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INT. HOME HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

A man's hand reaches in and twists furiously at a door knob 
that will not budge. A fist pounding on the door resounds, 
rattling the door in it's frame.

MAN
Open the door. Come on, let me in.

Silence.

MAN (CONT'D)
Ang, come on. Open the door.

Silence.

MAN (CONT'D)
If you don't open the door, I'm 
going to kick it in.

Silence.

A shower of splinters explodes as a large foot kicks the door 
wide open.

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

The man charges into the room, darkened by drawn curtains. 
Unfinished laundry litters the floor.

ANGIE(40), Lies sideways and half fetal across the unmade 
bed. Her once immaculate dress now covered in dog hair.

He rushes to her side, sits down beside her on the bed and 
brushes the hair back from her face.

JAMES(40), in jeans and t-shirt huddles over her, leaning in 
to see her face.

JAMES
Angie. Sweetie.

Her eyelids flutter, opening slowly and only partially.

JAMES (CONT'D)
What happened?

ANGIE
(slurred)

I'm done.



JAMES
Done what?

ANGIE
Done.

Her eyes close and she goes completely still.

JAMES
What did you do?

James stands up and looks around the room. He looks over to 
the adjoining master bath. Amidst the random toiletries, 
makeup containers, and hair brushes he spies a pill bottle 
with the lid off.

He bolts for it, picks it up and inspects the interior.

Empty.

As he stands there reading the label she mumbles a half song 
to herself.

ANGIE
"The way--ahh--ahh--ting is the 
hardest part."

The label reads:

Angie Anders--Take one capsule by 
mouth daily. Sertraline 250 mg. 
Qty. 90.

He returns to her side, brushes her face softly with his 
fingertips.

JAMES
Sweetie. What did you do? Did you 
take these?

He holds the empty bottle before her. She struggles to 
maintain consciousness, says not a word and merely offers him 
a sardonic smile before slumping back to slumber.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Fuck.

He stands up and walks out of the room.
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INT. BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

James returns carrying a large glass of ice water in one hand 
and still holding the pill bottle in the other hand.  A slim 
lab-mix dog follows him into the room, it's tags jangling. It 
jumps onto the bed and curls up in front of her.

He places the glass on the night stand and sits beside her 
once again. He caresses her shoulder.

JAMES
OK, So I looked it up....

He sets the pill bottle on the night stand as well.

JAMES(CONT'D)
These aren't going to kill you... 
unless you drank with 'em too. You 
weren't drinking were you?

All she can manage is half the smile she had before.

JAMES(CONT'D)
... but you are going to be pretty 
fucked up for a few days.

He slides off his shoes, tucks his legs up on the bed and 
pulls next to her as the big spoon. He has no pillow and lays 
his head on his own arm. He takes a deep breath. Drifts off 
to sleep.

INT. BEDROOM - LATER

James and Angie lay silent and still on the bed, still 
spooning. The light from the behind the curtains has gone 
dark.

Angie stirs, sitting up ever so slowly. She attempts to get 
to her feet and teeters precariously, falling back to a 
sitting position on the bed.

James opens his eyes.

JAMES
Where you going?

ANGIE
(mumbling and slurred)

Gotta pee.

JAMES
OK, hang on.
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James stands and comes around in front of her. He wraps his 
arms around her, beneath hers in a giant bear hug. He pulls 
her up.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Let's go.

Baby step, by baby step they wobble off toward the bath. He 
loosens his grip and she bounces off his arms and into a wall 
like a pinball. He pulls her in again.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Whoah.

INT. BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

They return staggering to the bed. He lifts her dress off and 
unhooks her bra. He grabs a T-shirt from a nearby dresser 
drawer and slides it over her head.

He lifts the water glass into her hands, which shake madly. 
She attempts to lift it to her mouth. He steadies her hands. 
She drinks and lays back down.

INT. BEDROOM/HALL/STAIRS - DAY

Angie awakes slowly, the bedroom washed in yellow afternoon 
light. She licks her lips and rubs her eyes. She looks around 
for any other sign of life and finds none.

She stands, unsteady, but motivated. She ambles toward the 
shattered door, pushing it out of her way. She glides through 
the hallway, down the stairway and onto the landing. She 
pauses sniffing at the air and listening to the sounds of 
kitchen pans clanking.

INT. KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

James stands barefoot in front of the stove, with spatula in 
hand flipping pancakes.
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A shuffling sound catches his attention. He turns to see 
Angie standing on the threshold to the kitchen, teetering, 
but steadying herself with her hands on the doorway. Still 
wearing nothing but the T-shirt and underwear.

JAMES
There you are. You hungry?

She closes her moist eyes and manages an affirmative head 
nod.

JAMES (CONT'D)
OK. Have a seat. It'll be ready in 
a minute.

She shuffles across the kitchen, pulls out a chair and sits 
at the retro table.

He places a plate in front of her, and returns seconds later 
with the skillet, flipping a cake onto the plate.

JAMES (CONT'D)
You scared the living shit out of 
me.

She says not a word as he returns to the stove.

JAMES(CONT'D)
You know that?

She picks up a fork and digs at the cake.

JAMES(CONT'D)
He's not worth it. Do you think 
that for one second he would give a 
shit about someone other than 
himself?

She hangs her head and begins to cry softly, shaking her 
head. James picks up on her body language, sets down his 
cooking utensils and comes up behind her with an embrace.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Oh sweetie. I'm so sorry.

ANGIE
Where did it all go so wrong?

JAMES
I don't...

He drifts off into a sigh. She reaches up to hold onto his 
arm wrapped around her.
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INT. OFFICE BUILDING - EVENING

SUPERIMPOSE: One year ago...

Angie hunches over a keyboard fiercely tapping away. Her 
white shirt sleeves rolled up and a blazer hung over the back 
of her chair. An array of white ceramic desk organizers hold, 
pencils, staplers, and paperclips, but are overwhelmed by 
envelopes and mailing inserts stacked to the edge of the 
desk.

The light above her desk is the only light in the room. The 
other 3 desks sit dark and empty.

The external light from the window has faded, leaving only a 
faint purple glow of skyline visible. She glances up at the 
clock. It reads 7:32. The second hand racing on.  

The light above her clicks off.

She jumps.

ANGIE
Ahhh!

She looks toward the doorway to see a small woman, DEB (50) 
carrying a box of pamphlets standing by the light switch.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Hey!

Deb flips the light back on.

DEB
OH! I'm sorry I didn't know there 
was anyone still here.

ANGIE
Yeah. Just about done. 

DEB
You should really go home. These 
late nights all the time are going 
to burn you out. 

ANGIE
I know, but seeing those little 
babies in the neonatal unit 
today... 

(beat)
It just made me so...

(beat)
(MORE)
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I realize I have a chance to do 
something here. To be a part of the 
solution.

DEB
No matter how much money we raise, 
we can't save the world.

ANGIE
I know. 

DEB
And you have to take care of your 
self.

ANGIE
You're right. 

Deb smiles.

DEB
OK, well.. wrap it up and get out 
of here? 

ANGIE
I will. I'll make sure to lock the 
door and set the alarm when I 
leave.

DEB
Thanks.

Deb walks off leaving Angie to her work, which she dives back 
into intently. Deb hasn't been gone 20 seconds when Angie's 
desktop phone rings. She picks up the receiver and cradles it 
between her ear and shoulder, continuing to stare ahead at 
her screen and peck away at the keyboard.

ANGIE
Hello.

(pause)
Yeah. Almost done.

(pause)
No, I didn't forget.

(pause)
I'll be home in twenty. We can head 
over right after. 

(pause)
OK. I love you too. Bye.

She hangs up the phone, wrinkles her forehead and continues 
typing.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
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INT. ANGIE'S CAR - EVENING

James pilots Angies's small, cute, black Saab convertible 
through a sedate residential neighborhood where kids push 
their scooters up and down the sidewalk, while others create 
driveway chalk masterpieces.

The fall sky trails off it's last touches of daylight. James 
wears a nice sweater, his hair clean and styled. Angie 
freshens up her make up in the car's vanity mirror, her hair 
blending into the faux fur collar of a black sweater.

JAMES
You think they'll ask us to be in 
it?

Angie's attention is fully buried in her phone.

ANGIE
Huh?

JAMES
The wedding.

She sets down her phone momentarily.

ANGIE
I don't know, he's your best 
friend.

JAMES
Was.

ANGIE
What?

JAMES
He was.

ANGIE
I thought you guys patched things 
up?

JAMES
Yeah... But it will never be like 
it was. He just replaced me with 
Graham.
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She returns her attention to the device in her hand.

ANGIE
I don't think he likes me.

(beat)
Probably thinks I'm crazy.

James slows, turns on a blinker and rounds a corner to a 
smaller street.

JAMES
Why would you say that?

ANGIE
Just does.

James finds a spot curb-side. He pulls the car in, places it 
in park and turns off the ignition.

JAMES
You know these persecution 
complexes of yours aren't all that 
fun.

He looks over at her. She's still buried in her phone and 
offers no rebuttal.

He unhooks the seat belt and exits the car.

EXT. ANGIE'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

James opens the trunk, extracts a large grocery bag and tucks 
it under his arm. He pulls out a box of beer and a bottle in 
a brown paper bag. Using his elbow he carefully closes the 
trunk lid.

He walks around to the passenger door.

Angie still sits in the passenger seat, applying her lipstick 
in the vanity mirror. He taps on the window. She continues 
her application of makeup, brushing powder on her face and 
dusting the crumbs off her shoulder. She finishes and places 
the items in her purse.

In an attempt to be a gentlemen, James reaches down for the 
door handle. As he does so however, the bottle slides off the 
top of the beer box. It falls to the pavement and shatters.

JAMES
FUUUUUUUHHHHHHHH....
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He notices the kids playing in the yard next door and quickly 
changes it.

JAMES (CONT'D)
DDDDDGGGGGGEEE!

Angie opens the car door herself and steps out.

ANGIE
What happened?

JAMES
I dropped the Scotch.

ANGIE
I see that.

James says nothing, merely looks down at the shards of broken 
glass amidst the puddle and soaked paper bag. He looks 
disappointed.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Come on. It'll be fine.

JAMES
I'll see if they have a dust pan. 
At least clean up the glass.

ANGIE
After dinner sweetie.

JAMES
Yes.

They turn up the walkway.

E/I. TOM'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

James and Angie stand on the front stoop. She rings the door 
bell. Loud punk rock music can be heard on the home stereo. 
The volume drops and seconds later the door swings open. 
Grinning wildly and dressed in ripped jeans, TOM (37), pushes 
open the outer screen door.  He speaks with a playful cowboy 
drawl.

TOM
Come on in.

JAMES
Thanks.
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James takes a step in the door and is greeted with a large 
hug, Tom throwing both arms around his neck and kissing him 
on the cheek. James, with arms full, is unable to return the 
gesture.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Good to see you.

TOM
You too, my friend. You too.

(beat)
Jillian is in the kitchen. Go on 
in.

James looks down and notices that Tom is stocking footed.

JAMES
Shoes off?

TOM
Nah, it's fine.

James head for the kitchen.

Angie stands on the threshold, still holding the screen door. 
Tom turns his full attention to her.

TOM (CONT'D)
You look lovely.

ANGIE
Thanks.

TOM
Come on in.

She moves inside as he slides behind her, latching the outer 
door shut.

TOM (CONT'D)
Gotta keep the cats from getting 
out. I spent two hours chasing Bob 
around the neighborhood yesterday.

ANGIE
Ahh.

He finishes closing the latch and places his arm around her 
shoulder, pulling her in for a hug. He nuzzles in her fur 
collar.

TOM
Oh wow, you smell amazing.
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ANGIE
Thanks. You too.

He steps back, rustles his hand through his ginger hair and 
switches to a bad Boston accent.

TOM
Had me a sh-owww-uh today.

ANGIE
No kidding? Me too.

TOM
I 'spose we should get in here and 
see what's cookin'.

ANGIE
Right.

Tom gestures with an outstretched arm toward the kitchen. She 
takes his queue and strolls off, holding her purse in front 
of her. Tom follows right behind her.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

JILLIAN(30), petite, short cropped hair stands in front of 
the stove wearing a kitschy apron. She stirs a large pot.

James has placed the grocery bag on the counter and is 
shuffling items around in the refrigerator, trying to make 
room for the box of beer. He manages to find a spot and 
closes the door.

Jillian sets her spoon down and wipes her hands on her apron.

JILLIAN
Hi guys.

JAMES
I don't know what you're cooking, 
but it smells awesome.

JILLIAN
It's a little recipe I picked up at 
the restaurant.

James comes in for a one armed hug, which she politely 
accepts but makes doesn't return.

JILLIAN (CONT'D)
I'm all sticky.
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JAMES
No worries.

Angie enters the kitchen smiling pleasantly.

ANGIE
Well don't you look darling, with 
your little apron.

JILLIAN
Thanks. I found it at the thrift 
store and it reminded me of the one 
my mama used to wear.

They exchange a quick hug of their own.

Jillian returns to the stove, pulling open the oven. The 
smell of cooked meats fills the room. She slides out a tray 
of Cornish game hens and places it beside the stove.

Tom slides into the kitchen on his socks and plucks a piece 
of meat. He gobbles it down. Jillian smacks his hand

JILLIAN (CONT'D)
You're supposed to wait.

He pinches her butt and they kiss passionately.

Angie and James smile bemusedly at each other from across the 
room.

James reaches in and lifts a pie from the grocery sack.

JAMES
I made a pumpkin pie. I hope 
everybody likes it.

JILLIAN
I'm sure if will be wonderful.

JAMES
I had brought a bottle of scotch to 
share too, but it... didn't make 
the trip.

Tom swoops in and lifts a bottle hidden behind all the food 
on the counter.

TOM
Never fear, I'm always well stocked 
for just such an occasion as this. 
Should we have a snort?
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JILLIAN
Why don't ya'll have a seat. 
Dinner'll be ready in a few.

TOM
Shall we?

Tom grabs 3 short mismatched glasses from the cupboard and 
hands them to James. They take their leave.

INT. DINING ROOM -  MOMENTS LATER

Tom, James and Angie sit at a mid-sized dining table that has 
been dressed with an orange tablecloth. The nearby fireplace 
blazes warmth into the room, cluttered with an assortment of 
guitars, amps, microphones and various other musical gear.

James slides napkin ring off the napkin laid before him.

JAMES
Look at this.

TOM
I know. It's like we're all grow'd 
up or something.

ANGIE
God forbid.

Tom pours a hefty glass of bourbon for all of them and passes 
the glasses around.

TOM
Here you go.

ANGIE
Are you trying to get me drunk?

TOM
Maybe.

Tom raises his glass.

TOM (CONT'D)
To my oldest friends in this town.

JAMES
Here here.

They all take a hefty pull. Angie begins coughing, but 
quickly stifles it.
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JAMES (CONT'D)
So... You working on anything new?

TOM
Wrote a new one with Graham the 
other day. It's a real 
heartbreaker.

ANGIE
I love your sad songs.

TOM
Yeah, they're real panty droppers.

ANGIE
Oh my.

She looks around the room feigning shock.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I count five chairs. Are you 
expecting someone else.

TOM
Besides our lord and saviour?

Jillian walks into the room carrying a tray heaping with 
potatoes in her oven mitt wearing hands.

JILLIAN
Careful. This is hot.

Just as she places it down in the center of the table, the 
front door bursts open. GRAHAM(39)stands proudly in the 
doorway wearing a leather bomber jacket and mirrored 
aviators. He also carries a box of beer under his arm.

Leaning back in his chair, but not standing Tom address the 
entry.

TOM
Hey. I see you brought us some 
Colorado Kool Aid. Come on in. We 
were just about to get down on some 
food.

GRAHAM
I believe I will.

He slides his sunglasses into his pocket and heads for the 
kitchen.
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INT. DINING ROOM - LATER

Amidst piles of dirtied dishes and now emptied glasses the 
dinner guests push back from the table and smile amongst each 
other.

GRAHAM
Holy fuck that was good.

TOM
You sure can cook, babe.

JILLIAN
Thanks.

Angie wipes her mouth with a napkin and checks her reflection 
in the back of wide knife.

ANGIE
So I gotta ask? Do you guys have a 
location picked out?

JILLIAN
Not yet.

TOM
We're thinking of just doing it 
here.

ANGIE
That would be cool. It's so... 
Inviting, warm and cozy here.

Jillian reaches into her shirt.

JILLIAN
You guys wanna smoke a joint?

ANGIE
Sure.

Jillian sparks it and hands it off. Angie takes a hit and 
attempts to hand it to Graham.

GRAHAM
No thanks, makes me paranoid.

Tom takes it. Hits it and passes it on.

JAMES
Can I just say how glad I am to be 
here with you all right now?

He looks across the table at Tom.
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JAMES(CONT'D)
Whatever shit went down with us... 
And whether or not we ever get to 
play music again... I'm just glad I 
can still call you my friend.

Tom gets up, comes around the table and puts a hand on his 
shoulder.

TOM
It's all water under the bridge.

(beat)
But I'm glad you're here too.

JILLIAN
What do you guys say we play some 
records and maybe dance off some of 
this food?

ANGIE
Sounds delightful.

They all stand and push their chairs in except for Graham who 
continues to nibble.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

All the furniture has been pushed into the corners of the 
room and the lights turned down low. Tom lifts a record onto 
the turntable, sets the arm down and sashays across the room. 
He grabs Jillian by the hand and pulls her out into the 
middle of the room.

Together they slow dance to sweet, slow, tender soul music 
coming from the stereo. Half way through the song Tom motions 
for James and Angie to join in. They oblige, the two couple 
dance in two pairs.

Graham sits in the corner nursing a beer. Jillian spots this 
and motions for him to join in as well. He shakes his head. 
She leaves Tom's embrace and pulls Graham to his feet. Graham 
reluctantly does so, but decides to make the most of it and 
cuts in... Dancing with Tom. They ham it up. The songs ends 
and a fast number comes up.

James and Angie step to the side, as does Jillian.

JILLIAN
How long have you guys been 
married?

ANGIE
Fifteen years.
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JILLIAN
That's amazing.

ANGIE
Yeah. We're blessed.

JILLIAN
Tom and I really look up to guys.

ANGIE
Thanks. We haven't fucked it up 
yet.

James yells over the music.

JAMES
Anybody need a beer?

EVERYONE
YES!

JAMES
OK then.

He ducks out and slides off into the kitchen.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

Angie sways to the sounds of Cyndi Lauper's Time After Time, 
a microphone in her hand.  A solid red backdrop and white 
lyrics pop up on the wall mounted flat screen television. She 
sings along to a karaoke version of the song.

ANGIE
"...if you're lost you can look and 
you will find me.

Tom and James sit on the sofa watching intently. Graham pops 
into the room wiping his hands on his jeans.

GRAHAM
Hey ya'll, I think I'm gonna take 
off.

Angie hears him and quits singing, instead spinning to face 
him. The music plays on.

ANGIE
Noooo! You didn't even sing one.

She extends the mic toward him.
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ANGIE (CONT'D)
Come on, stay and sing a song with 
us.

GRAHAM
No, I gotta get up early tomorrow.

Tom stands.

TOM
Jay-sus Graham, don't you ever take 
a day off?

He merely shakes his head and smiles.

TOM (CONT'D)
Allright, well you're missing out.

They all offer him a hug and he takes his leave. The song 
finishes. The room is quiet.

ANGIE
Where'd Jillian go?

TOM
She probably went to bed. She has 
this thing she does where she likes 
to sneak off and go pass out.

ANGIE
Ahh.

TOM
So...you guys aren't leaving me are 
you?

ANGIE
NO.

Angie pull on James' sleeve.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
We don't have to go home, do we?

JAMES
No. I got no where to be tomorrow.

ANGIE
Good, I'm having too much fun I 
don't want this to ever end.

Tom motions with a head nod.
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TOM
You guys wanna step outside and 
smoke a cigarette with me?

ANGIE
Yes.

JAMES
Sure.

They follow Tom outside.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER.

The pre-dawn twilight filters in through the windows. Tom, 
James and Angie are all sitting on the sofa listening to 
softly playing reverb soaked guitars.

TOM
My mom called yesterday.

JAMES
Do you even talk to her anymore?

TOM
Not if I can help it. She usually 
just calls me up to beg for money. 
She's such a mess.

ANGIE
I'm sorry.

TOM
She couldn't help save me from that 
asshole that gave me these scars.

He lifts the hair on the back corner of his head. She reaches 
up and touches his head.

TOM(CONT'D)
So why should I help her?

ANGIE
I'm so sorry honey.

TOM
Yeah...well fuck him. He's dead. 
I'm glad.

ANGIE
No one should have to grow up 
without a dad though.
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On hearing those words he begins getting choked up, tries to 
fight it off with more anger.

TOM
It's fine. I'm fine. I would have 
murdered him eventually anyway. 
Cancer took that opportunity from 
me.

ANGIE
Oh sweetie.

She pulls him in for a hug. James joins in and they all sit 
silently for a moment in a three way hug. James gazes out the 
window at the brightening light of day.

JAMES
We should probably get going. It's 
day time.

ANGIE
No.  I don't ever want to go home.

Tom reaches for a nearby beer can and tips it to his lips.

TOM
Rage. Rage against the coming 
light. Stay firmly planted in this 
night.

JAMES
It's been lovely, it really has and 
I wished we didn't have to go, but 
we really must. I'm fading.

ANGIE
OK.

Tom pulls them in for one last hug.

TOM
I love you guys. I really mean 
that.  I don't share this shit with 
just anyone.  I know I can trust 
you guys.

JAMES
Thanks buddy. We love you too.

Angie tousles his hair.

ANGIE
Take care. Get some sleep and we'll 
do this again soon.
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TOM
Yes. Please.

JAMES
Good night. Or should I say... good 
morning.

Angie scoops up her purse and they make their way to the 
door.

INT. ANGIE'S CAR - MOMENTS  LATER

James cautiously pilots them home through dead streets that 
are only just beginning to spring to life.

ANGIE
God, can you imagine? Having grown 
up like that? Abusive father? 
Alcoholic mother?

JAMES
Yeah. He's told me about that 
before.

ANGIE
How horrible.

JAMES
I know.

Angie looks out the window and back at James.

ANGIE
How come you guys fought?

James sighs.

JAMES
I don't know. He was...

ANGIE
It was around the time your dad 
died, if I recall correctly.

JAMES
Yeah. It made me fell like an 
asshole. I mean I had a lot of good 
years with my dad.

ANGIE
And a good relationship with him.
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JAMES
Exactly.

ANGIE
So don't you think that maybe Tom 
was just pushing you away, 
because...

JAMES
Because it reminded him too much of 
his past? Yeah probably, but he 
didn't have to be such an asshole 
about it.

Angie reaches over and caresses the back of his neck.

ANGIE
Oh sweetie. I don't think he meant 
it.

JAMES
You don't know what he said to me. 
You don't know how cruel he can be.

ANGIE
Hurt people hurt people, have you 
ever heard that?

JAMES
Yeah. Doesn't make it suck any 
less.

ANGIE
I know.

JAMES
It's fine. We're all fine.

James pulls around the corner and on to a quiet suburban cul-
de-sac. He hits a button and a garage door opens. He pulls 
the car in the garage.

INT. TOM'S HOUSE - NIGHT

The house lies dormant and still. Not a light shines, save an 
external porch light shining through the window. The sound of 
the outer door opening, keys jangling and being inserted in 
the lock.

SUPERIMPOSE: Six months later

In stumbles Jillian, Angie, James and finally Tom. He flips 
the light switch on. 
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The men wear what were once nice suits, now wrinkled and 
sloppy. The ties loosened and first few shirt buttons undone. 
The ladies wear floral print dresses. Angie, a sweater 
wrapped around her bare shoulders and clutch in her hands.

ANGIE
Holy shit that was a hoot.

JILLIAN
I can't believe Earl got married. 
He was like my little brother.

ANGIE
And now you guys are the role 
models. It's obvious they look to 
you for guidance.

TOM
That'll be a fatal mistake.

JAMES
What?

TOM
I'm a mess. Nobody should look up 
to me.

ANGIE
Oh you're just drunk. You're 
smarter than you think.

TOM
Best idea I can come up with at the 
moment... beers... Who wants beers?

ANGIE AND JAMES
YES.

Jillian slips off her shoes.

JILLIAN
No thanks. I'm going to bed. You 
guys can stay up as long as you 
want.

She makes her way around the room to offer a round of hugs. 
She reaches Angie.

ANGIE
You look amazing. Almost as 
adorable as the day you were 
married... One month ago, right 
here in this very room.
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JILLIAN
Awh, thanks love.

ANGIE
I'm so proud of you guys. You're a 
great couple and great friends.

Jillian offers her a quick peck on the cheek and disappears 
down the hallway.

INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER

Angie and Tom sit on opposite end of the sofa, an empty gap 
in the middle. A pile of empty cans line the coffee table in 
front of them. Angie checks her lipstick in a compact mirror. 
Tom comes crashing in, plops down between them.

TOM
We're all out of beers, but I found 
this.

He screws the lid off a bottle, takes a swig and passes it to 
Angie.

ANGIE
Evan Williams?

TOM
It's cheap... and it gets me drunk.

She shrugs and takes a pull. She coughs.

ANGIE
Good god, that's horrible.

JAMES
I'll take some down here.

They hand the bottle down his way. Tom pulls out his phone, 
begins fiddling.

TOM
You guys want to hear some music?

ANGIE
Sure.

TOM
What do you want to hear.

ANGIE
Whatever you want to play.
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Tom finds a selection and loud music begins to play on the 
nearby bluetooth speaker.

TOM
Oh... better turn that down, before 
we wake up Jill. She gets cranky.

He quickly dials it down. He lays his phone on the coffee 
table and fumbles in his pocket. He pulls out a small baggie 
of white powder. Dumps some out on the coffee table.

JAMES
What the fuck? Are you doing?

TOM
It's just a little co-caaaainne.

He begins chopping and lining it up.

JAMES
When did you start doing that?

TOM
A few months ago. It ain't no 
thaaang.  I only do it on the 
weekends. Helps sober me up.

ANGIE
Jesus.

TOM
You guys want some?

JAMES
No. I'm good.

ANGIE
No.

TOM
OK. More for me.

Tom drops down on his knees and snorts a line.

ANGIE
I'm think I'm gonna use the loo.

Angie stands and exits the room. Tom sits back down on the 
sofa handing the whiskey bottle to James.

TOM
You remember that girl I used to 
date...Vickie?
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JAMES
Yeah. Why?

TOM
I found her on LinkedIn the other 
day.

JAMES
No shit. Where is she at now?

TOM
Miami. She got a job teaching.

JAMES
Hmmm.

TOM
Yeah, she's a smart one... And god 
what an ass on her.

JAMES
Yeah I s'pose.

TOM
I like 'em thick. Did I ever show 
you?

Tom picks up his phone and begins swiping away. Seconds later 
he has photos of a nude woman up on his phone, holding it for 
James to see.

JAMES
Damn.

TOM
Oh, and this one.

He swipes.

TOM (CONT'D)
She used to be pure as the driven 
snow, but I turned her into a cock 
hungry slut.

James eyes go wide as he sees the beginning of a home-made 
video on the screen. Angie comes walking in from behind.

ANGIE
What are you boys up to?

JAMES
Nothing.
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TOM
I was just showing your husband 
some of my amateur filming skills.

She walks over and sits down, crossing her legs.

ANGIE
That so. Anything good?

TOM
You remember Vickie?

ANGIE
Of course.

TOM
Turns out she was kind of a freak 
in the sheets.

ANGIE
Was she a good kisser?

TOM
I'll say... and then some.

Tom places a hand on her knee and slides it up her thigh. She 
grabs his hand, removes it and shakes her head.

TOM (CONT'D)
The things she used to do. My god.

ANGIE
Like what?

TOM
Here. Take a look.

Tom hands her the phone. Gets down on his knees again and 
cuts another line on the coffee table.

Angie scrolls.

ANGIE
Wow. She had some...skills.

Tom snorts, returns his attention to Angie, once again 
attempting to run a hand up her leg and once again being 
denied. He shrugs and takes the center seat again putting an 
arm around each of them. Angie hands the phone back.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
What do you think Jillian would say 
if she saw these?
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TOM
Shhhhh. Our secret, OK?

Angie looks like she wants to say something but refrains.

TOM(CONT'D)
She's a good girl if you know what 
I mean, but not too adventurous in 
the bedroom.

ANGIE
That's OK.

TOM
Yeah, well I like...things.

ANGIE
What kind of things?

TOM
The things your mother wouldn't 
tell you about. Like this...

He thumbs through a bevy of images. Pulls one up and holds it 
in front of James. His hand slips off James' shoulder and 
moves down around his waist.

JAMES
Damn.

TOM
Hot, right?

ANGIE
I wanna see.

Tom takes the phone over to her viewpoint.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Wow. That is pretty hot.

He slips his hand off her shoulder and down into her dress, 
fondling her breast.

TOM
Ohhh. Damn Angie.

She finishes with the video and hands the phone back. Tom 
takes it and lays it down. He returns his attention to James, 
reaching in and unbuckling his pants.

ANGIE
I'm just going to excuse myself. 
You guys do what you need to do.
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She stands and heads for the restroom.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Angie returns from the restroom, James is now on his feet 
buckling his pants and straightening himself up. Tom busies 
himself picking up empties and tipping back the last of the 
whiskey.

JAMES
I think we should go.

ANGIE
Yeah. I'll drive. You're wasted.

Tom grabs Angie's sweater that had been draped over a chair 
and hands it to her.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
(to Tom)

What happened in there?

TOM
I think he's a little embarrassed. 
It's fine.  It's not a big deal 
really.

ANGIE
OK, well. Shit, good night I guess.

He hugs her and then James.

TOM
(whispering in James ear)

I love you two.

TOM (CONT'D)
Good night. Call me.

They walk out the door, saying not a word.

INT. ANGIE'S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Angie concentrates on the road ahead of her, driving through 
silent, blackened streets. James says nothing, staring 
straight ahead. They come to rest at a stoplight.

ANGIE
What the fuck was that?

JAMES
What?

30.



ANGIE
What you did back there?

JAMES
What I did?

ANGIE
Yeah. You let him ...

JAMES
I don't know. I....

ANGIE
You sick freak. What the fuck is 
wrong with you? What part of that 
was OK with you?

JAMES
None of it.

ANGIE
Well then why did you do it? Are 
you gay?

JAMES
No.

ANGIE
Well it sure looked like you were 
enjoying it to me.

JAMES
I...

The light changes and she accelerates around the corner.

ANGIE
I can't fucking believe this. 
You're going to sleep it off and 
then we are going to talk about 
this tomorrow.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

James awakes on the floor, his jacket and tie off, but 
otherwise still fully dressed. He peels his face off the 
carpet, pushes himself up to his knees. He looks around the 
room. The bed is empty.

He stands and makes his way to the sink. Splashes water on 
his face.
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JAMES
Ughhh!

EXT. PATIO - MOMENTS LATER

James exits the sliding glass door of the house holding a 
glass of water.

Angie wears a robe, sits in patio chair smoking a cigarette.

James pulls up a chair across from her.

ANGIE
Proud of yourself?

JAMES
No. I feel awful.

ANGIE
You should.

JAMES
Where did you sleep last night?

ANGIE
I sure wasn't going to sleep in the 
same bed with you.

James hangs his head and stares at the ground. Angie flicks 
the ashes off her cigarette.

JAMES
I think I'm going to quit 
drinking...at least for a while.

ANGIE
Probably a good idea.

She snuffs out her cigarette.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Why don't you take a shower and 
crawl back in bed.

JAMES
(sighing)

OK.

ANGIE
I'll be up in a bit.

James retreats from the patio unable to look her in the eye.
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INT. BEDROOM - LATER

James crawls into bed wearing a fresh t-shirt and boxers. He 
pulls the covers up and closes his eyes, the bright daylight 
peeking around edges of black curtains.

The bedroom door opens and Angie enters. She drops her robe 
to the floor. She has only bra and panties on. She lays on 
the bed beside James, not getting beneath the covers only 
laying on top of them.

JAMES
I'm so sorry.  I'm such a fuck up.

She has yet to find words, only looking at him, her eyes 
burning holes right through him.

JAMES (CONT'D)
I should probably talk to someone 
too.

ANGIE
Yeah. You haven't been the same 
since your dad died, and that was 
about the time you had the falling 
out with Tom.

(beat)
I don't think my therapist is 
taking new patients, but he might 
have some contacts for you.

JAMES
That'd be good.

ANGIE
I don't know what to say to you 
right now, but you need to work 
this shit out. It's OK, if you're 
gay. I will still love you, just 
differently.

JAMES
I don't think I'm gay. Bisexual 
maybe, but I still love you.

She pushes her hand through his hair.

ANGIE
Oh sweetie. I love you too, but I'm 
totally fucking pissed at you right 
now.

JAMES
I'm sorry.
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ANGIE
You keep saying that, but if you 
were really sorry you wouldn't have 
done it.

(returning to her anger)
I'm so mad I just want to cry. We 
had fifteen years of being the 
perfect couple and now it's ruined. 
You shit all over our 
marriage...and me. I'm so 
embarrassed.

He starts to say "I'm sorry" again, but realizes it's 
pointless.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
And you want to know the most 
fucked up part?

JAMES
What?

ANGIE
Even though I'm totally pissed at 
you...I'm so incredibly turned on 
right now.

He looks at her in shock. She grabs his hand and shoves it 
down her underwear.

JAMES
Oh my god.

ANGIE
Yeah. You better take your pants 
off.

He obliges as she slides under the covers.

EXT. ROCK CLUB - NIGHT

James and Angie dressed alike in denim jackets and converse 
sneakers, stand outside a night club. She finishes a smoke 
while he drinks from an energy drink.

JAMES
I gotta say, being sober isn't so 
bad.

ANGIE
I'm really proud of you.
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JAMES
Yeah?

ANGIE
Yeah. You're putting in the work 
and trying to save our marriage. It 
means a lot.

JAMES
Thanks. It's worth saving.

ANGIE
Awhhh.

They pull each other in tight and smooch right there on the 
sidewalk, passed by much younger kids entering the club.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Is it just me, or are we going to 
be the oldest people in here?

JAMES
I don't know. I don't care. I just 
want to see the band.

ANGIE
I know. Me too.

Angie snubs out her smoke underfoot and turns to enter the 
club. She stops when a flier on the outside of the building 
catches her attention.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Hey "The Soul- Jours" isn't that 
... Tom's new band with Graham?

JAMES
Yeah. I didn't know they were 
playing shows already.

ANGIE
Apparently they are.

JAMES
Have you heard from him, since...?

She pull her phone out, hesitates for a moment.

ANGIE
Yeah. He hit me up the other night 
on messenger. Said he was really 
sorry about the whole thing.
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JAMES
Really?

ANGIE
He said he was trying to lure us 
into a three way. He claimed it was 
the coke.

JAMES
Uh huh.

She looks at him and cocks her head.

ANGIE
When you guys were in his band and 
you were spending all that time 
together... did you guys ever?

JAMES
No.

She raises an eyebrow at him.

ANGIE
Really? You were hanging out all 
the time. You even started acting 
like him.

JAMES
I know.

ANGIE
But you two never fooled around? 
You never kissed him?

JAMES
I mussed his hair and kissed him on 
the forehead one time, but it never 
went any further than that.

ANGIE
Did you want to?

JAMES
Want to what?

ANGIE
Don't be coy, you know what I'm 
talking about.

JAMES
No. It never happened, OK?
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ANGIE
OK.

James finishes his canned energy drink and tosses it in the 
waste receptacle. They enter the club.

INT. GARAGE - AFTERNOON

A garage door rolls up on it's tracks. Angie's car rolls up 
the driveway and into the garage. She stops the car, puts it 
in park and turns off the ignition. She checks her face in 
the rear view mirror, wiping at her smeared mascara. She 
takes a deep breath, grabs the keys and exits the car. She is 
standing beside the car about to reach in to the back seat 
when the door to the house bursts open.

James comes busting out.

JAMES
Hey. You're home.

ANGIE
Yup. Here I am.

JAMES
Guess what?

ANGIE
What?

JAMES
Well you know that band I was 
telling you about?

ANGIE
No.

JAMES
That one with the horns and the guy 
who has the voice... also plays 
like a magician?

ANGIE
Oh yeah. What about 'em?

JAMES
Well. They were looking for a bass 
player, so I went and tried out.

ANGIE
...and?
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JAMES
They want me.

Angie does her best to muster enthusiasm, but the fire is not 
there. James is too excited to notice right away.

ANGIE
That's great honey. I'm proud of 
you.

She reaches in the back seat and pulls out a box of office 
and desk accoutrement.

JAMES
We leave next week.

ANGIE
What?

JAMES
For tour. We're hitting the road. 
Next week.

ANGIE
That's nice.

It finally hits James that something is not right with Angie. 
He stops on the other side of the vehicle.

JAMES
Are you OK? What's in the box?

She stifles a sob that wants to come out. She won't let it.

ANGIE
I lost my job today.

He rushes around the car to take to box from her.

ANGIE(CONT'D)
I got fired.

He sets the box on a nearby shelf and gives her a big hug.

JAMES
Oh sweetie, I'm sorry.

Now the tears come and the sob will not be denied.

ANGIE
I'm sorry. I'm sorry I let us down. 
I don't know what's wrong with me. 
I don't know why this keeps 
happening to me.
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JAMES
It's OK.

He pulls her in even tighter, holding her right there in the 
garage.

JAMES(CONT'D)
It'll be fine. We'll manage. You 
hated that job anyway.

ANGIE
...and now you're leaving.

JAMES
I don't have to. You're more 
important.

ANGIE
How long will you be gone?

She wipes away her tears.

JAMES
4 days starting next weekend. We 
come home for a few days, then hit 
a 3 day weekend in Oregon and then 
they have a 12 day stretch planned 
all up and down the coast, but I 
don't have to do this.

ANGIE
NO. You're doing this. This is 
important to you.

JAMES
I have plenty of vacation time 
built up at work, but I'm afraid to 
leave you alone.

ANGIE
I'll be fine. I've got the dog... 
and it'll give me time to figure 
shit out.

JAMES
Are you sure?

ANGIE
Yes. Go. You don't need to sit 
around here and deal with my stupid 
bullshit.

He shakes his head and offers an exasperated sigh.
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JAMES
You're not stupid. Quite the 
contrary.

ANGIE
I know. I just can't get out of my 
own way.

They begin walking in the house together, arm in arm.

JAMES
What do you want to do for dinner 
tonight?

ANGIE
I don't care.

JAMES
I figured we'd grab a burger, maybe 
head over to Tom and Jillian's. 
They're having a karaoke slash 
dance party.

Her sorrow seems to partially depart.

ANGIE
Really? Did he invite us?

JAMES
He did. I thought it was a nice 
gesture.

ANGIE
We haven't seen those two in a 
while.

JAMES
I know.

ANGIE
I could use a drink.

JAMES
And it would be nice to get out of 
the house. I just hope it won't be 
weird.

ANGIE
It's only weird if you let it be 
weird.

JAMES
Yeah. You're probably right.
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He opens the door to the house.

JAMES(CONT'D)
I'll jump in the shower and put on 
a clean shirt.  I'm glad we have 
plans for a change

ANGIE
Me too.

The door closes behind them.

INT. TOM'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Once again the furniture has been pushed to the corners of 
the room and Tom, Jillian, James, Angie and a couple other 
friends stand around in their stocking feet. Tom swings back 
and forth. With the mic in his hand he croons out a version 
of Otis' Shout Bamalama, the words flashing up on the screen. 
Everyone else slides around twisting, and gyrating.

INT. TOM'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - LATER

The crowd had decidedly thinned out. The microphone rests on 
the stereo speaker. Angie enters the room from the adjoining 
restroom, just as she does so "Groove is in the Heart" pops 
up on the music machine.

ANGIE
Oh my god. I haven't heard this 
song in forever. I love this song.

She looks around the room only Tom and James remain.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Let me guess, Jillian went to bed.

TOM
You got it.

ANGIE
Well, she's missing out.

They all give in to the impulsive beat and jump, shake, 
groove, and move around the room. The song ends and they 
collapse to floor thoroughly exhausted.

Tom crawls over to the stereo and lowers the volume.

TOM
Better take it easy, before the 
neighbors get upset.
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They all slide over to the sofa, still sitting on the floor 
but with their backs to the sofa.

JAMES
So I don't know if Angie told you, 
but I joined another band. We're 
going out on the road for a bit.

TOM
Oh?

JAMES
You should come see us. I think 
you'd like it.

TOM
I don't go to shows unless my band 
is playing.

JAMES
Why not?

TOM
Just don't.

JAMES
Well it would mean a lot if you 
did.

Tom smiles a smug smile.

TOM
That's great. Have a fun time out 
there duder.

Tome gets to his feet.

TOM(CONT'D)
Who needs a beer?

ANGIE
I'll take one.

TOM
Oh I forgot? James... You still not 
drinking?

JAMES
Yeah. I don't know though the guys 
in this band drink....alot.
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ANGIE
You can have a beer if you want. 
You've haven't touched a drop in 
three months. I'm pretty sure you 
don't have a problem.

JAMES
OK. One beer.

TOM
You got it.

Tom leaves the room and returns seconds later with a round of 
tall cans. They crack them open and pull themselves up onto 
the sofa, Angie once again in the middle.

Tom pulls a little baggie from his pocket. He digs a key in 
and lifts a small pile to his nose.

TOM (CONT'D)
You guys want some?

ANGIE
Should I? I want to try some.

JAMES
I don't care, just don't make a 
habit of it.

Tom scoops a little pile of the powder on to a key and holds 
it in front of her. She places a finger over one nostril and 
inhales. She coughs a little.

TOM
That'll make the night a little 
brighter.

Angie lays back laying her head on James' lap and pulling her 
legs up on to Tom's.

ANGIE
Oh man. This feels so good.

TOM
I love you two. I'm sorry shit got 
weird last time, but it'll be our 
secret, OK?

ANGIE
It's fine. Would of happened sooner 
or later anyway. I just can't 
believe you two never...
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Her thought remains unfinished as she slides her hand up 
behind her head and starts fondling James. She turns her head 
and starts unbuckling his pants.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
(to Tom)

You wanna watch?

Tom's hand slides up her thigh.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Oh you wanna play too?

She starts unbuttoning her shirt.

TOM
We should probably go in the spare 
room.

They all stand and exit, Tom stopping to turn the stereo off.

INT. ANGIE'S CAR - MORNING

Dawn breaks over a sedate city slowly coming to life. James 
seated behind the wheel waits patiently for a stoplight to 
change.

Angie leans her head against the passenger side seat rest. 
She slides on a pair of dark sunglasses.

JAMES
That was...

ANGIE
Did you enjoy it?

JAMES
I could ask you the same thing.

ANGIE
Do you mean the sex or the drugs?

The light changes and James accelerates onto a large bridge 
overlooking the city.

JAMES
Both.

ANGIE
Yes. I liked it all.
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JAMES
Like I was saying just don't make 
it a habit.

ANGIE
I won't.

Angie soaks up the newly risen sun falling on her face.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I'm going to miss you.

JAMES
Promise you won't...

ANGIE
Won't what?

JAMES
Fuck him. While I'm gone.

ANGIE
Pshhh. That's not going to happen. 
You don't have to worry about it.

JAMES
I mean what we did tonight...

ANGIE
It's fine. Really. You have nothing 
to worry about.

James drives on into the coming day.

MATCH CUT TO:

INT. TOUR VAN - AFTERNOON

James, now shirtless, pilots a dirty old tour van along 
southern California hills. Beads of sweat role down his 
forehead. He wipes it on the back of his arm and looks over 
at MIKE(30), thin, wiry, long blond hair and a mustache in 
the passenger seat. Mike has a t-shirt balled up under his 
head as a pillow.

MIKE
Thanks for driving dude.

JAMES
No problem. I figured you do all 
the driving and you looked tired. 
Looked like you could use a break.
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MIKE
I'd sleep if I could, but it's hot 
as balls out here.

JAMES
It's brutal. I don't know how he 
does it.

James nods toward at the sprawling six foot five inch tall, 
FRITZ(32) in the back seat, who is curled up on top of a 
small ice chest.

MIKE
He can sleep anywhere. It's pretty 
amazing actually.

(beat)
So where are we playing tonight?

JAMES
About that...

EXT. GAS STATION - MOMENTS LATER

Mike now wearing the wrinkled t-shirt pumps gas into the van. 
James sits on a parking block at the edge of the parking lot, 
hiding under the shade of palm tree.

James has his cell phone to his ear. We hear:

"Hi, you've reached Angie's phone. I'm sorry I cant' take 
your call right now..."

He stares across the parking lot at a young couple holding 
hands walking into the store.

JAMES
Hey sweetie. How's it going? It's 
your husband calling, but you 
probably already knew that. Just 
wanted to give you an update. We 
had a pretty good show last night 
in San Lewie. Decent turnout, 
decent money. We're headed to Santa 
Barbara now, but things aren't 
looking great. This was the one 
show I booked and the promoter 
texted me today... said he doesn't 
work at the venue any more. So I 
don't know if we'll have a show 
when we get there or where we'll 
stay. I'm sure we'll figure it out. 
No need to worry. 

(MORE)
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So I hope you're doing allright and 
I'll call you later.

He disconnects the call and puts the phone in his pocket. He 
walks back to the van. From the open side door, Fritz steps 
out stretching and yawning.

INT. BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

Angie sits up in the darkened bedroom, pushes the hair back 
from her face. She grabs her phone from the night stand. It 
shows one missed call. She pushes the voicemail button

"Hey sweetie. How's it going? It's your husband calling..."

She listens with a terribly painful and sad look on her face.

INT. BEACH NIGHT CLUB - EVENING

A lone bartender washes glasses behind a nearly empty bar. 
Mike, Fritz and James push through a set of swinging doors. 
Fritz stops to scan the corkboard just inside the door, 
peppered with event flyers.

FRITZ
I don't see the poster I sent 'em.

Mike takes a seat at the end of the bar while James 
approaches the bartender, offers a hand to shake.

JAMES
Hey, what's up? We're the band.

The bartender wipes his hands on a bar towel and slowly 
shakes his hand.

BARTENDER
I didn't know we were having a band 
tonight.

JAMES
I set this up a couple weeks ago 
with Jimmy.

BARTENDER
Jimmy don't work here no more.

JAMES
I just found that out.

Fritz comes up from behind, throws an arm around James.

JAMES (CONT'D)
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FRITZ
What's going on?

JAMES
Apparently we don't have a show.

BARTENDER
We don't have any other bands 
playing tonight. You could probably 
set up on the back patio and play.

FRITZ
Pay?

BARTENDER
You could always pass the hat.

FRITZ
I guess that's what we'll do then.

James and Fritz turn away and head back out the door.

FRITZ (CONT'D)
(under his breath)

Fucking great.

JAMES
Sorry.

Fritz pushes the swinging door open and wanders out.

EXT. TOUR VAN - MOMENTS LATER

James sits on the pavement beside the van. He again has the 
cell phone to his ear.

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Angie drops her robe and steps into the shower. She pulls the 
curtain shut and starts the water.

Her phone rests on the vanity. It vibrates and buzzes.

EXT. TOUR VAN - CONTINUOUS

James stares at the ground as he delivers his message.

JAMES
We have a show. Sort of. Shit got 
fucked up and well... Let's just 
say Fritz is not happy with me. 

(MORE)
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Anyways my phone is just about dead 
and...

BEEP!

James holds the phone out in front of his face. It's black 
and lifeless.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Fuck.

INT. BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Angie steps from the shower and grabs a towel wrapping it 
around her. She spots the blinking light on her phone. She  
swipes.

2 new voicemails.

She hits the button, puts it on speaker phone.  Grabs another 
towel and begins drying her hair.

VOICEMAIL VOICE
You have two new messages. First 
new message...

JAMES
We have a show. Sort of. Shit got 
fucked up and well... Let's just 
say Fritz is not happy with me. 
Anyways my phone is just about dead 
and...

VOICEMAIL VOICE
Next new message...

TOM
Hey what's up? This is Tom. 
Jillian's working tonight and I'm 
bored out of my mind. I was 
wondering if you might wanna grab a 
beer. I'm gonna be down at Spud's. 
Would love to see you.

VOICEMAIL VOICE
You have no new messages. To save 
the current...

She taps the screen and ends the phone call. Continues drying 
her hair.

JAMES (CONT'D)
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EXT. BEACH NIGHT CLUB PATIO - EVENING

James plugs an instrument cord into a white bass guitar. 
Seated just to his left Mike twists a drum key around the 
edge of a snare drum, while Fritz stands front and center 
tuning a classic Fender Stratocaster.

They've all dried the sweat from the drive and put on clean, 
but somewhat wrinkled shirts.

A bearded sax player and a boyish trumpet player stands to 
the other side of Mike wetting reeds and running through 
scales.

Fritz finishes tuning and turns to point at each of the band. 
They all go silent and nod to show their readiness.

A crowd of dozen patrons taper off in their conversations, 
sip silently on their drinks and cast their gazes at the 
impromptu stage. Fritz pulls the microphone to his face.

FRITZ
How you all doing?

One or two almost inaudible responses.

FRITZ (CONT'D)
I said how you doing?

A slight murmur of polite affirmations.

FRITZ (CONT'D)
Come on you can do better than 
that. I can't tell if you're alive 
or dead. We came a long way to be 
here tonight and we have one thing 
we need to know.

He slams his fist down on to the strings and it resounds with 
a howling growl. The horns and bass fall in finding the note 
immediately. Mike dances his sticks on the cymbals causing 
them to shimmer beautifully.

Fritz mutes the guitar and throws his arm out to the side. 
The band all stops on a dime.

FRITZ (CONT'D)
I want to know...

He shakes his fist across the strings in an almost 
imperceptible tremor that causes a building crescendo of a 
chord to seemingly fill the outdoor space with warmth.

His voice follows right building into thunderous roar.
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FRITZ (CONT'D)
I want to know if you're ready to 
have a good time.

With a quick 2 clicks of drumsticks the band launches into a 
rollicking number that immediately grabs a hold of the 
audience.

INT. SPUDS BAR - NIGHT

Tom sits solemnly and alone in a sleepy bar, his denim collar 
turned up.  The neon sign behind the worn oak bar read 
"SPUDS." A couple shoots pool behind him. He feeds a five 
dollar bill into a bar top gambling machine and  tips back 
the last of a beer. He motions to the bartender for another.

The exterior door pops open and in glides Angie. She's all 
dolled up and wearing her best accessory... An amazing smile.

She approaches Tom in a rush and give him a big bear hug 
before he has time to react.

ANGIE
I'm so glad you called.

TOM
You're welcome.  You want a drink?

ANGIE
Yes.

DAN(50) the bartender, tall and bald offers his hand.

DAN
How you doing? I'm Dan.

She takes his hand and politely shakes

ANGIE
Angie.

DAN
What can I get you?

ANGIE
Uhhhhmmm. What do you like to make?

DAN
You like gin?

ANGIE
Yes.
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DAN
Gin and tonic?

ANGIE
Sounds lovely.

Dan sets to making the drink, while Angie refocuses on Tom 
who is now buried in his gaming machine.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
So what's Jillian up to?

TOM
She had to work. She'll be off in 
about a half hour, but she'll 
probably just go home and go right 
to bed.

ANGIE
Do you ever sleep?

TOM
Not when I have marching powder.

ANGIE
Do you?

TOM
Yeah. You want some?

ANGIE
Sure.

Tom reaches a hand in his pocket, pulls it out and clasps his 
hand on her thigh. She meets the gesture and completes the 
hand off.

Dan returns with a freshly garnished drink and sets it before 
Angie.

DAN
There you are.

ANGIE
Is this a cash bar or can I start a 
tab?

DAN
You have a card?

ANGIE
Yes. Yes I do.
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She digs through her purse for a moment before producing a 
bank card, handing it off and heading for the restroom.

EXT. BEACH NIGHT CLUB PATIO - LATER

The band rolls through another number of high energy rock and 
roll. The sax player wailing and dancing through the small 
but enthusiastic crowd. The chorus ends with a sing-a-long 
chant that has everyone singing alone. The last note is 
struck and shook out like a wet towel.

Applause.

FRITZ
Thank you. Thank you. We had a 
blast tonight and we hope you did 
too. If you have a buck or two to 
spare we'd appreciate it in our tip 
jar. We have T-shirts and CDs for 
sale too. Thanks Good night.

The crowd begins wandering away as the band packs up their 
gear.

EXT. TOUR VAN - MOMENTS LATER

Fritz, James and crew, still drenched in sweat, carry guitar 
cases and drum shells to the van. James hoists a large 
cabinet and pushes it off to the side. Fritz hands him guitar 
case.

JAMES
Well?

FRITZ
Well what?

JAMES
How bad is it?

FRITZ
Twelve bucks. We made twelve bucks. 
That ought to get us to... I don't 
know... the next block maybe.

JAMES
Shit. I'm sorry.
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FRITZ
Listen. This business can be nasty, 
but there are ways to make it less 
shitty. Like calling the venue the 
week before to confirm things.

JAMES
I know. I should have. I thought it 
was all set up.

FRITZ
You know what? Nevermind. Let's 
just get the fuck out of here.

Fritz turns and heads back inside the venue. James pull his 
phone out of his back pocket. He mashes at the buttons to no 
avail. It's black and lifeless.

INT. SPUD'S BAR - CONTINUOUS

Angie sits alone listening to the last of a honky-tonk song 
rattle it's way out of the wall mounted jukebox. She picks up 
her phone and punches at it, puts it to her ear.

JAMES(V.O.)
Sorry I can't come to the phone 
right now. If you leave your 
name...

She clicks it off.

Tom returns from the restroom wiping his damp hands on his 
pants.

TOM
Everything alright?

ANGIE
No. James isn't answering his phone 
and the last message I got from him 
was cryptic and full of bad news. 
Their show was messed up and they 
didn't have a place to stay.

TOM
I'm sure it's fine. They'll figure 
something out.

ANGIE
I hope so.
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TOM
Come on let's get another drink and 
forget about it.

Tom looks around the now empty bar.

TOM (CONT'D)
Where did our bartender go?

ANGIE
I think he stepped outside to 
smoke.

TOM
Oh.

Just then the door opens and Dan steps back in.

DAN
You rang?

TOM
Could we get a couple more?

DAN
Oh I suppose.

TOM
Thanks buddy.

DAN
This is probably going to be last 
call though.

ANGIE
Booo.

DAN
I know.

ANGIE
(to Tom)

What should we do after this?

TOM
We'll think of something. I'm sure.

ANGIE
(to Dan)

Go ahead and close me out.

DAN
You got it young lady.
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Dan spins around and begins tallying the damage. He scribbles 
on one small post-it note size pad and then on another. He 
spins back around.

DAN (CONT'D)
OK. Here's yours.

(to Tom)
And here's yours.

ANGIE
Oh no, I was going to pick up the 
tab tonight.

DAN
You sure?

ANGIE
Yes.

DAN
OK.

TOM
Thanks.

ANGIE
No problem.

Dan recalculates the total, slides her card through the 
machine and hands it back to her. The receipt spits out. He 
affixes it to a small clipboard and hands it off.

INT. BEACH NIGHT CLUB - CONTINUOUS

James walks through a deserted bar. He carries a phone 
charger and cable in his hand. He scans the walls looking for 
an outlet. He finds one and makes a bee line for it. Just as 
he plugs it in, Fritz comes up behind him.

FRITZ
Hey we gotta go?

JAMES
Where are we going?

FRITZ
We might have a place to stay.

JAMES
Really?
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FRITZ
Yeah. These girls said we could 
stay at their place.

JAMES
Cool.

FRITZ
But first they want go to this 
other club.

JAMES
Uh... OK.

FRITZ
It'll be fine.

JAMES
I'm just beat.

FRITZ
I know, but this is what you signed 
up for.

James pulls his phone charger off the wall and puts it in his 
pocket.

JAMES
I suppose I'll sleep when I'm dead.

FRITZ
That's the spirit.

INT. TOM'S CAR - NIGHT

Tom and Angie sit in his car listening to yet another sad 
country song.

Angie tries to ring James once again on her cell phone, with 
the same results.

ANGIE
Damn it James. Answer your fucking 
phone.

TOM
He'll be fine. In the meantime...

Tom pulls out the baggie and uses a key to scoop out the 
white powder. He holds it in front of her face.

TOM (CONT'D)
You need this.
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ANGIE
OK.

She does the drugs.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Now what?

TOM
I don't know. I say we go find 
another bar.

ANGIE
Really? Shouldn't you be at home 
with your wife?

TOM
Right now... There is no one else I 
would rather be with than you.

ANGIE
I could just kiss you.

Tom says nothing, merely offers a smirk and a shrug.  She 
leans in. He licks his lips. She wraps a hand around his neck 
and pulls him in. They kiss.

EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Fritz, James and Mike stroll down a quiet sidewalk led by 
four young women wearing cut off shorts, swim tops, and flip 
flops.

FRITZ
So where is this place?

GIRL #1
It's just around the corner.

JAMES
Do they have wi-fi?

GIRL #2
I'm sure they do, but don't you 
have better things to look at?

She walks on shaking her ass. James and Fritz exchange looks 
of mild amusement.
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INT. DANCE CLUB - MOMENTS LATER

Loud dance music pulsates amidst a darkened night club, with 
only the occasional swirl of gyrating laser lights sliding 
across the wall.

James' sits alone at a booth his head down on his folded 
arms. One of the girls approaches him.

GIRL #1
Hey don't you want to dance?

He  lifts his head.

JAMES
No. Not really. Thanks for asking 
though.

He sets his head back down. She shrugs and leaves. Fritz 
comes up from behind her carrying a handful of fresh beers. 
He slams them down on the table.

FRITZ
Drink up. These are on the house.

JAMES
Really?

FRITZ
Pshhhh.  No. Those girls bought 
'em.

James wearily reaches out and grabs one.

JAMES
Fine. I'll have one.

FRITZ
Atta boy.

Fritz smiles, slaps him on the back and dances off.

E/I.  BEACH BUNGALOW - NIGHT

James hoists a backpack on his shoulder and carries a 
sleeping bag under the other arm as he traipses past  a 
garage security light and up a small backyard path. He 
reaches the edge of the house, where he finds a short, small 
woman DANIELLE(37), smoking a cigarette. She reaches out to 
greet him with a hand shake.

DANIELLE
Hey. What's up?

59.



JAMES
You must be Danielle?

DANIELLE
I am.

JAMES
Thanks so much for letting us 
crash.

DANIELLE
No problem at all.

JAMES
You really saved us... or should I 
say, saved me.

She cocks her head.

JAMES (CONT'D)
This was supposed to be my night 
and the whole thing fell apart.

DANIELLE
Really?

JAMES
I booked the show and had things 
set up so that we were supposed to 
stay with the promoter.

DANIELLE
Jimmy?

JAMES
Yeah? How did you know?

DANIELLE
Everybody knows him around here. 
He's been on a real bender lately. 
Fucked a lot of people over.

JAMES
Shit.

She crushes out the cigarette but and tosses it in a coffee 
can sitting on the steps

DANIELLE
Don't worry about it. You're here 
now.

JAMES
Thanks again.
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She leads him up the steps and opens the door to the house.

DANIELLE
I think the rest of the band is 
already crashed out. I guess that 
means no couch for you.

JAMES
The floor is fine. Really. I slept 
on a dog bed the other night.

They enter the home and stand in the dimly lit living room.

DANIELLE
Alright, well make yourselves at 
home. I have to work in the 
morning, so just lock the door 
behind you on your way out.

JAMES
Will do.

DANIELLE
Good night.

She offers him a polite friendly hug which he gladly accepts.

JAMES
Goodnight.

She wanders off down the hallway. He squints through the 
darkness at his bandmates laying scattered about the room. He 
finds a spot on the floor and rolls out his sleeping bag. He 
spies an open wall outlet and plugs his phone in, before 
collapsing on top of the sleeping bag.

I/E.  BEACH BUNGALOW - MORNING

The bright yellow wash of day has fallen upon the room. The 
band still sleeps soundly. James opens his eyes and scans 
about the room. The green LED light on his phone flashes 
madly. He grabs it and hits the voicemail button.

ANGIE(V.O.)
Where the fuck are you? I've been 
up all night. You need to answer 
your fucking phone.

(Indistinguishable 
anguished sobs )

I can't do this anymore.
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James snaps to his feet. He pushes through the door and out 
onto the concrete walkway. He cops a squat next to the house, 
still barefoot.

He dials his phone and puts it to his ear.

JAMES
Angie. Angie. It's me. Whoah. Just 
take a deep breath.

(pause)
I'm here now. Yeah I should have 
called, but my phone was dead.

(pause)
Yes, we found a place to stay and 
no I'm not fucking anybody.

Fritz exits the house and slides on a pair of Wayfarer's.

FRITZ
Did you see where Mike parked the 
van?

James lowers the phone for a moment.

JAMES
Bout two blocks that way.

He points in the direction of the rising sun. Fritz nods and 
takes off jangling a wad of keys.

JAMES (CONT'D)
(to the phone)

Listen, we've only got a few more 
days... San Diego, Phoenix and 
Vegas... and then I'll be home.

(pause)
No, you're not going to do anything 
stupid. Just stop that talk right 
now. I don't want to hear it.

(pause)
I miss you too. I love you. I'll be 
home soon.

He hangs up the phone and hangs his head in the morning sun.

INT. BEDROOM/HALL/STAIRS - AFTERNOON

James approaches his bedroom door, and gently pushes it open 
with his guitar case. The curtains are still drawn. He takes 
a moment to let his eyes adjust to the gloom. Sets his guitar 
case and backpack down.

A bedraggled looking Angie sits up in bed.
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ANGIE
There you are.

JAMES
Hey baby. Are you still mad at me?

She looks at him expressionless.

ANGIE
Get over here.

He crawls up on the bed beside her, pushing the dog out of 
the way.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I missed you.

JAMES
I missed you too.

ANGIE
Are you sure you didn't sleep with 
anybody.

JAMES
Positive. You?

ANGIE
No. God no.

JAMES
Good.

ANGIE
So how'd it go out there?

James takes a deep breath.

JAMES
So tired of being cramped in a van 
with those jackasses.

ANGIE
They're young.

JAMES
Yeah... And royal dickheads when 
they want to be.

ANGIE
Really?
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JAMES
Yeah. Hour after hour of Limp 
Bizkit in the CD player. I mean 
come on, that shit isn't funny 
after five seconds.

(beat)
They think it's cool to be slumming 
it. They... at least Larry and Mike 
come from wealthy families. They 
have no idea of the privilege they 
have.

ANGIE
I guess they just don't have the 
same background as you and me. 
We've had to work for everything we 
have.

JAMES
I suppose you're right. Anyways I 
don't think I'll be playing anymore 
shows with them.

ANGIE
Oh no.

JAMES
It's OK, it was fun while it 
lasted.

She pulls him in for a tight embrace.

ANGIE
Do me a favor?

JAMES
Sure.

ANGIE
Don't ever leave me again.

They kiss passionately and fall back together into the bed.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

James sits up in the unmade bed. His eyes are puffy. He 
sneezes and sniffles. Grabs a tissue and blows his nose. He 
looks beside him. He is the only one in the bed save for the 
dog. The sound of a running shower stops.

Angie emerges with a cloud of steam. A towel wrapped around 
her head and one on her body.
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ANGIE
Looks like you caught a cold.

JAMES
Uh huh. I'm afraid so. I feel 
awful.

ANGIE
Too many late nights and not enough 
sleep.

She pulls the towel off her head and massages the dampness 
from her hair.

JAMES
What are you up to?

ANGIE
Tom messaged me. His aunt just 
died.

JAMES
Jesus.

ANGIE
I guess they had been estranged for 
years and only recently started 
talking again.

JAMES
Shitty.

ANGIE
Yeah. She had diabetes and didn't 
take care of herself.

(beat)
I'm gonna meet him for a beer. You 
can come too if you like.

JAMES
I don't think so. I'm miserable.

ANGIE
Shouldn't be out too late. I think 
he could use a friend at the 
moment, you know?

JAMES
Yeah. I'd be there if I wasn't 
so...

ANGIE
I know. I'll tell him you said hi.
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He lays back down in bed, while she finishes toweling off.

EXT. SPUD'S BAR - PARKING LOT - EVENING

Tom stands next to his car and a line of half a dozen other 
cars quietly parked beneath a buzzing security light. He 
smokes and scrolls through his phone. The phone image appears 
and Jillian's name appears.

TOM
(to self)

Shit.

He puts the phone to his ear.

TOM (CONT'D)
Hey baby.

(pause)
Where am I?

Just then Angie pulls into the lot, shuts her car off and 
jumps out. She approaches.

ANGIE
Hey... everything alright?

He makes a scornful look, pushes his finger to his mouth.

TOM
Shhh.

ANGIE
(whispering)

Sorry.

He continues with his phone conversation.

TOM
Yeah... you wouldn't believe it. I 
went out for cigarettes and stopped 
at the store to grab some milk.

(pause)
Ran into my old boss, Joe McIntire. 
He was telling me how much they 
missed having me around and how 
they haven't had anybody worth a 
shit since. We've just been 
standing here bullshitting.

Angie stands in awe, looking at Tom quizzically.
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TOM (CONT'D)
Yeah. Right here in the grocery 
aisle.

(pause)
Yeah. I know it's the middle of the 
night.

(pause)
I'll be home soon. Love you.

He disconnects the phone and jams it in his pocket. Angie is 
still stunned.

TOM (CONT'D)
That was a doozy, huh?

ANGIE
She believes that shit?

TOM
Of course she does. She believes 
everything I tell her.

ANGIE
Really?

TOM
Who gives a shit if she doesn't?

ANGIE
Jesus you're an asshole.

TOM
I know.

ANGIE
So your Aunt dying? Was that 
bullshit too, just to get me out?

He looks at the ground, shakes his head.

TOM
No. She's gone.

(beat)
I have to go clean her house out 
tomorrow.

She puts an arm around him.

ANGIE
I'm sorry.

He says nothing for a moment and finally looks up at the bar.
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TOM
Let's do what we came here to do, 
huh?

ANGIE
Yeah.

Tom pulls a twenty dollar bill out of his pocket.

TOM
Last of Jill's birthday money.

ANGIE
You lied to her AND stole her 
birthday money?

He says nothing, merely offers a smug, sarcastic smile.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I don't know why I like you. By all 
accounts I should hate you.

TOM
I'm a scumbag, but here you are.

ANGIE
Yup. Here I am.

TOM
Should we?

He motions toward the bar entrance. They head off, Angie 
still shaking her head.

INT. BEDROOM - LATER

The bedroom lay in quiet darkness, only a hint of pre-dawn 
twilight. James turns to his side and coughs. He reaches for 
a tissue and blows his nose.  He looks over at the other side 
of the bed. Empty.

He sits up and slowly makes his way to his feet.

He walks out into the hallway and stops to notice that the 
bathroom door is closed and yet there is a light shining from 
beneath the crack at the bottom.

He knocks on the door.

JAMES
Ang? You in there?

68.



ANGIE
Yes.

JAMES
You alright.

ANGIE
Yeah. I'm fine.

JAMES
You sure?

ANGIE
Yeah, just some uhh... Intestinal 
difficulties.

JAMES
OK.

He heads back to the bedroom. He gets back in bed and crawls 
under the covers. He closes his eyes and is about to doze 
off, when he hears the toilet flush and the water in the sink 
running. It ceases. A door opens.

Jillian dressed in only bra and panties comes cruising into 
the bedroom. She too slides under the covers and pulls next 
to James.

JAMES (CONT'D)
You're freezing.

Her teeth chatter. She shakes.

ANGIE
You're so warm.

JAMES
How did you get so cold?

ANGIE
I don't know.

JAMES
How long have you been in there?

She says nothing, just pushing tighter against him.

JAMES (CONT'D)
How long have you been home?

She reaches for his hand, grasping it and guiding it to her 
back.
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ANGIE
Help me take off my bra?

JAMES
Sure.

He deftly unhooks the clasps and lifts the garment from her.

ANGIE
Ohhh. Thank you.

JAMES
Uh huh.

They hold one another in a soft embrace. He kisses her head.

EXT. PATIO - DAY

James slides open the glass door still wearing loose shorts 
and a t-shirt. He squeezes lemon into a mug as he steps out 
on to the patio, squinting at the bright sunshine. He takes a 
seat on a chaise lounge and sets the mug down beside him. He 
reclines, soaking in the sun.

EXT. PATIO - MOMENTS LATER

The sliding door once again opens. Looking worse for wear, 
her unwashed face and smeared mascara, Angie steps on to the 
patio. She wears a black robe tied at the waste and dark 
sunglasses. She carries a single cigarette in her hand.

She finds a chair next to James, who still lies horizontal on 
the chaise.  She sits and grabs a lighter from small glass 
table. She lights the cigarette.

ANGIE
You still sick?

JAMES
Yeah. I'm trying to burn it out.

(beat)
Some bright sunlight. Get some 
vitamin D.

ANGIE
I see.

She pulls a drag and blows it away from James.

JAMES
How's he doing?
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ANGIE
Alright I guess. Says it doesn't 
bother him. Pretends to be the 
tough guy.

JAMES
Don't you think it's weird that he 
didn't speak to her for over a 
decade.

ANGIE
I don't think he has ANY contact 
with his family any more.

JAMES
Jesus.

ANGIE
Yeah. Pretty shitty.

James sits up. He grabs his mug and downs the last remaining 
swallow. He looks Angie in the eye.

JAMES
Are you...

ANGIE
What?

JAMES
I know you have this thing where 
you like to think you can save lost 
souls.

ANGIE
Maybe.

JAMES
But are you fucking him?

She recoils at the harsh sound of the fricative.

ANGIE
Christ no.

JAMES
Are you sure? Cause I get the 
feeling that something is off. 
You've been spending an awful lot 
of time with him.

ANGIE
I'm telling you there is nothing to 
it.
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JAMES
You've been different ever since I 
got back from tour.

She crushes out her cigarette.

ANGIE
I'd be lying if I said it hadn't 
crossed my mind.

(pause)
Honestly Tom has been really good 
about that. Said he respects you 
too much.

JAMES
Psshhh. Whatever.

ANGIE
No really.

JAMES
If you say so.

She leans in and kisses him.

ANGIE
You've got nothing to worry about.

She grabs his mug, stands and heads for the house.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I'm going to take a shower. Maybe 
start packing for our trip.

JAMES
Sound good. I'll be up in minute.

She smiles at him, although he doesn't see it. He leans back, 
closes hie eyelids and gazes at the sun.

EXT. SHOPPING CENTER - EVENING

Early evening dusk has painted the sky orange and pink. The 
leafless trees are decorated with strings of clear white mini-
bulbs.

James and Angie stroll leisurely, hand in hand down a wide 
sidewalk, both wearing sweaters and jeans. James has a jacket 
flung over one shoulder.

ANGIE
Do you think we could sit for 
minute?

72.



JAMES
Sure.

They stop and take a seat on the ledge of a splashing water 
fountain. Angie shivers.

ANGIE
It got cold.

JAMES
It sure did. Here...

James places the jacket he had been carrying over her, wraps 
her in an embrace and rubs her shoulder.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Better?

ANGIE
Yes. Thank you.

She leans her head in and nuzzles up next to him. They remain 
silent for moment, merely taking it in and offering pleasant 
smiles with the passing shoppers.

When at last they have a moment alone.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I wished I could stay with you...

JAMES
I know.

ANGIE
Just like this. Forever.

They both sigh and look into one another's eyes.

JAMES
We had an amazing weekend.

ANGIE
We sure did. Thank you.

JAMES
You're welcome.

ANGIE
I'm going to miss you.
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JAMES
It's only a couple days.  I'm sorry 
I had to mix business with 
pleasure, but I just have this one 
meeting tomorrow and then I'll be 
home before you know it.

ANGIE
I just want to stay like this.

He pulls her hand up to his face and kisses it tenderly.

JAMES
Me too, babe, me too.

INT. AIRPORT CHECK IN. - LATER

Angie muddles through a line of travellers, pulling a 
suitcase, a laptop bag slung over one shoulder and a purse on 
the other.  She makes it to the desk, fills out an ID tag, 
attaches it to the bag, and hoists it on to the conveyor. She 
takes the boarding pass handed to her by the attendant and 
tucks it into her purse.

INT. AIRPORT SECURITY - MOMENTS LATER

Angie smiles politely to the TSA agent as she hands over her 
ID and boarding pass. He checks it under the UV light and 
hands it back. She proceeds to the next queue, begins 
removing her shoes, belt and purse. She stands in the scanner 
with her hands over her head.

INT. AIRPLANE - MOMENTS LATER

Angie sits in the window seat, her head leaning sleepily 
against the outside cabin wall. She stares out the window at 
the ground crew loading baggage into the plane. The plane 
pulls away from the gate, taxis to the runway, lines up and 
accelerates like mad. Angie's breath shudders on inhale. The 
lights streak by outside the window. The plane lifts off. She 
sighs and closes her eyes.

EXT. AIRPORT LOADING ZONE - NIGHT

Angie hustles out the airport doors, loaded down with purse, 
laptop and now her suitcase. She breaks into a near jog as 
she see a silver Audi pass by. She throws her arm up in the 
air.
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ANGIE
Hey.

The car continues to pass.

EXT. AIRPORT LOADING ZONE - MOMENTS LATER

Angie sits on her luggage, the hoard of passengers being 
picked up now thinning.  She looks down the line of 
approaching cars and spots the silver Audi. She stands with a 
smile on her face.  The car slows and pulls to stop just 
beyond her where the first break in the curb-side parking can 
be found.

She hauls her luggage to the car, opens the rear door and 
tosses her bags in. She opens the passenger door and gets in, 
to find Tom running his hands through his hair while looking 
in the rear view mirror. He grabs a pack of cigarettes off 
the dash board and begins tapping them onto his open palm, 
while she closes the door and buckles in.

ANGIE
Where the fuck did you go?

TOM
What? I pulled through and didn't 
see you, so I went to get a pack of 
cigarettes.

He peels the cellophane wrapper off and extracts a cigarette.

TOM (CONT'D)
You want one?

ANGIE
Yes.

She takes the cigarette. He offers his lighter. Before 
lighting it, she speaks.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
... And thanks for the help with 
the bags. You jack ass.

TOM
What?

ANGIE
Nothing. Just drive.

75.



He goes to put the car in gear, but hesitates for a moment. 
Instead he reaches over and places his hand on her leg, runs 
it up her thigh. He leans in for a kiss. She offers him a 
quick peck on the cheek.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Can we go now?

TOM
Where to?

ANGIE
I don't care. Just go.

TOM
You want to get a drink?

ANGIE
I thought you'd never ask.

He places the car in gear and zooms off.

Through the magic of time lapse, the cars jockey in and out 
of the airport traffic lanes, travellers carrying bags 
shuffle out in small hordes, and the sun rises and falls 
several times.

E/I. AIRPORT - AFTERNOON

The flow of travellers exiting the building has dwindled. A 
lull in the action.

INT. AIRPORT - CONTINUOUS

An escalator drones on in it's ever downward progression. 
James slides into view, towing a small wheelie bag behind 
him. He reaches the bottom and steps off.

He hurries through the main lobby and passes the baggage 
claim area. He cruises through the motion activated doors and 
steps outside.

EXT. AIRPORT LOADING ZONE - CONTINUOUS

James look about and heads to the taxi stand. He gestures 
with a finger and a cabbie who had been leaning against the 
back of his cab comes over and snags the bag out of his hand. 
He hands it off and enter the mini-van/taxi through the open 
and waiting side door.
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INT. HOME - MOMENTS LATER

Keys jangle in the lock. The door opens and James enter with 
his bag in tow. He is greeted by an overly excited dog.

JAMES
Hey buddy.

He reaches down trying to pet and calm the dog, kissing it on 
the head. He abandons his bag.

He strolls into the kitchen where he finds a note on the 
counter. It reads:

Hey... Out shopping for a new 
dress. I thought we could go see 
Tom and Graham's new band play this 
weekend in Yuba City. Be home in a 
few.  Love you, Ang.

He turns the note over it's blank on the back side. He shrugs 
and set the note back down.

INT. ANGIE'S CAR - LATE AFTERNOON

Pulsating sunlight blasts through the windshield of the small 
car in between shadows of tall pines. A small 2 lane highway 
extends out between magnificent peaks of granite mountain 
tops.

James calmly and confidently drives. A pair of wraparound 
sunglasses shielding his eyes. Angie sits in the passenger 
seat looking in the vanity mirror, applying a fresh coat of 
lipstick. She finishes and returns the tube to her makeup 
bag.

ANGIE
Are you OK with this?

JAMES
Yeah. Why wouldn't I be?

ANGIE
Don't ever answer a question with 
another question.

JAMES
OK.

ANGIE
It's rude.
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He says nothing. Continues to drive pulling the visor down.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I meant driving over here to see 
Tom's band.

JAMES
I know.

ANGIE
I think it'll be fun.

JAMES
Yeah. I've been wanting to see 
them.

ANGIE
Even if you're not in the band.

JAMES
Yeah. I'm totally cool with it.

ANGIE
OK. Just wanted to make sure.

(beat)
Sometimes you don't exactly say 
what you're thinking.

JAMES
I know. Midwestern-stoicism. It's 
in my blood.

ANGIE
You're telling me.

(beat)
So I was thinking we could get a 
room... Unless you want to drive 
back tonight.

JAMES
Fuck that.

ANGIE
That way we can enjoy ourselves. 
Have a couple beers and not have to 
worry about driving.

JAMES
Good idea.

(beat)
Where are those guys staying?

ANGIE
Beats me.

78.



JAMES
Sometimes I wonder how he does it?

ANGIE
What?

JAMES
Keeps it together... in the 
professional world.  He's a manager 
for shit's sake.

ANGIE
Yeah. I know.

JAMES
He can't manage to stay sober five 
minutes after walking out the door.

They approach a small roadside diner all dressed up like a 
log cabin.

ANGIE
Do you think we could stop here?

JAMES
Huh?

ANGIE
I gotta pee.

JAMES
Oh. Ok. No problem.

He slows and pulls the car off to the side, letting a truck 
towing a boat pass by.  Angie jumps out of the car and 
sprints off to the restaurant.

EXT. ALEHOUSE - EVENING

James pulls Angie's car to stop behind a beat up white 
construction truck with topper parked against the curb.

Dressed in leather motorcycle jackets Tom and Graham emerge 
from the building and reach into the back of the truck, 
pulling out guitar cases.

James exits Angie's car and approaches.

JAMES
Hey. You guys need a hand?

TOM
Sure.
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James lifts the lever and drops the tailgate. He slides a 
large amplifier cabinet toward the back and lifts the mighty 
beast down by himself.

TOM (CONT'D)
Jesus. You been working out?

James just smiles and shrugs.

Angie approaches from behind, checking her makeup in a small 
compact mirror. She finishes and drops it in her purse.

ANGIE
So Graham you gonna to be able to 
write this trip off as a work 
expense?

Graham smiles a shiteating grin and grabs an amplifier head.

GRAHAM
I don't know. Maybe. Depends on how 
many possible clients....

He makes air quotes with his one free hand.

GRAHAM(CONT'D)
I can arrange a meeting with.

ANGIE
Ah. Gotcha. I'll see what I can 
drum up for you.

The guys continue to load in, while Angie lights a cigarette.

They finish bringing the last of the equipment inside. Tom 
returns. He closes the tailgate, locks the truck and turns 
his attention to Angie stealing the cigarette from her hand. 
He takes the last drag and tosses it.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
You can have your own.

TOM
No, I just wanted yours.

ANGIE
Ok.

(beat)
So...where is the rest of your 
band?

TOM
They'll be here in an hour. They've 
driving back right after the show.
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ANGIE
And you're not?

TOM
Maybe. Depends on how wasted Graham 
is.

ANGIE
(coughing)

Yeah right. He's probably already 
half-tanked.

TOM
Probably.

ANGIE
You should just stay with us. We 
got a room. It's right around the 
corner.

TOM
That's a possibility. Thanks for 
the offer. I'll run it by Graham.

They both look toward the side entrance door through which 
they had been carrying gear.  It's now closed.

TOM (CONT'D)
I guess we have to go around to the 
front now.

ANGIE
I guess so.

TOM
Shall we?

He gestures and they head for the front door.

INT. ALEHOUSE - LATER

James and Angie sit across from one another in a low booth. 
Half empty beer glasses in front of them. Loud rock music 
fills the small room. A dozen or so mildly amused patrons 
stand admiring the carefully crafted guitar work of Graham 
and the wild antics of Tom, now wailing about on his knees.

The song ends. Polite applause.

TOM(ON MIC)
Hey alright. You fuckers know how 
to party.
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He stand and saunters over to sip a beer that someone left on 
the front of the small stage for him.

TOM(CONT'D)
We've got a couple more and we're 
out the door. Thanks for having us.

He looks back at his band who are wild eyed, sweating and 
eager.

TOM(CONT'D)
Hit it boys.

The drummer clicks off four on the sticks and they launch 
into another number.

EXT. ALEHOUSE PATIO - LATER

A scattering of smokers stand about chatting and drinking in 
the cool night air.

Graham, still damp with sweat, pushes his way through the 
crowd rolling a bass cabinet.

GRAHAM
'scuse me. 'scuse me.

Folks slowly make a path for him to pass.  James follows 
carrying a handful of gear.

Angie has found a cozy spot at a patio table. She smokes and 
nurses a beer.

Tom makes his way out on to the patio, stopping every few 
feet to shake hands, and receive a pat on the back.

PATRON
You guys were great.

TOM
Thanks.

PATRON
No really. That shit was bad ass.

TOM
Thanks. Means a lot to hear that.

(turns to see Angie 
sitting on the patio)

Could you excuse me for a minute?

PATRON
Sure.
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Tom pulls his jacket on and makes a bee line for Angie. He 
pulls up a chair next to her.

TOM
Hey.

ANGIE
Hey.

TOM
You got a smoke for me? I'm out.

ANGIE
Sure.

She digs through her purse for a moment and produces a pack 
of Camels. He takes it and lights one.

TOM
What'd you think?

ANGIE
You guys are good.

From out of nowhere an arm wraps around Tom's shoulder and 
long blonde hair drips down on to his head. Angie looks up to 
see an obviously intoxicated girl with too much eye make up 
and missing shoulders on her blouse, draped around Tom.

BARGIRL
Oh my god. Weren't they good.

TOM
Thanks.

BARGIRL
They were so good. It was like Dave 
Matthews or something.

TOM
(chuckling to himself)

Uhh... Thanks, I guess.

Angie bites her lip.

James and Graham return. James grabs a seat next to Angie.

JAMES
What's happening?

ANGIE
Not much. I told these guys they 
could stay with us if they wanted.
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JAMES
That's cool.

The bargirl pushes her way onto Tom's lap and starts grinding 
on him. Tom does nothing to stop her. Angie looks at James.

ANGIE
(mouthing the words)

What the fuck?

He just shrugs.

A large linebacker look man wearing a security shirt walks 
out collecting empty glasses.

SECURITY
Hey folks, we're getting ready to 
close up. Ten minutes.

Tom reaches for his half empty glass and manages to take a 
sip despite the girl sitting on his lap.

TOM
(to Angie and James)

What do you say we take this party 
back to your room?

JAMES
Sure. Whatever.

Angie shoots James a look of scorn.

They finish their drinks, stand and exit the patio.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The door opens to a darkened hotel suite. James reaches in 
flips the light switch. He and Angie enter into the sitting 
room, stripping off their jackets.

ANGIE
What the fuck? Why did you tell 
them they could come back here?

JAMES
I thought they were staying here. I 
was just being nice.

ANGIE
I don't want that fucked up bitch 
in our room.
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JAMES
Sorry.

ANGIE
God damnit, now we gotta...

A knock on the door and Tom and Graham enter.

TOM
Hey hey.

ANGIE
You found it.

(pause)
Where is tweakerville?

TOM
Oh she had to stop at her car, 
she'll be up in a minute.

ANGIE
(sarcasm)

Great.

TOM
What?

ANGIE
Nothing.

She moves to take Graham's coat.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Come on in.

The door open again opens, this time without a knock and 
flinging wildly, slamming into the wall.

BARGIRL
(loud)

HEY.

Angie charges at her.

ANGIE
Keep it down. There are people 
sleeping in this hotel.

BARGIRL
Sorry.

The bargirl continues to stumble into the room holding a 
pouch of tobacco and rolling papers. Tom looks her up and 
down.
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TOM
Whatcha got there?

BARGIRL
I roll my own. No poisonous 
petrochemicals from the big tobacco 
companies, you know man?

TOM
Uh-huh.

James walks over to a cooler in the corner of the room and 
pops the lid open.

JAMES
Beers?

TOM
I'll take one.

GRAHAM
Yup.

ANGIE
(reluctantly)

Sure.

James proceeds to extract a handful of cans from the icy 
water and distribute them around the room.

The bargirl grabs a seat in an open arm chair. She pulls out 
a paper and digs into the pouch. She fumbles and drops it, 
spilling tobacco all over the floor.

BARGIRL
Ooops!

Angie steps to the balcony door, opens it and motions to Tom.

ANGIE
Tom, can I speak with you?

(pause)
NOW!

TOM
(sheepishly)

OK.

Tom stands and heads for the balcony making a face like a 
whipped school boy.
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EXT. BALCONY - CONTINUOUS

Tom steps out onto the balcony where Angie waits for him. She 
nods at the door.

TOM
Close the door.

He pulls the door shut.

ANGIE
What the fuck are you trying to do?

TOM
What?

ANGIE
Why did you feel the need to bring 
that fucked up bitch back here?

TOM
Uh... I don't..

ANGIE
Get her out of here.

(beat)
I don't care where you take her. 
Take her out to her car. Go 
wherever the fuck you want, but you 
don't need to flaunt that shit in 
front of me.

TOM
OK. I'll...

ANGIE
(over)

I'm serious. I don't want to see 
it.

(beat)
Do you have any idea how 
disrespectful you're being? I 
offered to let you stay here and 
this is how you show thanks?

TOM
I'll get rid of her.

Tom opens the door and goes back into the hotel room. Angie 
remains on the balcony fuming.

TOM(O.S.) (CONT'D)
Hey darling. I think it's best you 
go. I'll walk you out to your car.
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Dead silence. The door to the hotel room opens and closes.

EXT. GAS STATION - NIGHT.

Angie stands with her back to the wind. She braces against 
the spitting rain, slides her card through the slot in the 
pump and sticks the hose in her car.

She squeezes the handle, clicks the automatic device in place 
and places her hands in her pockets.

She looks out to the road. She spots Tom's car amidst two 
other cars on the road. As he approaches, she waves 
furiously.

ANGIE
Hey.

He avoids making eye contact quickly looks away, pretending 
to be looking for a lighter.

He hits a rather large puddle sending the spray all over her.

She tries to speak. Words will not come. She lowers her head 
and finishes pumping her gas.

INT. TOM'S CAR - NIGHT.

Tom sits in the car fiddling with his phone. His window 
cracked, he finishes a cigarette and tosses it onto the wet 
pavement.  The familiar sign of Spud's bar visible through 
the rain splattered windshield.

The passenger door opens and in slides a damp and cold Angie. 
She pulls the door shut behind her.

TOM
You look like a drowned rat.

ANGIE
Thanks. Jerk.

TOM
What? I was just saying you look 
miserable from all this rain.

ANGIE
Ever think to stop and help someone 
when they...you know what 
nevermind.
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TOM
You're in a fine mood tonight. What 
gives?

She stares daggers through him. He puts his arm around her 
and pulls her in for a kiss. She recoils, pushes back against 
him.

ANGIE
Don't.

TOM
Why not?

ANGIE
Because.

She lowers her head and takes a deep breath.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Because I think I have feelings for 
you.

TOM
Well... yeah. Me too.

She stares him down.

ANGIE
Do you?

TOM
Of course I do.

ANGIE 
I don't think you do... or you 
wouldn't treat me like this.

TOM
What do you mean?

ANGIE
Don't be stupid.

TOM
You mean the other girls? Psshh. 
That's nothing. They mean nothing.

ANGIE
Then why do you do it?

TOM
I don't know. My dad cheated on my 
mom. I guess it runs in the family.
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ANGIE
Like that's any excuse.

She shakes her head.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
You know I have these fantasies... 
I drive around looking at 
apartments and I wonder what it 
would be like to have my own 
place... To spend the night with 
you and not have to sneak around... 
But you're never going to leave 
Jillian are you?

TOM
Well, no... but.

ANGIE
That's exactly what I mean. This is 
how you treat me.

TOM
I am who I am.  I don't think I 
ever misrepresented myself to you.

ANGIE
What a mess we've made.

She lets out an exasperated sigh.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
How do we fix it?

TOM
Fix what?

ANGIE
Something has got to change. I 
can't keep doing this to James... 
and it's not fair to Jill either. 
So what do we do?

TOM
I don't know.

ANGIE
Do we go back to being just casual 
friends and I'll see you when I see 
you?

TOM
No.
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ANGIE
Well what do you want then?

TOM
I don't know why anything has to 
change. I want everything to stay 
exactly the way it is.

ANGIE
Of course you do.

He starts to open the door. She grabs his arm.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Where are you going?

TOM
I'm going inside.

ANGIE
We're not done here.

He shrugs and looks truly puzzled.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Let me go.

TOM
What?

ANGIE
If you don't want me, let me go.

He exits the vehicle, looks back at her through the open 
door.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
So that's it? You're just going to 
walk away from me... and this 
conversation.

TOM
To be continued.

He shuts the car door. She sits there momentarily stunned. 
She eventually gets out of the car and follows him to the 
bar. He enters without holding the door for her.  She reaches 
the door, pauses, turns around and walks away.
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INT. BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

The wind outside howls. The door opens to the darkened room. 
The dog runs in and jumps on the bed, slinking next to Angie 
and shaking like a leaf on a tree.

James walks in scratching his head.

Angie sits in bed, the blue glow of her cell phone screen is 
the only light in the room, giving a ghostly glow to her 
face. Her hair is a mess.

JAMES
Are you OK?

ANGIE
Yeah. I'm fine.

JAMES
Yeah haven't left this room in 
days.

ANGIE
Not true. I went downstairs to make 
a grill cheese.

He takes a step closer and sits on the edge of the bed.

JAMES
Come on you know what I mean. Your 
behavior is starting to scare me.

From her point of view we see her tapping in to a blue search 
bar..."Tom Unitas". A profile of the glib, narcissist quickly 
appears.

JAMES(O.C.) (CONT'D)
You haven't been the same since 
Yuba City.

She scrolls down through the page and the first thing she 
sees is a photo of Tom sitting at Spud's bar, with his arm 
wrapped around a petite girl with long brown hair. They both 
smile and grin at the camera, apparently having the time of 
their lives.

ANGIE
Who the fuck is this now?

POV shifts back to James.

JAMES
What?
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ANGIE
Nothing.

James tries to lean in to see what she sees. She pulls the 
phone away, sets it down by her side.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
James...

JAMES
Yes?

ANGIE
I think there's something...

She hesitates and as she does so her phone dings and 
vibrates. She picks it up, scrolls.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Oh shit.

JAMES
What?

Angie ignores him temporarily. Silences her phone.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Who is it?

ANGIE
It's Jill. She wants to know if 
they can borrow two hundred bucks.

JAMES
What the hell?

ANGIE
Apparently it's the end of the 
month. They're short coming up with 
rent money.

Angie continues to look at the incoming messages pouring in.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
Can we?

James sighs.

JAMES
I suppose.

He stands.
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JAMES (CONT'D)
Get dressed. We'll run by the bank. 
Grab some cash.

ANGIE
Ohhh kay.

She stands and begins peeling off a wrinkled night shirt. 
James exits the room, pulling the door shut behind him. He 
hears the sound of running water and a shower starting.

INT. BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

James re-enters the room, now softly illuminated by a bed 
side table lamp.

Angie sits on the edge of the bed, her hair damp, freshly 
washed and combed. A fluffy white robe envelops her.

JAMES
What's going on?

ANGIE
Not happening.

JAMES
What?

ANGIE
We are not supposed to help them.

JAMES
Huh?

ANGIE
I guess Tom found out that she 
asked us for money and he blew a 
gasket.

JAMES
Really? Is he that proud?

Angie looks at him and raises an eyebrow.

ANGIE
Are you surprised?

JAMES
Not really. Even though he is 
probably the reason they're short.

ANGIE
Bingo.

94.



She picks up her phone again and scrolls through the existing 
messages.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I guess he took out a bunch of 
money from the ATM last week. Said 
it was for a water pump for his car 
or something.

JAMES
Jesus, he is the king of bullshit.

ANGIE
Yup.

JAMES
So now what?

She says nothing.

JAMES (CONT'D)
We've got you cleaned up. How bout 
dinner?

She looks up at him with big wet eyes.

ANGIE
OK. Where do you want to take me?

JAMES
I'll take you anywhere your little 
heart desires.

He wraps her in a big warm embrace and kisses her on the 
forehead. He stands and walks out of the room

Angie takes a moment before sliding off the bed and on to her 
feet. She finally does and sets the phone on the dresser.  
She drops her robe and enters the walk in closet.

The phone buzzes and dings repeatedly.

She emerges from the closet wearing a simple, but elegant 
black dress. She grabs some earrings from a jewelry box on 
the dresser. She puts them on and grabs the phone.

Her expression drops into near terror as she reads the phone. 
She sits on the bed, tapping madly at a message and hitting 
send.

She looks down at the floor shaking her head.

The phone buzzes again.

95.



She reads it. In a fit of fury she tosses the phone across 
the room, charges toward the bedroom door, slams it shut and 
locks it. With no hesitation she heads right for the sink. 
She grabs a hold of the pill bottle, peels the lid off and 
tosses the entire contents down her throat. She fills a water 
glass and washes it down.

She sulks off to the bed, flings herself down and curls into 
a fetal position.

From the other side of the door we hear James' desperate 
pleas...

JAME(O.S.)
Open the door. Come on, let me in.

She closes her eyes tight.

JAMES(O.S.)
Ang, come on. Open the door.

She moves not a muscle.

JAMES(O.S.) (CONT'D)
If you don't open the door, I'm 
going to kick it in.

The door explodes open with a shower of splinters as James 
rushes in.

FADE OUT.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

James stands barefoot in front of the stove, with spatula in 
hand flipping pancakes.

Angie sits at the retro kitchen table.

He places a plate in front of her, and returns seconds later 
with the skillet, flipping a cake onto the plate.

JAMES
You scared the living shit out of 
me.

She says not a word as he returns to the stove.

JAMES(CONT'D)
You know that?

She picks up a fork and digs at the cake.
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JAMES(CONT'D)
He's not worth it. Do you think 
that for one second he could give a 
shit about someone other than 
himself?

She hangs her head and begins to cry softly, shaking her 
head. James picks up on her body language, sets down his 
cooking utensils and comes up behind her with an embrace.

JAMES (CONT'D)
Oh sweetie. I'm so sorry.

ANGIE
Where did it all go so wrong?

JAMES
I don't...

He drifts off into a sigh. She reaches up to hold onto his 
arm wrapped around her.

ANGIE
I think I need to start seeing my 
therapist again.

JAMES
Probably a good idea.

He returns to the stove flipping over a pancake. It's burnt 
underside fill the room with smoke.

INT. ANGIE'S CAR - DAY.

Angie clean and wearing a new dress drives down the street of 
small retail shops.  She bites her nails.

She drives by the now familiar brick building with the big 
hand- painted sign out front that reads "Spud's Bar." In the 
daylight it looks ghostly and hollow. She peers her head 
around to look inside as she passes. A handful of lonely, 
sad, old day drinkers litter the bar stools.

She passes the establishment and returns her attention to the 
road in front of her.

EXT. OFFICE COMPLEX - MOMENTS LATER

Angie's car slows and turns into the parking lot of a medium 
sized office complex. She  finds an open spot and parks the 
car. She exits the car and walks inside.
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INT. OFFICE COMPLEX -  CONTINUOUS

Angie walks through a maze of hallways looking at the 
placards marking the  businesses located behind the doors she 
passes... Dentists, insurance sales, accountants, etc.

She finally reaches one that reads...

"Simon Helzburg. Behavioral Therapist. M.F.T."

She takes a deep breath, straightens her dress and twists the 
door knob.

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Angie sits with legs crossed on a long brown leather couch. A 
wall of books to her left side and a window with large 
vertical blinds to her right.

She gazes out the window at the tree branches swaying gently 
in the breeze. She shifts and pushes her self back into the 
deep sofa.

Seated across from her sitting in a office chair with nice 
slacks and a sweater vest, the THERAPIST speaks softly.

THERAPIST
So how did this relationship come 
to an end?

ANGIE
He had to invent some drama so he 
could say that he never really 
wanted it anyway. He had to paint 
himself as a victim.

THERAPIST
How so?

ANGIE
I get this text from him saying 
"What the fuck were you telling 
Jill?" I told him I was concerned 
about his well being. He was acting 
erratic. Depressed.

THERAPIST
Really?
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ANGIE
And apparently he either read her 
phone or cajoled it out of her that 
I said he acts out of guilt and 
shame... that you can tell a lot 
about a person by the way they 
spend their time and money.

THERAPIST
Well that's true.

ANGIE
That's what I said. And then he got 
all kinds of defensive claiming 
that I was never really his friend, 
that I only pretended to listen to 
his troubles and that all the 
things that he shared with me were 
in confidence and that I betrayed 
him.

The therapist smiles and nods.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I gave him an out. I said "If you 
don't want me, let me go," and he 
didn't want to.

THERAPIST
And then what happened?

ANGIE
I said "So this is how it ends? 
You're going to throw a fit and 
invent some bullshit about how I 
betrayed you?"

THERAPIST
And what did he say?

ANGIE
He said

(mocking)
"I'm not the one doing anything"

THERAPIST
Wow.

ANGIE
I know. I told him "You just go on 
believing that you're the victim 
here."

99.



THERAPIST
I bet that didn't go over well.

ANGIE
Not at all. He continued to rage at 
me for a while and eventually just 
went radio silent on me.  Punishing 
me with his absence.

THERAPIST
Sounds like you have a first class 
narcissist on your hands. His 
actions are manipulative.

ANGIE
I know... or at least I do now. God 
how could I be so stupid?

THERAPIST
It's not your fault. It's easy to 
fall prey to the deceptive lure of 
seduction that they throw out.

ANGIE
You know I could have really been a 
bitch. I could have caused his 
whole world to crumble.

The therapist cocks his head to the side.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
I could have told her a million 
things... About the other girls, 
about me, about us, about the coke, 
about the gambling, about where he 
was late at night, about the money 
disappearing.... But I didn't. If 
he wants to come clean and unburden 
himself that's on him.

THERAPIST
Mmm Hmmm.

ANGIE
I know that I came clean with my 
husband. I don't have to go on 
living a lie.  I told the truth. 
All he has are lies.

THERAPIST
So what now? What does the future 
look like?

100.



ANGIE
I don't know.

THERAPIST
What does your husband think of 
this guy?

CUT TO:

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

A pair of yellow headlights shine across barren earth and 
scrub brush. A shovel blade chinks as it slams into the hard 
dirt and is jammed down with dirty boot.  The payload of 
sandy dirt is lifted and flung onto a heaping pile beside a 
black plastic wrapped lump, the approximate size of a human 
body.

INT. THERAPIST'S OFFICE - DAY

She scoots to the edge of her chair. Dabs at her eyes with a 
tissue.

ANGIE
.. and worst of all. I loved him or 
at least I thought I did.

The therapist glances at his watch.

ANGIE (CONT'D)
The man that I thought he was 
doesn't exist though. It was all a 
fantasy I built up in my head about 
the man I thought he could be. My 
biggest fear is that all the time, 
attention and care I put into him 
will make him into that idealized 
man and then he will go on and 
build a life with someone else.

THERAPIST
I don't think that is a problem you 
are going to have to worry about.

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

The shovel tosses the last load of dirt onto a slightly 
mounded section of otherwise flat earth. 
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A boot stamps it down.  A fatigued figure walks to the back 
of a van, tosses the shovel in, and closes the door.

FADE OUT

END OF FILM
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