national.  
Just tell me.

GRACE
No... I have to go.  I'll call you 
later.  Okay?  Love you.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - SAME

Angie hits end.  Fumes.  Drops the phone in the bed.

Belle rolls over.  Slides close.

BELLE
So?

ANGIE
She did.

BELLE
Then you shouldn't feel guilty 
about us.

Angie rolls over.

ANGIE
Do you just wake up an asshole?

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - SAME

Grace steps back into the bedroom.  Johnny looks up.

JOHNNY
There she is.  Come back to bed.

Grace slips back under the covers.  Nestles close.
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JOHNNY
What shall we do today?  A little 
breakfast?  Some mimosas?  A little 
some? 

Grace forces a smile, which becomes genuine.

EXT. SIDEWALK CAFE - DAY

Grace and Johnny brunch.  Smile brightly for every tourist  
pic and greeting.

GRACE
Anywhere I want?

JOHNNY
The world is your oyster.

Grace reaches below the table.  Touches his thigh.

GRACE
With which you'll pry open with 
your sword?

JOHNNY
Thine quest for a pearl is 
constant.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - DAY

Passionate sex.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - LATER

Grace and Johnny lie in bed.  Glisten.

JOHNNY
Nope.

GRACE
Golf?  Ski?  

JOHNNY
Nope.  Nope.

GRACE
There must be something.

Johnny pulls out his vial.  Takes a bump.  Puts it back.
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GRACE
Hey?

Johnny raises an eyebrow.  

GRACE
We need something in common.

Grace takes a hit.

JOHNNY
Well spank my monkey and call me 
crazy.

INT. JOHNNY'S PLANE - DAY

Grace and Johnny settle into seats.

EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY

Angie and Belle walk side by side.  Angie's lost in thought.

Belle takes her hand.  Angie brushes it away.  Angie comes 
back from wherever she was.  Takes Belle's hand.

EXT. SPEED BOAT - DAY

Their hair flies as Grace and Johnny race across the water.

INT. SPEED BOAT - CABIN - NIGHT

Grace and Johnny laugh as they try to snort coke while the 
boat bobs and weaves.

INT. DIVE BAR - DAY

Mike the Bartender shows Buster a newspaper with Johnny and 
Grace's smiling picture.

Buster crumples the paper.  Tosses it behind the bar.

EXT. APPLE ORCHARD - DAY

Fall colors around them.  Grace photographs Johnny as he 
hangs from a ladder, picks apples.
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INT. RECORDING STUDIO - NIGHT

Candy struggles to find the right chords.

INT. CABIN - NIGHT

Apple cores and flour speckle the counter top.

Johnny photographs Grace, also covered in flour, as she 
carries a badly baked pie toward him.

INT. CABIN - LATER

The fireplace crackles.  Johnny sleeps in a chair, whiskey 
bottle in hand.

Grace does a line of coke.  Watches him sleep.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

Still in pajamas, coffee in hand.  Angie and Belle flip the 
TV on to watch the Thanksgiving Day Parade.

EXT. NEW YORK CONDO - BALCONY - DAY

Grace, Johnny, Spencer and Olivia look down on the parade.

Spectators take pictures.  TV cameras turn to them, show them 
on air.  They smile and wave for to the crowd.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - SAME

Angie and Belle see Grace on the screen.  Angie's mood 
darkens.  She stomps out of the room.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Grace, Johnny, Spencer and Olivia dine on a sumptuous spread.  

INT. BELLE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Thanksgiving dinner for two by candlelight.  Belle carves a 
tiny turkey, places a slice on Angie's plate.
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INT. NEW YORK CONDO - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Dick Clark's Rockin New Years Eve on the TV.  Laughter.  
Drinks flow.  

Grace, Johnny, Spencer and Olivia takes turns with a large 
plate of coke.

INT. GALLERY - NIGHT

Stylishly dressed people mingle.  Champagne station flows.  
Wait staff circle with hors d'oeuvres. 

Avalina chats up rich clientele.  Angie and Belle watch the 
New Year's Ball Drop on a flat screen in the corner.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - NIGHT

Sid and the engineer look through the window.  Smile and bob 
their heads to the music.

Rocky and Bruno rock out.  Candy sings with gusto.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Grace pops her head up from a line of coke just in time to 
watch the ball drop.

Johnny stumbles into the room to do the countdown.

They sloppily kiss when the clock strikes twelve.  Drop onto 
the couch.  Grab their phones.  Text.

INT. GALLERY - SAME

Angie feels her phone buzz.  Pulls away from Belle's embrace.  
Looks at Grace's text - Happy New Year!

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - SAME

Candy sings while her phone buzzes.

INT. NEW YORK CONDO - LIVING ROOM - SAME

Grace's phone buzzes in her hand.  Angie's text - fuck you! 
Johnny looks at his phone.  Nothing.

They laugh.  Do another line.
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INT. RECORDING STUDIO - SAME

Candy and the boys end with a flourish.  A natural high.

EXT. SKI SLOPE - DAY

Grace photos Johnny as he snow plows down the bunny slope.  
He stops right in front of her.  Raises his arms, celebrates.

Grace collapses in the snow.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Grace sleeps.  Johnny listens as the DOCTOR, 30s, speaks.

DOCTOR
She's responding to fluids and her 
vitals are coming back to normal, 
but she's a very lucky girl.

JOHNNY
We've been on the go for months 
now.

DOCTOR
(knowing)

We could have had organ failure, 
internal bleeding.  Has she always 
been this thin?

JOHNNY
Thanks Doc, appreciate you!

EXT. BEACH CABANA - DAY

Grace, extremely gaunt, sleeps on a beach recliner.  

Johnny steps inside, soaking wet.  Takes a sip from his 
umbrella drink.  Shakes like a wet dog.  Wakes Grace.

GRACE
Hey!

(looks at his drink)
Give a sip.

Johnny sets the drink down.  Towels off.

JOHNNY
The edge is fucking where it's at.

Grace motions for the drink.
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JOHNNY
Gets in your face.  Screams, go 
further.  Fucking dare you!  

Grace grows impatient.

JOHNNY
One day, you don't come back.

GRACE
Really?  

JOHNNY
Came close, more than once.  Easy 
to do.  

Grace looks over her sunglasses with bloodshot eyes.

JOHNNY
It's time to go home.

INT. LIMO - DAY

Sid sips on a drink, scrolls his phone.  Sees beach pictures 
of Johnny and Grace.

The phone buzzes.  It's Johnny.

SID
Was just thinking of you.  

Puts the call on speaker.  Looks at the pictures again.

JOHNNY (V.O.)
I'm ready to be fucking home.

SID
Is everything okay?

Sid cranes his neck to listen to a garbled conversation.

INT. JOHNNY'S PLANE - SAME

Johnny puts his hand over the phone.  Sternly to Grace.

JOHNNY
I fucking told you.  Slow down.  

He uncups the phone.

JOHNNY
Tell me we're fully stocked.
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SID (V.O.)
Of course.

JOHNNY
Your the best, Sid.

(to Grace)
Slow down.

INT. LIMO - DAY

Johnny plops into his seat.  Rolls his eyes as Grace fidgets.

SID
Glorious to have you back.  Can I 
fix anyone anything?

JOHNNY
I can't believe I'm going to say 
this, but--

GRACE
Ask him.

JOHNNY
When did you become fucking shy?

Johnny nods to Sid then the briefcase.

JOHNNY
Set her up.

Sid raises an eyebrow.

JOHNNY
Grace made a new bestie on the 
trip.  They're inseparable.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Grace bolts from the room, leaves Sid and Johnny in her wake.

JOHNNY
Too much candy.  Thank God I never 
was this bad.

Sid purses his lips to stay silent.

SID
Speaking of Candy.  I need to tell 
you, her album-- 
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JOHNNY
Not again.

SID
Is coming along nicely.

Johnny looks at Sid - seriously?

SID
You should probably take a deep 
breath.

Sid hands Johnny his phone with pictures of Rocky and Bronco 
playing with Candy.  

Johnny laughs hysterically, scrolls the pictures.  Comes upon 
the beach pics of them.  Focuses on emaciated Grace.

JOHNNY
Didn't know these were out there.  

SID
I shouldn't ask, but is she--

Grace enters.

GRACE
What're you looking at?

Johnny scrolls back to Rocky and Bronco.  Shows Grace.

JOHNNY
Looks who's helping Candy.

SID
They're recording tonight.  You 
should come by.

GRACE
Awesome.  

JOHNNY
Maybe another time.

GRACE
Listen to you.  We'll be there.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - NIGHT

Johnny, Sid and the engineer watch Candy's big finish.

Grace steps from the bathroom.  Checks her nose in a mirror.
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Johnny hits the intercom.

JOHNNY
Fucking awesome!

Candy, Rocky and Bronco look at the booth, confused.

CANDY
(thru intercom)

A compliment?  Who are you?

JOHNNY
So good.  All of you.

Smiles all round on the floor.

GRACE
You are amazing, Candy.

Candy's smile disappears.

GRACE
So good.

(to Johnny)
Can we go now?

JOHNNY
Grace, we--

GRACE
I want to have some fun.

Johnny hesitates to answer.

GRACE
Meet you outside.

Johnny looks back to Candy.  Shrugs

EXT. CLUB - NIGHT

Grace and Johnny wade through the paparazzi to enter.  The 
crowd pushes and shoves.  Cameras flash. 

GRACE
Here's my backside, boys.  Kiss it.

INT. - CLUB - DANCEFLOOR - LATER

Johnny sits at a secluded table.  Watches Grace on the 
dancefloor.  Wild.  Seductive.  Wasted out of her mind.
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INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - DAY

Johnny scrolls the pictures on Grace's camera.  She enters a 
disheveled mess.  Pours coffee, plops down.

JOHNNY
You have a flair.  What, exactly, 
do you have planned for these?

Grace holds her head up.

GRACE
I have a spot in mind, a gallery.  
But she hates my work.

JOHNNY
Then find another one.

GRACE
It's perfect.  But only if I show 
her a little...

Grace juts her chest out.

JOHNNY
Maybe we can change her mind.

GRACE
You'd do that--

JOHNNY
And you keep your dignity.  Unless, 
you prefer this... Nancy Spungen 
thing you've got going on.

INT. GALLERY - AVALINA'S OFFICE - DAY

Avalina flips through a magazine as Belle pops her head in.

BELLE
Grace is here.

Avalina lifts her head, intrigued.  Pulls out a compact.  
Quick inspection.  Looks back at the magazine.

AVALINA
Hideous.

Belle steps aside as Grace pushes through. 

AVALINA
Grace, what a surprise!  You look--
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Johnny steps in.  Belle closes the door behind him.

AVALINA
Oh, my.

Grace slaps a folder down.  Leans on the desk.

GRACE
No more fooling around.  Do we have 
a deal or what?

Avalina looks Grace up and down.  Turns to Johnny.

AVALINA
Seems we have a new Grace.  All 
edgy and rough.

JOHNNY
Fucking A.

AVALINA
Do I smell Old Spice?

EXT. OUTSIDE AVALINA'S OFFICE - SAME

Belle listens at the door.  Worried.

Pulls out her phone.  Dials.

INT. AVALINA'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Avalina flips through the pictures.

AVALINA
I could do business with the old 
Grace.  Now?

GRACE
You're fucking kidding me?

AVALINA
You sound like your girlfriend 
there.  Or ex-girlfriend, I mean.

Grace paces a circle.  

EXT. OUTSIDE AVALINA'S OFFICE - SAME

Belle has one ear to the door, the other to her phone.
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BELLE
No, get down here, please!

(listens)
Does this sound like her?

She holds the phone to the door.

INT. AVALINA'S OFFICE - SAME

Grace grabs the photos, steps to Johnny.

GRACE
Do you know who this is?  It's 
Johnny Rock.  Johnny fucking Rock!  
He can buy and sell you a hundred 
times over.

Avalina looks at Johnny.  He gives her a cocky smile.

Grace flips the pictures at Avalina.  One at a time.

GRACE
His life.  In pictures.  Like no 
one has ever seen!  Or ever will!

AVALINA
No one?  It's already out there.

Avalina holds up a gossip magazine with them on the cover.

AVALINA
And it's not pretty, sister.

A photo of Grace as she screams at the paparazzi.

AVALINA
I am not BuzzFeed!

With nothing left, Grace shrieks.  Which surprises Johnny.  
Grace, flustered, looks to Johnny - help me out?

Johnny rises, takes the magazine from Avalina.  Flips through 
it.  Stops and admires a page.

JOHNNY
I'd say I'm buff in this one.

Hands it back to her.

JOHNNY
What century are you from?  A 
magazine?  Oh wait, I get it.  
You're confused, all mixed parts.

(MORE)
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JOHNNY (CONT’D)
Your tits say  nineteen but your 
jowls fifty-nine.

Avalina shifts uncomfortably.

JOHNNY
Which, like, is it?  Do you know 
who this is?  This is Grace 
Summers.  Grace fucking Summers! I 
have no idea why she even wants 
this when she already owns you.

Grace looks at Johnny, surprised.

JOHNNY
You know how many followers she 
has?  They wait on her every tweet.  
When she says purr, they say meow.

Johnny winks at Grace.

JOHNNY
Combine that with my... what?

GRACE
Over two million followers.

JOHNNY
Right.  We'll burn this place to 
the ground.

GRACE
Johnny.

JOHNNY
Metaphorically speaking.  This town 
lives on trends, and you're about 
to trend badly.

(to Grace)
Where's your phone?

Johnny pats his pockets like he's looking for his phone.

JOHNNY
Nevermind, I got this!  

AVALINA
You won't really do that?

JOHNNY
Like, read about in the newspaper.  
Bee-yatch!

Avalina's eyes them both.  Back and forth.  Purses her lips.
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AVALINA
You deserve each other.

EXT. AVALINA'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

The door opens.  Belle jumps back.

BELLE
Too late.

Grace and Johnny exit, arm in arm.

GRACE
Do you even--?

JOHNNY
Not a clue.

Belle looks inside.  Avalina sobs.  Belle closes the door.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - NIGHT

Grace bobs her head for a line of coke.

JOHNNY
She wasn't wrong, though.  Maybe we 
dial it down, a touch.

Grace pops up. 

GRACE
Sure.  Whatever.  

Johnny sips his drink.  Contemplates.

GRACE
Where to tonight?

JOHNNY
I'm thinking a little smoke.  A 
little some?

GRACE
A few clubs.  An after party?  

JOHNNY
Do you miss her?  Do you miss 
before?  I do.

GRACE
Where's this coming from?
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JOHNNY
I used to treat each day as gold.  
Create music to transform people.  
With principal, and good intent.

GRACE
You got what you wanted. 

JOHNNY
What was worse?  She lacked 
interest or said ex-girlfriend?

GRACE
Since when are you such a Goddamn 
hippie?  Can we just go out?

JOHNNY
Do what you want.  Good night.

Grace watches Johnny leave the room.  Leans down, does 
another line of coke.

GRACE
Hypocrite.

Sits back, wired.  But alone.

Turns on the TV.  Flips through the channels.  Nothing 
interesting.  Shuts it off.

Wanders off to the - 

KITCHEN

Looks in the fridge.  Pretty much empty.  Shuts it.

Into the -

BEDROOM

Finds Johnny half asleep.  Picks up her camera.  Takes a few 
quick pics.

He grumbles.  Rolls over.

Scrolls through pictures on the camera as she re-enters the -

MEDIA ROOM

Back into her seat.  Does a line of coke.  Scrolls back 
through her pictures.

Stops on the last pic of Angie and her.  Smiles at how happy 
they were.
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Scrolls back to a recent pic of her.  Twinges at the 
difference.  Scrolls back to the one with Angie.

Picks up her phone.  Facetimes Angie.

ON SCREEN

Angie answers, groggy.

ANGIE
Grace?  

GRACE
Hey.

ANGIE
What's the matter?

GRACE
Nothing.  You don't answer my 
texts... and... so...

ANGIE
Don't do this again.

GRACE
I--

ANGIE
Look at you.  A fucking mess.

GRACE
Miss you.

ANGIE
I'm not your security blanket.

CLICK.  Grace stares at the phone.  Tears well.

She stiffens her back.  Dials again.  Listens.

GRACE
Fuck that!

ANGIE (V.O.)
Angie baby.  You know what to do.

Grace hits end.  Taps Angie's contact.

ANGIE (V.O.)
Angie  baby.

Hits end.  Taps Angie's contact again.
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ANGIE (V.O.)
Angie.

Grace hits end and drops the phone.  Stares at the coke.  
Pushes it away.

GRACE
Fuck me...

Steps to the bar.  Pours a glass of wine.  Looks to the door 
near the bar.  Opens it to find a --

CLOSET

Stacked with boxes.  Indexed and labeled.  ALBUMS.  
CASSETTES.  CDS.  PICTURES.  GOLD RECORDS.  DVDS.  AWARDS.  

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - BEDROOM - DAY

Johnny awakens.  No Grace.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

She's not here either.  Feels, then hears, a bass pumping.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Johnny steps in.  An old concert of his plays on the big 
screen.  The sound at max volume.

Albums strewn on the floor.  Pictures scattered everywhere.  
Awards on tables.  Gold records lean against the wall.

Johnny looks to the empty closet.  Turns back and Grace leaps 
in front of him.  Wild eyed.  Frantic.  Crazed.

GRACE
You lied to me!

Johnny looks where the coke was last night.  It's gone.  

Grace races away.  Rumbles through a pile of pictures.

GRACE
I knew he knew you.  

Finds the one she wants.  Jams it into his chest.

Johnny looks at the picture of a much younger Buster and him 
as they jam on a couch.
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GRACE
You said you didn't.

Grace paces in a small circle around Johnny.

GRACE
Why?

JOHNNY
Have you slept?

GRACE
Or this one?

Much younger Mike the Bartender, behind a drum kit.

JOHNNY
Grace.  Calm down.

Grace, out of control, stops nose to nose with him.

GRACE
Why am I here?

JOHNNY
Your pictures--

GRACE
These are better than any of the 
shit I took.  

She collapses into a chair.

GRACE
This is what people want to see.
What made me think I could do this?  

Grace hyperventilates.

GRACE
Why is my heart beating so fast?

Johnny kneels beside her, worried.

JOHNNY
How much did you do?

Grace jumps back up.

GRACE
I can't breathe.  Why can't I 
breathe?

Tries to breathe through her nose.  Can't.
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Johnny sets her back in the chair.

JOHNNY
Stay put.

Johnny races to the sink.  Fills a glass with water.

JOHNNY
Here.

Grace takes it.  Puts it to her nose to snort the water.

JOHNNY
No, drink it.

GRACE
I need to clear my nose!

Johnny takes back the glass.  Puts it to her mouth.  Pours 
some into her mouth.

JOHNNY
There you go.  Breathe.  Breathe 
through your mouth.

Grace calms, slightly.

Johnny grabs his phone.  Dials.

CANDY (V.O.)
What?

JOHNNY
Grace is ODing.  

CANDY (V.O.)
How much?

GRACE
Help me?

JOHNNY
A gram?  A few?  Maybe more?

CANDY (V.O.)
Call 9-1-1.

JOHNNY
Can you come here?

GRACE
Please?!
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CANDY (V.O.)
Fuck, Johnny.  Call 9-1-1!

Johnny hangs up.  Dials.

JOHNNY
I need an ambulance.  My 
girlfriend's ODing.

(listens)
Cocaine. 

(nods)
Twenty one hundred, Willow Glen Dr.

Grace convulses.

JOHNNY
Hurry!

Johnny kneels down to Grace.  Pours more water in the mouth.

JOHNNY
Stay with me, Grace.

EXT. JOHNNY'S HOME - DAY

Police cars and an ambulance parked outside.  

Paparazzi line the street.  They stir, jostle for space as 
two paramedics emerge from the house with Grace on a gurney.

Sid pushes through the throng, a UNIFORMED OFFICER stops him.

SID
I'm his manager.

Sid's eyes meet Grace's as she rolls past.

SID
Hang in there.

The paparazzi stir again.  Camera clicks.  Shouts.  Another 
uniformed officer leads Johnny from his home in handcuffs.

SID
Is this really necessary?  Come on?  
On what grounds?

UNIFORMED OFFICER
Possession.  Drug delivery.  
Aggravated battery.

Johnny sees Sid as he's put in the back of a police cruiser.



94.

JOHNNY
Get me out, Sid!

UNIFORMED OFFICER
Second degree manslaughter if that 
girl doesn't make it.

JOHNNY
Get me out!

Cameras click until the police cruiser rolls away.

INT. JAIL CELL - NIGHT

Johnny, in an orange jumpsuit, sits quietly in a cell. 

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - SAME

Grace sleeps while hooked to multiple machines as tubes snake 
across her body.

INT. JAIL CELL - NIGHT

A GUARD jingles his keys outside the cell. 

GUARD
Rock, you made bail.

Johnny rises silently, exits the cell.

INT. LIMO - NIGHT

Johnny stares out his window.  Sid drops cubes into a glass.

SID
Something to calm your nerves?

Johnny shakes his head.  Continues to stare out the window.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Johnny and Sid enter the room, take in Grace's condition.

SID
I'll leave you two alone.  Maybe 
look for a doctor.

Johnny sits in a chair next the bed, takes Grace's hand.
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JOHNNY
I'm sorry.  So sorry.

Grace opens her eyes.

JOHNNY
I should've known better.

GRACE
Why do you always act like you 
don't care?

Her question surprises Johnny.  He hugs her tight.

JOHNNY
You scared me.  I thought, well...

Johnny grabs a cup from her tray.  Grace takes a few sips.   

JOHNNY
You get some rest.

Sid appears at the door as Grace lays her head back down.

SID
Good news?

JOHNNY
She woke up, spoke to me.

SID
We should let her rest.

Johnny shakes his head.

JOHNNY
I'm staying.

Sid turns and leaves, quietly.

Grace settles in.  Johnny watches as she falls asleep.

JOHNNY
(to himself)

Because I'm a fraud.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Johnny awakens to find Grace looking at him.

JOHNNY
Look at you, early riser.
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GRACE
I'm sorry.

JOHNNY
For what?  It's me who should be--

GRACE
Everything.  What did you mean last 
night?

Johnny rises.  Touches her face softly.

JOHNNY
Let's get a doc in here.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - DAY

Phone to his ear, Johnny scans the mess.

JOHNNY
If all goes well, she'll be home 
tomorrow.

Johnny scans the mess.

JOHNNY
I'm cut off, Sid.  You heard me.  

Picks up an album, admires the cover.

JOHNNY
And get me into a program.  No, I'm 
not kidding.  Don't let me talk you 
out of it, no matter what the fuck 
I say.  

Picks up the coke mirror.  Admires it for a second, drops it.

JOHNNY
Send a crew to sweep this place.  
That doesn't speak English.  God 
knows what they'll find.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - MEDIA ROOM - NIGHT

Back to normal.  All the old paraphernalia is packed away 
except for one open box.

Johnny dials his phone, holds the picture of Buster and him.

JOHNNY
Hello, Candy.
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CANDY (V.O.)
Johnny.

JOHNNY
Grace will be fine.

CANDY (V.O.)
Good.

JOHNNY
That's it.  

CANDY (V.O.)
Okay?

Awkward silence.

JOHNNY
Sid tells me your new stuff is 
smokin'.

CANDY (V.O.)
Really?

JOHNNY
And the band is tight.  Maybe I can 
come by one of these days?  Give a 
listen?

CANDY (V.O.)
I'd like that.

Johnny hangs up.  Sets the album inside and closes the box.  
Dials again.

JOHNNY
I need your help.

SID (V.O.)
Anything.  You know that.

JOHNNY
My joint.  Tomorrow, three pm.

SID (V.O.)
I'll pick you up.

JOHNNY
(smiling)

I'm perfectly capable of getting to 
my own bar, thank you very much.

Confused silence from Sid.
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JOHNNY
(earnest)

It's time to get back to work.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Johnny enters.  Grace lies in bed, scrolls her phone. 

JOHNNY
Good to have you back.

Grace looks away from her phone.

GRACE
I'm so --

JOHNNY
Don't be.

Grace looks back to her phone?

GRACE
You were charged?

JOHNNY
Dropped.  I entered a program.

GRACE
I'm so ashamed.  

JOHNNY
My life's not for everyone.  

GRACE
The doctor says I can go home 
today.

JOHNNY
Best news I've heard yet.  I've 
something I need to do but will be 
back.

INT. DIVE BAR - DAY

Mike the Bartender lounges, scrolls his phone.  Buster sips, 
watches the TV behind the bar.

Front door opens.  Light flashes into the room.

JOHNNY
My kingdom for a horse!
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BUSTER
You and the horse you rode in on.

Johnny steps behind Buster, clasps his shoulders.

JOHNNY
Wet Buster's whistle again.

(in Buster's ear)
Looking good, old man.

(to Mike the Bartender)
In fact, Michael, pour yourself one 
too. 

Mike pours himself a drink.  Slides one in front of Johnny.

Johnny stares at the drink, longingly.  Debates.  Reaches for 
it, slides it back to Mike the Bartender.

JOHNNY
Seen Sid?

Before Mike the Bartender or Buster can pick their jaws up 
off the floor, the door opens.  Light splashes over them.

JOHNNY
Speak of the devil.  Set him up.

SID
You okay?  How did you get here?  I 
could have picked you up.

Johnny waves him off.

JOHNNY
Gather 'round, gents.  I have a 
proposition for you to consider.

INT. HOSPITAL - HALLWAY - DAY

Johnny pushes Grace in a wheelchair.  An orderly follows. 

JOHNNY
We're going home in style.

EXT. HOSPITAL - ENTRANCE - SAME 

Uber Stu leans against his car.  Plays a game on his phone.

INT. JOHNNY'S HOME - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Grace lies in bed, sips on a steaming mug of tea.
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JOHNNY
You'll be okay for a few hours?

Grace nods.

GRACE
Out and about?  Again? 

Johnny shrugs.

JOHNNY
Get some rest.  See you in the am.

Grace takes another sip as Johnny leaves.  

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - NIGHT

Candy, Rocky and Bronco come to a big finish.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - SAME

Smiles all around from Sid, the engineer and Johnny.

Johnny taps the intercom.

JOHNNY
Can I say something?

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - SAME

Candy, Rocky and Bronco brace themselves.

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - SAME

Johnny eyes each of them sternly.  Slowly.  One by one. 

JOHNNY
That was fucking awesome!

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - SAME

Relief.  High fives all around.

Johnny steps into the studio.

JOHNNY
So cool.  So very fucking cool!

(to Candy)
You've never sounded so good.

(MORE)
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JOHNNY (CONT’D)
(to the boys)

And while I'm sucking up, I owe you 
both.  For all those years...

BRONCO
No need, man.  We got to jam with 
Johnny fucking Rock!

JOHNNY
Still... I should've been a better 
person.

(debates)
Either of you ever bartend?

INT. RECORDING STUDIO - BOOTH - SAME

Sid hits a button, cuts the sound from the studio.

SID 
Let's give them a little privacy.

EXT. PACIFIC COAST - DAY

A beautiful sunset.  

Grace and Johnny's hair blows as they sit on a cliff that 
overlooks the Pacific.

JOHNNY
What did you say to me?  This is 
heaven, right?

GRACE
As I recall, you didn't quite see 
it that way.

Johnny hands Grace an envelope.  She looks at him, confused.  
Opens it to find a safari brochure.  

JOHNNY
If you still want it.

GRACE
I can't accept this.

JOHNNY
Even if it's part of my amends?  
It's the least I can do.

Johnny stares off in the distance.
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JOHNNY
We share the same sky, but not the 
same horizon.

Grace leans in.  Hugs Johnny tight.

JOHNNY
I can't wait to see what your 
horizon holds for you.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Belle reclines on the couch with her phone.

DOORBELL.  

Angie pops into the room in Grace's favorite, oversized 
sweatshirt.  A quick look at each other, surprised.

Angie opens the door.  Finds Grace.  

GRACE
Sorry for just showing up.  Didn't 
think you'd take my call.

Angie glances over her shoulder at Belle.

GRACE
Can't really blame you.

They stand silently.

Belle rises from the couch.  

BELLE
I was just going.

Grace and Angie watch as the front door closes.

GRACE
I'll be quick.  I just wanted to 
say sorry.

ANGIE
No need.

GRACE
For all of it.  You were right.

ANGIE
I fucking hate him for what he did.
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GRACE
Don't.  It was in me all along.  He 
merely opened the door.

ANGIE
But still.

GRACE
Are you... happy?

Angie grins a dirty grin.

ANGIE
I kinda miss those magic fingers.

The mood lightens.

INT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Grace throws more clothes into a big suitcase.  

ANGIE
What about the apartment?

GRACE
Stay.

ANGIE
This is your place.

GRACE
We'll figure it out later.

Grace looks at her sweatshirt on Angie.  

ANGIE
Oh.

GRACE
No.  Keep it.

Angie pulls it off.

ANGIE
No.  Really.  Let me wash it first.

Grace balls it up, tosses it in.  Closes the suitcase.

GRACE
It's fine.
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EXT. GRACE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Uber Stu grabs the suitcase from Grace.  Grace and Angie 
watch him walk to his car.

GRACE
Long story.

Long silence.

ANGIE
So we'll--?

GRACE
No doubt.

Big hug.  Longer than either expected.

ANGIE
Fucking love you.

GRACE
Love you.

Grace turns, walks towards Stu.  Tears fall.

Angie's eyes well as she watches Grace leave.

ANGIE
(quietly)

Used to love to watch you leave.

INT. AIRPLANE - NIGHT

Grace pulls her favorite sweatshirt from her bag.  Holds it 
close, breathes Angie in.    

Scrunches it into a pillow.  Smiles as she closes her eyes.  
Leans her head against the window.

INT. SMALL CLUB - NIGHT

Johnny stands behind a microphone with an empty stool on each 
side of him.  

His hands shake.  He dries them in his pits.  Looks behind 
him to an empty drum kit.

JOHNNY
(to no one)

Why am I nervous?
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Lights brighten.

The crowd murmurs.  Claps and cheers.

Johnnys pulls the mic from the stand.  Moves to stage front.

Takes in the adulation, briefly.  Quiets the crowd.

JOHNNY
All right, all right.  Enough of 
that bullshit.

Johnny looks off stage.

JOHNNY
You're too kind.  Welcome to night 
one of me being reborn.  

(scans the crowd)
Who do you know that got you in 
here?

The crowd chuckles.

JOHNNY
You have to know someone.  To see 
me in a small club...

Johnny looks off stage again.

JOHNNY
Listen to me.  Us.  Actually, it 
feels great.

The crowd cheers again.

JOHNNY
There are a few people I'd like to 
thank for getting me to this point.  
One couldn't be here tonight.

A video screen rolls down behind Johnny.

JOHNNY
But she's not forgotten.  She's off 
in Africa, bonding with nature.

Grace's photos of their time together scrolls.

JOHNNY
I was always loved the spotlight.

Pauses.



106.

JOHNNY
As long as it didn't reveal too 
much.

Johnny looks at the screen.

JOHNNY
She made me appreciate things 
again.  The little things.  To 
celebrate those around you.

Johnny looks off stage again.

JOHNNY
That's what I'm gonna do.

Johnny waves off stage.

JOHNNY
To say thanks to those who were 
there from the beginning.

Mike the Bartender appears.  Settles in behind the drums.

JOHNNY
And those who've been there all 
along.

Candy appears, guitar in hand.  Sits in a stool next to him.

JOHNNY
Finally, I want to acknowledge 
someone who was very important to 
me.  He was versed in the ways of 
Riley B. King, when I was a snot 
nosed shit who wanted to scream his 
way to fame.

INT. DIVE BAR - SAME

Bronco stands behind the bar.  Scrolls his phone.  

The bar sits quiet except for Rocky at one end and a lovey 
dovey couple at the other.

The glass case above the bar is empty.

Inside it, a small STICKY NOTE reads: IOU 1 GUITAR.  BUSTER.

EXT. AFRICAN SAVANNAH - DAY

Safari clothes and hat, Grace focuses on a resting lion.
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GRACE
Well hello, beautiful.

Pulls down her camera, takes in her surroundings.

GRACE
Amazing.

Looks at the photos she just shot, scrolls backwards.

Stops at the last photo she took of Johnny.  Lingers.

GRACE
You're pretty amazing, too.

Clicks off the picture.  Aims her camera at the lion again.  
Focus.  Shoots.

INT. STAGE - CONTINUOUS

Johnny waves off stage, again.

JOHNNY
Come on!

(to the audience)
Looks like he needs a little 
encouragement.

They chant and cheer.  Johnny waves, emphatically.  

JOHNNY
Ladies and gentlemen, please 
welcome...

The cheers get louder.  A cleaned and shined but still angry 
Buster steps on stage.

Johnny looks confused.  Buster notes it, leans in.

BUSTER
What?

Johnny pushes the mic away.

JOHNNY
After all these years, shit.  
What's your last name?

Buster tightens.

BUSTER
Figures.
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Johnny speaks into the mic again.

JOHNNY
I'm such a fool.  As ass, really.

Johnny peers deep into Buster's eyes.

JOHNNY
He made it all possible.  He had 
the talent, the lyrics, the chops.

Johnny nods.

JOHNNY
He wrote "Willing to Die," and 
without him, I'm nothing.

The crowd goes stunned silent.

JOHNNY
It's time I cop to that.  Will you 
forgive me?

Johnny looks at Buster.  Hopeful.

Buster looks at Johnny.  Sternly.

The crowd murmurs.

A small smirk breaks the corner of Buster's mouth.  His eyes 
sparkle, a bit.  Years of hatred and anger wash away.

Buster reaches for Johnny.  Hugs him tight.  Johnny hugs him 
back even tighter.

The crowd roars its approval.

Johnny and Buster release.  Tears in their eyes.

Johnny steps back to the mic.

JOHNNY
Whew!  Glad that's over.

(to Buster)
Shall we?

(to the crowd)
Want to him hear play?

The crowd erupts.  Buster plugs his guitar in.

JOHNNY
Ladies and gentlemen.  Please 
welcome...
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Buster steps to the mic.

BUSTER
Buster.  Just Buster.

JOHNNY
My friend, Buster!

Buster plays soulfully.  Candy and Mike join in.  Grace's 
photos scroll behind them.

Johnny steps aside, cedes the spotlight.  Watches them play.

FADE OUT.

 


