
THROUGH TIME AND TEARS



FADE IN:

INT. ROMANTIC BEDROOM - NIGHT

In warm light, a manicured and polished almond-nailed hand 
strokes the glowing, fleshy, peach-colored sheets over the 
pleasured MOANS of a man and woman.

The exhausting blond woman, LIV (40s), yells out, 

LIV
This! I’ve always needed this 
fantasy.

She bounces on a man’s pelvis. His face is shrouded in 
shadows. They both MOAN in pleasure.

LIV
Oh god! You are so much better than 
my husband.

In the corner of the room, Liv’s workaholic husband - CHRIS 
(40s) - watches in horrified shock. 

She leans her head back overhead.

LIV
This is what you couldn’t do for 
me!

She throws her head back, looking directly at Chris.

LIV
Chris. Can you do this for me?

She squirms in excitement, gasp and orgasm.

LIV
OH MY GOD! 

Liv and the torso huff and puff. 

Chris is completely devastated as they both orgasm.

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - MORNING

Chris shocks himself awake. An open bottle of liquor with an 
embossed pattern is on his nightstand. Beads of sweat line 
his forehead and his gray T-shirt has obvious sweat marks 
under his arms. He gets up and heads into... 



2.

INT. RENTAL - BATHROOM - MORNING

Chris puts his head under running water. 

He turns the water off and catches his reflection. His eyes 
are dark. His hair and scruffy beard are untamed. He looks 
rough.

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - MORNING

As he passes by the closet, he stops. His face and hair are 
dripping water onto his shirt as he thinks.

He pulls out a belt and tests its strength by SNAPPING it. He 
pouts and tosses the belt back inside.

He sighs and exits. 

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - MORNING

Chris enters his rental’s living room/kitchen combo area, 
approaches the fridge, grabs a soda can and chugs it down.

His rental is monochromatic in grayscale with occasional gold 
accents. Only a small pop of color appears in minimal-style 
flower paintings in lilac, pastel yellow and bright orange. A 
wifi password how-to is in an upright plastic slip near the 
door. 

He crushes the now empty soda can and tosses it nearby used 
frozen dinner boxes, dirty plates and empty bottles. 

He looks out the window through the partially cracked open, 
hand-painted Venetian blinds and towards the massive 
mountains above him. He turns to his dining room table-turned 
office desk, covered with a laptop, several books and stacks 
of papers.

He sits down and thinks in front of palm trees and mountains 
visible behind the window.

INT. CHRIS’S HOME - MORNING

Running late, Chris rushes out the door in a plain white 
dress shirt and gray Glen check tweed suit.

Liv calls out from the back of the home.

LIV (O.S.)
You ready for your presentation?
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He zips up a brown leather briefcase.

CHRIS
I think so.

In front of a mirror near the door, he checks his teeth in 
the mirror and then calls out.

CHRIS
Later, alligator! 

Liv CACKLES inside.

CHRIS
Don’t go eating everybody up!

LIV (O.S.)
I’ll contain myself. Good luck. And 
be careful!

Chris opens the front door.

CHRIS
Love you.

LIV (O.S.)
Love you too!

He exits.

I/E. CHRIS’S OFFICE - DAY

Working on his computer, Chris sits near one of the windows. 
The trees are still and have elongated shadows. His name 
plaque reads, 

“Chris Robinson 
Social Media Developer/Engineer”

He opens his briefcase, riffles through it and grunts in 
frustration.

- LATER - 

The wind blows through the trees with subtle shadows. Chris 
looks over at the clock ticking away. He turns back to his 
computer.

He thinks, motionless and takes a deep breath. 
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EXT. CHRIS'S OFFICE - PARKING LOT - DAY

Chris hurries to his car.

I/E. CHRIS'S CAR - DAY

Chris drives down a picturesque suburban street lined with 
large trees towards his home. He abruptly stops.

A new, unseen car rests in the driveway outside.

INT. CHRIS'S HOME - DAY

Chris enters and dashes into his office. He grabs a silver 
computer hard drive still plugged into his home computer and 
exits.

But as he turns, he spots a pair of tossed high heels on the 
floor. 

A THUMP upstairs. Chris quickly climbs up the stairs but 
stops at the sight of men’s dress shoes tossed aside. 

Ahead in the hallway leading towards a closed door is a man’s 
dress shirt and pants. Liv GIGGLES. Chris freezes as it sinks 
in. More giggling comes from their bedroom. 

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - MORNING

As Chris remembers, he rubs his eyes and combs his wet hair 
back.

He catches a glimpse of his wedding ring. He glares at it in 
disgust and tries to pull it off, unsuccessfully. 

EXT. RENTAL - MORNING

The sun peaks over the beautiful mountains. Chris exits his 
rental.

Chris’ neighbor, GLORY (60s), calls out to Chris as he passes 
by. 

GLORY
Well, well! If it isn’t, Mister 
Trouble himself?

CHRIS
Hey. Good morning, Glory.
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She comes up to his side with a pair of loaded trash bags.

GLORY
How are you liking the unit?

CHRIS
It’s a nice little spot.

GLORY
Oh good! I’m glad you’re enjoying 
it.

They walk together towards the dumpsters near the entrance of 
the unit.

GLORY
I know you just got here but if you 
need anything - anything at all - 
you know where to find me.

CHRIS
Thanks.

She thinks to herself for a moment.

GLORY
Have you been on the strip 
downtown, you know?

CHRIS
Uh, no. But I’ve been meaning to 
go.

GLORY
You’ve got some time left here, 
right?

He teases her.

CHRIS
I’ve been thinking about moving in.

They approach a split in the road.

GLORY
Rents are not cheap, son! But I 
suppose I can give you a discount.

CHRIS
How much do you want?

She teases back.
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GLORY
Now, maybe just one billion a week.

Chris chuckles. They split down the road.

CHRIS
Okay. I’m off.

GLORY
Alright, you take care now.

Chris continues down the complex.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - MORNING

Chris enters with a coffee in his hand. 

- LATER -

While working on his laptop, he stops and stretches - taking 
a deep breath and thinking to himself.

His phone vibrates with a rumble, VRRR!

Chris ignores it and continues to type on the laptop. 

VRRR! VRRR!

He sighs before he checks his phone and presses the screen 
twice.

The voicemail is from TONY, Chris’ divorce attorney with a 
masculine, New Jersey accent.

TONY (V.O.)
Hey Chris, it’s Tony. I’m trying to 
get in contact with you about 
finalizing the divorce agreement. 
If you could --

Chris cuts the message off and tosses the phone aside.

He shifts back to his laptop. Unable to refocus, he walks 
away.

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - DAY

Chris exits in an olive green workout shirt and maroon 
workout shorts.
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EXT. STREET - DAY

Chris jogs down the street. His sweaty shirt sticks to his 
skin. Heat convections are rising from the cement streets. 
Locusts HISS. 

As he stops at a street corner, he stops and holds onto his 
stomach.

EXT. RENTAL - POOL - DAY

Inside his rental unit complex, as Chris passes by a pool, he 
freezes.

Strutting up to a chair by the side of a pool, Chris spots a 
black supermodel, FATIMA (20s). In an iridescent bathing 
suit, Fatima falls back into the chair and opens a book. Her 
dark skin glows. Her hair and nails are manicured. She is 
heart-stopping and full of confidence.

As he watches her through the gate, Fatima looks down from 
her book and lowers her glasses - making direct eye contact 
with Chris.

Caught off guard, he waves at her and quickly moves on. He 
forces himself around a building corner. Out of sight, he 
wipes his forehead. 

CHRIS
(to self)

OH MY GAW!

He starts to turn to go back but stops before running towards 
his building.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAY

Chris scurries into his rental. After locking the door behind 
him, he runs upstairs. 

The paintings of the flowers on the wall appear slightly more 
vibrant and the petals are somewhat more perked up.  

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - DAY

Bolting towards his suitcase, Chris checks for a bathing 
suit. Not having one, he moans in agony.

He scampers through his closet, trying to find something like 
a bathing suit.
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Then, he sinks to the floor and grunts at himself in defeat.

He thinks to himself. Then slowly exits.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAY

Chris enters back into his messy and cluttered living room 
area. Scanning the room, he runs and searches under the sink 
for trash bags.

He rips one trash bag off a roll and tosses the used boxes 
and plastic trays.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - AFTERNOON

The apartment is clean and orderly. A pair of loaded trash 
bags linger at the door.

Chris sits on the sofa and watches some gay pornography on 
the TV. The guys in the video breathe heavily as one’s chest 
bounces off the other’s back. They both moan in ecstasy. 

Losing interest, he turns off the TV and tosses the remote 
aside. He rubs his eyes in frustration.

He gets up and pours himself a whiskey from a bottle. With a 
glass half full, he contemplates up to the window and looks 
in the general direction of the pool.

He thinks to himself.

As his mind lingers, he begins to turn towards his laptop but 
freezes. 

Fatima emerges and struts towards the complex’s exit. She 
wears an almost archaic silk Chiffon Grecian dress that is 
light and ethereal. The breeze billows her dress, making her 
reminiscent of a ghost. She carries an oversized purse. 

Chris is awestruck until she disappears behind a building 
corner.

He turns, thinks, holds the drink up to his nose and swirls 
it. As he paces slowly, he takes a sip and thinks, gesturing 
like he’s presenting a case publicly. 

He goes over to his laptop and begins researching.

Nearby, files are labeled: Computer Research, Information 
Analyst, and Projected Progress.
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INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAY

After falling asleep on his laptop, Chris wakes up. A clock 
nearby shows it’s noon. Chris rubs his sore neck.

Chris gets up and puts his head under the kitchen sink. The 
cold water flows down his face.

The doorbell rings, DING DONG!

Chris grabs a kitchen towel and tries to dry off his head. 

CHRIS
JUST A MINUTE!

He hurries to the door but freezes. On the other side of the 
frosted glass, Fatima waits. He stumbles towards the door. 

He passes by the loaded trash and opens the door. 

I/E. RENTAL - DAY

It’s bright and sunny outside. 

As Chris opens the door, Fatima turns to face him in a 
windowpane dress and small, diamond-patterned fishnets. The 
mountains far beyond her consume any sight of the sky. 

As Fatima turns to Chris, she smiles with overflowing warmth. 

FATIMA
Hi! Are you Chris Rogers?

Nervous, Chris stumbles over his speech.

CHRIS
Yeah. I’m Chris.

FATIMA
Hi Chris. I’m Fatima. I’m terribly 
sorry to bother you but I was told 
you could help me with a project.

Chris grows intrigued.

CHRIS
Oh? I mean, yeah, I can help! 
What’s the project?

FATIMA
Well, it has to do with social 
media marketing and I was told you 
might know something about it.
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CHRIS
Oh uh... sure! I can help you.

Chris sees her fleeting. But she persists.

FATIMA
Could I buy you lunch and we could 
talk it over? Anything. Anything 
that you could offer, I’d be 
eternally grateful. 

Chris grins at himself.

FATIMA
Are you available anytime this 
week?

CHRIS
Oh uh...

It’s hot outside, Fatima fans herself. Chris notices and 
responds.

CHRIS
Come on in.

She doesn’t hesitate.

FATIMA
Oh, thank you!

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAY

The air conditioning blows her hair and Fatima’s face glows 
with happiness as she enters. The paintings of the flowers 
are even more vibrant and perked up than before. 

FATIMA
Oh wow! You have the most beautiful 
place. And it’s cool.

Chris starts to laugh as he pulls out his calendar.

FATIMA
What’s so funny?

CHRIS
Sorry to disappoint you but it is a 
rental. 

FATIMA
Oh, that’s too bad. 
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Elated, Chris faces her.

CHRIS
No. No, I’m glad you came when you 
did. 

FATIMA
Really? 

Chris hesitates.

CHRIS
I’m a digital marketing manager.

FATIMA
Wow. That’s incredible!

He scoffs.

CHRIS
Kind of. It’s not the sexiest job 
title but I suppose 
multimillionaire hits differently 
when you’ve got it.

Fatima looks around the rental.

FATIMA
May I ask you how much you’re 
paying? For the rental!

CHRIS
One billion dollars a week. 

Fatima giggles as she looks at some withered flowers in an 
elegant vase.

CHRIS
Discounted!

Fatima laughs at Chris.

FATIMA
For a digital marketing manager, 
you’re kinda funny!

Chris can’t tear his eyes away from Fatima. Fatima glances 
back at him and smiles, which snaps Chris out of the moment. 
He retreats to his planner.

CHRIS
I could do it tomorrow! 
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FATIMA
Tomorrow? Really?

CHRIS
Yeah. Or any other time you want to 
be seen works, too. 

FATIMA
Oh, thank you so much! I really 
appreciate you.

Chris glows inside. He struggles to articulate.

CHRIS
Really? 

FATIMA
Yeah, I’ll be here for you.

She grins at him and almost skips up to the door. He follows.

I/E. RENTAL - DAY

As Fatima exits, she turns and faces him.

FATIMA
Tomorrow! At eleven?

He nods in approval. 

FATIMA
Oh, thank you! I was so nervous 
about coming here. But you’re 
enchanting!

MUSIC CUE: A romantic instrumental featuring soft strings and 
a glassy accent that dances over it.

She turns and heads down the street. It takes him a moment to 
close the door.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAY

Chris runs back over to the window and watches her leave. She 
disappears around the corner and then he jumps up in 
excitement. 

CHRIS
That’ll get her!

He spins around in sheer delight. 
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LIV (V.O.)
Hi Chris. It’s Liv. 

He abruptly stops and pauses in thought. He bolts for...

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - DAY

Chris enters his room and pulls out a collared shirt. It’s 
platinum white, pristine and plain. 

LIV (V.O.)
I’m so sorry. I’m so, so sorry!

He tosses the shirt on the bed.

LIV (V.O.)
I don’t know where you are and I’m 
scared for you.

EXT. RENTAL - AFTERNOON

Chris hobbles the trash bags up to the dumpsters.

LIV (V.O.)
If you get this, please give me a 
call. 

He tosses the bags up, over and into a dumpster can.

LIV (V.O.)
I love you.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

As Chris eats a microwaved meal of mac-n-cheese, he watches 
interracial porn with a black girl and a white man on the TV.  

LIV (V.O.)
I really, really do. 

Mesmerized, he stares as the man and woman MOAN in pleasure.

INT. RENTAL - BATHROOM - MORNING

Chris shivers as he shaves in front of the mirror. 
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INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - DAY

Chris does a final check of himself in the mirror. He’s 
wearing the crisp white shirt, a grey sweater and dark woven 
pants. His hair has got a product in it. He’s cleaned up.

As he checks himself, he spots his wedding ring still on his 
finger and tries to take it off. He pulls but the skin gets 
caught. 

He panics and heads back into the bathroom.

INT. RENTAL - BATHROOM - DAY

Chris goes over to the sink and pumps soap over his finger. 
He wiggles the ring around, using the soap as a lubricant. He 
unsuccessfully tries to tug it off.

Frustrated, Chris grunts and washes the soap off.

DING DONG!

CHRIS
JUST A MINUTE!

He turns the water off and dries his hands. He bolts towards 
the door.

I/E. RENTAL - DAY

As Chris approaches the door, he sees the silhouette of Glory 
in a pastel Fair Isle sweater holding up a round, flat 
object. He takes a deep breath, opens the door and Glory 
holds up a plate of Snickerdoodle cookies.

CHRIS
Hey! Good mornin’ Glory!

GLORY
Mornin’? Hardly! It’s freezing. 

CHRIS
Yeah, it isn’t nice. Is that normal 
around here?

GLORY
No, but these puppies fit right in! 
Homemade. 

She leans in.
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GLORY
I’ve eaten too many of them. 
Please, help me and take them.  

Chris plays it off as he is forced to take the plate.

CHRIS
Thank you so much!

Glory spots Chris’s wide smile as he puts the plate on the 
foyer table.

GLORY
Honey?

He shifts his focus to her.

GLORY
Are you doing okay?

CHRIS
I’m doing great. I’ve actually got 
somewhere I have to be right now.

GLORY
Oh, I see. Well, I guess I’m off 
then. 

CHRIS
No, it’s okay. 

He gestures to the plate.

CHRIS
You brought me cookies!

GLORY
Twenty dollars each --

In a tropical sun dress featuring a butterfly pattern, Fatima 
appears behind Glory. 

GLORY
-- So you better enjoy them. 

CHRIS
Thanks.

Glory turns and passes by Fatima.

FATIMA
Morning!
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Fatima smiles at Chris as he grabs his keys from the stand 
nearby.

FATIMA
Are you ready?

I/E. RESORT RESTAURANT - DAY

Isolated in the restaurant, Chris and Fatima toast their 
Arnold Palmers in front of a window overlooking a water 
feature flowing into a lake on a golf course. A married 
couple is staged to be photographed, near the lake.

Inside, the restaurant features a rich, dark green and gold 
color palette. An artistic art piece nearby glows in neon 
red, lightly bathing Fatima and Chris.  

They sip their Arnold Palmers.

CHRIS
So... you’re a model?

FATIMA
That’s both my choice and destiny.

CHRIS
And you’re posting photos on this 
app?

FATIMA
That, however, is my duty.

CHRIS
And you think the application is 
being altered to your disadvantage?

FATIMA
An agency runs the app. When 
something gets posted, normally it 
appears at the top of the list. But 
mine aren’t. I’m trying to figure 
out what’s the problem. 

CHRIS
Programming normally isn’t 
personal. If the program was 
written to prioritize certain 
features in the coded text, then 
you could - theoretically - build a 
case around it. But --

The newlyweds outside pose for the wedding photos. 
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CHRIS
-- You’d have to hire someone 
beyond my capabilities and it would 
cost money. You potentially could 
take the agency to court, citing 
discrimination. 

It dawns on Fatima.

FATIMA
Oh wow.

Chris looks around at the restaurant and sees two waiters 
whispering and looking back at him, slightly concerned. He 
shifts back to Fatima, overwhelmed.

CHRIS
So, modeling?

FATIMA
When so much ugly green is abundant 
in the world, you can paint any 
pretty picture of your life up to a 
point. 

Behind them, the newly-wed couple outside finish taking their 
photos. The photographer points to a location nearby and they 
move in that direction out of sight.

The breeze blows through the trees.

CHRIS
Well... what do you want to do?

FATIMA
Use all the colors in the life I’m 
still searching for. 

CHRIS
Oh. Colors like eating and 
happiness and marriage? 

FATIMA
I’d love to have that one day! If 
it were for the right guy anyway. 

She pauses in thought.

FATIMA
How about you?

CHRIS
Me? A wife? I’m committed --
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As he takes a sip of his Arnold Palmer, Fatima rolls her eyes 
and notices his wedding ring.

FATIMA
-- No, I meant, does that lock come 
with a key?

CHRIS
I guess I have been committed, but 
what I’d like is to not drop dead 
before the food shows up. I’m 
starving!

Fatima gulps.

FATIMA
You sound like a model yourself! 

Chris catches this and retaliates. 

CHRIS
Well, I think I’ve got a chance 
with the adult diaper spread I was 
recently offered. Fingers crossed!

He thinks to himself and smiles.

CHRIS
No, but my wife was so put 
together. She knew how to be mature 
and responsible. I got so caught up 
in playing the role that everything 
else slipped through my hands. But 
she knew how to do everything.

Fatima’s curiosity grows.

FATIMA
You said she was?

CHRIS
Yeah. We’re getting divorced. I 
didn’t like the competition. 
Actually --

He gestures towards the room.

CHRIS
-- That’s why I’m here now.

FATIMA
I’m so sorry! A lost key can be a 
can be a terribly sad thing.
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Chris hesitates.

CHRIS
Would you ever want to get married? 
You know, settle down and have 
children?

FATIMA
Oh! Goodness, I honestly don’t 
know! I haven’t met the right 
person yet. Maybe I’m searching for 
my shade of independence.

She thinks to herself.

FATIMA
How do you know if you’re ready?

CHRIS
I’m maybe not the right person to 
ask.

He gets quiet. 

Behind them, the newlyweds come back to the same position 
they were in before but position themselves at a different 
angle.

Chris gulps his drink. Fatima spins the ice around in her 
glass with a straw.

FATIMA
I’m sorry. I just --

He is caught off guard by her.

FATIMA
-- I just keep meeting people who 
want to change me all the time. 

CHRIS
Hate to break it to you, but men 
can be pretty terrible.

FATIMA
Some are. But most are utterly 
majestic too.

Chris leans in.

CHRIS
Can I ask you a personal question?

Fatima nods in approval. Outside, the bride fans herself.
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CHRIS
Why are you a model? Really? 

Fatima cackles and tries to cover her mouth with her hand.

Outside, the newlyweds, photographer and the assistants 
overheat and they head back inside.

Curious, Chris smirks.

CHRIS
What?

FATIMA
What is this? 

She sinks into her seat.

CHRIS
Huh?

As she recovers and wipes her eyes.

FATIMA
Oh sorry! I just thought it was 
funny. We started with careers and 
end up with love. Like they are the 
same thing!

Chris smiles at her giggle. 

I/E. CAR - AFTERNOON

Inside their ride for hire, Fatima looks out over at the 
houses that fly by. Chris looks straight ahead.  

CHRIS
So, I saw you reading earlier!

Fatima rolls her eyes. In front of them, the irritable car 
driver, PETE, calls out.

PETE
You say somethin’?

CHRIS
No, sorry!

He turns to a grinning Fatima. 

FATIMA
(mouths)

Wide Sargasso Sea. 
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He pretends to recognize it.

CHRIS
(mouths)

AH! 

She quietly giggles. Chris leans his hand against Fatima’s 
hand before they interlock fingers as they look out the 
window.

EXT. FATIMA RENTAL - AFTERNOON

Chris escorts Fatima to her rental.

FATIMA
Thanks for lunch. It was fun. And 
thank you for checking up on my 
social media thing.

CHRIS
It’s no problem. Really!

As they step up to her rental, she hops forward and faces 
him.

FATIMA
Should I wait for a response or --

CHRIS
I’ll tell you what! Let me send 
some emails. I uh --

He takes a deep breath in anticipation.

CHRIS
Could we talk about more over lunch 
later this week?

FATIMA
I can’t, unfortunately. I’ve got 
work. 

CHRIS
Oh. I see. 

FATIMA
But I can do dinner tomorrow! It 
might be a little late --

CHRIS
-- NO! NO! That’s no problem. 
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FATIMA
Yeah?

CHRIS
Here.

He pulls out a business card. 

CHRIS
You got a pen?

FATIMA
Yes!

Fatima opens the door and pulls a pen from the stand inside 
her rental. 

He writes his number down on the back of the business card.

CHRIS
Try to ignore the work side.

He hands her the card and pen. It’s got his number scribbled 
on the back. She flips the card over to a minimal design 
featuring blue lines and dark text.

FATIMA
Hey Chris. I feel guilty asking for 
so much! And I really appreciate 
everything you’ve done.

CHRIS
NO! No. Don’t worry about it. 

FATIMA
I figure I owe you something.

Chris pauses in thought.

CHRIS
I’m sure I can think of something 
you can do.

FATIMA
Tomorrow?

He nods in approval.

CHRIS
Good night.

He turns and starts to walk away. 
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FATIMA
OH LOOK!

Chris turns to see Fatima holding up his card.

FATIMA
It’s business and pleasure!

He chuckles as she closes the door, still holding his card.

FATIMA
Good night!

INT. ROMANTIC BEDROOM - NIGHT

Fatima stretches out her bare torso on some fleshy peach-
colored sheets. She cusp her breast. She wets her fingers in 
her mouth. Her fingers leave saliva streaks across her 
abdomen. 

She smiles at Chris, watching her from across the room, also 
naked and covering himself, embarrassed to be seen naked.

FATIMA
I want to make you so happy.

She lifts her legs, the sheets hiding her vagina.

FATIMA
She’ll never know that you squirted 
into my pretty pink peonies.

Chris drifts up to Fatima; her legs get pressed against his 
chest and their pelvis’ are up against each other. Chris 
yelps.

FATIMA
Please let me serve you. I love it 
when you’re a freak.

Chris is entranced. 

FATIMA
Chris?

They make eye contact, completely mesmerized by each other.

FATIMA
Chris. I love --
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INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - DAWN

Chris’ phone RUMBLES on the counter in the great room. 
Shocking him awake - Chris squirms in frustration, rubs his 
eyes and stumbles into the great room.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAWN

Chris enters the clean and organized great room and checks 
his phone voicemail. It reads, 

“From: LIV”

He tosses the phone down and heads to a window. 

He opens the blinds up to the sight of pink and orange 
sunlight descending the mountainside. A calm breeze rustles 
the palm leaves.

Chris moans in frustration, turns and heads towards the 
coffee machine.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - MORNING

Chris works on his laptop. His phone RUMBLES. He checks it 
and tosses the phone aside. 

He types aggressively on his laptop but, after a moment, 
glances back at the phone. 

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAY

Typing softly, Chris leans away and rubs his eyes in 
exhaustion and frustration.

As Chris slowly fades into sleep, his bobbling head doesn’t 
notice his phone lights up. Overwhelmed, he nods off.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. ROMANTIC BEDROOM - NIGHT

Chris lays in the peachy sheets. In a fuchsia sequin dress 
Fatima places her pushed-up breast close to Chris’s face.

FATIMA
Your lips are so soft.
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Chris begins to kiss her breast, reminiscent of 
Michelangelo’s PIETA.

FATIMA
They look like blueberries.

Fatima lets out moans of pleasure. 

FATIMA
Since Liv is far behind us now, 
nothing keeps us from being 
together.

Chris slips off the strap of her bra, exposing one of her 
nipples. 

CHRIS
I desperately love you.

He kisses her nipple. 

FATIMA
She won’t know about what we do 
here.

Chris continues to suck on her nipple/breast. Her tone cuts 
sharply.

FATIMA
Chris?

He gazes up to Fatima’s face.

FATIMA
I think the phone’s ringing.

CHRIS
Huh?

She smiles.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - AFTERNOON

As his phone rumbles, Chris wakes up. He lifts his head, 
squirms in pain and rubs his neck. 

Chris picks up the phone.

- LATER - 

Chris paces as he holds the phone up to his ear.
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CHRIS
Yeah, I think that’s everything. 

Silence.

CHRIS
Thanks for your help with all the 
paperwork Tony. I really appreciate 
it. 

Silence.

CHRIS
Okay, thank you.

Ding. Pausing, Chris puts the phone down and plops down on 
the sofa. Pondering, he sits in silence for a moment. The 
palms are motionless outside. 

As he thinks, he takes a deep breath, not smiling.

His phone rumbles again.

Frustrated, he squirms and heads to his phone. As he reads 
his phone screen, he grins.

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - SUNSET

Chris checks himself in a beige suit in front of the mirror. 
He grabs a bottle of cologne and chokes over-spraying 
himself.

In the mirror, he spots his wedding ring. Again, he tries to 
pull it off but can’t.

EXT. RENTAL - SUNSET

As the sun looms over the mountain - purple, pink, and orange 
fill the sky. It’s beautiful and romantic.

EXT. FATIMA RENTAL - SUNSET

Chris skips up to Fatima’s rental and rings the bell. Growing 
impatient, he paces and thinks to himself.

She opens the door. Wearing a teardrop sequin dress, her body 
appears showered in purple/blue opals.

Chris is stunned. Flattered, Fatima talks softly. 
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FATIMA
Hi!

He stutters.

CHRIS
Hi.

Awestruck, Chris stares as Fatima steps outside and locks her 
door. She faces him and giggles.

FATIMA
You okay?

A big grin grows on his face.

CHRIS
Yeah.

He tries to snap out of it.

CHRIS
Yeah! You look really nice.

They smile at each other. 

FATIMA
Oh, thank you! 

Fatima comes up to Chris and holds onto his arm. They walk.

FATIMA
You ready for dinner?

CHRIS
Am I ever!

They giggle at each other.

INT. CAR - EVENING

Chris and Fatima ride in a ride for hire. The sun has set 
behind them. The street lights are lit up.

They approach the strip. They look out at the crowds of 
people walking down the streets. Restaurants of different 
varieties and colors glide by. It’s busy but peaceful.

As they stop at an intersection, crowds of people cross the 
streets.

Chris and Fatima look at each other. Their fire inside burns.
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EXT. THE STRIP - NIGHT

Chris and Fatima exit the car in front of a restaurant. Chris 
waves to the driver. 

Fatima and Chris enter a Mexican/Tiki fusion restaurant, THE 
SPICY PINEAPPLE.

I/E. THE SPICY PINEAPPLE - NIGHT

The restaurant is in shades of deep red, jade green and 
golden accents and is full of different tables.

Getting sat down by a waiter who hands them both menus, Chris 
and Fatima are isolated across from a crowded restaurant that 
resembles 1927’s WINGS’ “On Leave in Paris” bar crowd.

FATIMA
Thank you!

Chris and Fatima scan their menus with the flickering table 
candlelight. 

FATIMA
Have you ever been here before?

CHRIS
No, I haven’t. But it looked good. 
I’m craving something nice and 
spicy.

He redirects his attention back to her.

CHRIS
Have you been here before?

FATIMA
Oh yes! I come here --

She abruptly stops. Fatima has Chris’ full attention.

FATIMA
-- Well, when I have arrangements. 

CHRIS
Oh. Oh, I see.

They redirect their attention to their menus. He is not 
smiling.

FATIMA
Do you know what you want to order?

28.



29.

CHRIS
I think so.

He lies. They both know it but she waves down a waitress. The 
waitress, a tropic-goth college student, MARIA (20s), 
scurries up.

CHRIS
Good evening!

MARIA
Aloha hola! Have we decided on any 
drinks tonight? 

CHRIS
Yes! Uh...

Chris flips the menu over to look at the drinks.

FATIMA
The Siren’s Song for me, please. 
And I‘ll have the Plato de Besos. 
Thank you.

Chris still looks at the menu.

CHRIS
Uh... I’ll just have a margarita. 
And the carne asada plate. Corn 
tortillas!

Maria scribbles away on her notepad.

MARIA
Perfect.

She redirects her attention to Chris.

MARIA
Alright. I’ll be back in a sec.

CHRIS
Gracias. 

Maria heads off to another table as Chris and Fatima put 
their menus on the rack on the edge of the table. Chris is 
lost in thought. 

FATIMA
What’s wrong?

CHRIS
Are you an escort?
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Fatima gulps.

FATIMA
I used to be.

Recoiling, Chris sits back.

CHRIS
Oh.

FATIMA
I did for a while because I was 
sexually frustrated. And it paid 
well.

She takes a deep breath.

FATIMA
I think the youngest was 21; the 
oldest was in their 70s. Some are 
married, and some are single. Some 
are attractive, and some are not. 
And some were men, while others 
were... not.

CHRIS
Why? Why! Have some self-respect. I 
mean, why would you do that? Don’t 
you find it degrading?

FATIMA
No. People do it for all kinds of 
reasons! It’s a need. Just like you 
go out to a restaurant to eat 
because you like to pay for the 
better cooking, the better 
environment or just wanna be out in 
a restaurant.

Fatima gestures towards the restaurant.

FATIMA
It’s another one of those colors. 
It’s not about how amazing or not 
amazing you are! Your sexual needs 
don’t determine your value.

Fatima watches Chris hide his face in his hands.

FATIMA
Besides, why suffer as our 
ancestors did? 
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CHRIS
Are you saying that our ancestors 
were just as lonely as we are now?

FATIMA
Our ancestors did this, too. 
Personally, that was a long time 
ago. And I don’t do that kind of 
work now. I’ve changed so much 
since then.

Chris swallows his pride.

CHRIS
In a way, you and I aren’t that 
different, I suppose.

Fatima smiles. It warms Chris. 

CHRIS
I’m sorry --

FATIMA
-- We’re here now. That’s what 
counts.

They smile at each other.

- LATER - 

Chris and Fatima eat their meals. Their glasses of water are 
dripping with condensation. 

EXT. THE SPICY PINEAPPLE - NIGHT

They exit. Chris’ jacket is draped over his arm.  

EXT. THE STRIP - NIGHT

Fatima and Chris walk down “the strip” of downtown. The crowd 
is thinning out. 

FATIMA
Isn’t it so beautiful here?

CHRIS
It’s beautiful. And hot.

FATIMA
You said you were from the New York 
area.
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CHRIS
New Jersey. The suburbs.

FATIMA
What’s it like there?

CHRIS
It’s cold.

FATIMA
Oh.

She shifts the topic.

FATIMA
I wanted to thank you again for 
everything. You’re like a hot 
chocolate on a drizzly day.

CHRIS
How about a margarita on a hot one?

Fatima thinks for a moment.

FATIMA
You said computer and --

CHRIS
-- Computer and Information 
Research Scientist. I study and 
develop technology. So improving 
networking technology, faster 
computers, and improved information 
security - kind of stuff. 

FATIMA
Oh, I see!

She lies.

FATIMA
It sounds very interesting.

CHRIS
You really don’t have to lie. It’s 
not exactly a sexy job title --

FATIMA
-- But it’s necessary. It might not 
sound like much but you are helping 
people. Don’t you think? 

Chris chuckles. They stroll up to a courtyard that features 
numerous misters, seats, and green plants. 
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FATIMA
Look!

Fatima runs and spins into a cloud of mist. 

FATIMA
It IS hot out here!

Lit from the restaurants, cars driving by, and nightlights on 
the floor; the mist looks like a golden cloud constantly 
descending towards the ground.

As Fatima twirls in it, Chris lingers behind.  

The mist wraps around Fatima and drips across her dark skin 
into her teardrop sequin dress, bouncing droplets of water.

Spellbound, beads of sweat cover Chris’ forehead. 

FATIMA
Doesn’t it feel fantastic?

Fatima spins into an approaching cloud. Hundreds of water 
droplets bounce off of her, it appears almost magical. 

As sweat dampens Chris’ clothes, he just watches Fatima in 
the mist, smiling in peaceful contentment. He steps up to 
Fatima, who laughs as she stumbles.

FATIMA
Isn’t it funny how drinks can both 
cool you down and warm you up 
simultaneously?

He speaks softly. Almost sad.

CHRIS
Yeah. 

FATIMA
What’s wrong?

CHRIS
Nothing. I’m just --

He stops himself. 

CHRIS
-- Nothing.

Fatima turns to a mister nearby and stands directly in the 
mist, it fully impacts her face. Chris watches.
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CHRIS
Hey.

Fatima turns to Chris.

CHRIS
Isn’t it even funnier that so often 
we worry about what we’re going to 
do with our lives or the legacy we 
leave behind and forget about the 
simple things?

He points to the mister.

CHRIS
Like cooling liquids on or in baked 
skin?

She spins in the mist. 

FATIMA
Isn’t time its own kind of magic?

Chris pauses as he ponders.

CHRIS
What does that mean?

Fatima giggles. 

FATIMA
I have no idea.

They both laugh in delight before getting lost in each 
other’s eyes.

CHRIS
Okay. You ready to go?

She nods in approval, skips up to his side and together, they 
walk down the street.

EXT. FATIMA RENTAL - NIGHT

Chris and Fatima stroll up to her rental unit door. The 
greenery around them is lit by golden night lights.

As they pull up to her door, Fatima turns to Chris. 

FATIMA
I had a really great time!
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CHRIS
Yeah, me too.

FATIMA
And I really meant it. Thank you 
for being a fun net.

Chris nods and takes his jacket and holds it over his 
shoulder. 

FATIMA
Okay. Good night.

She pulls out her keys to her door. Chris wipes his forehead 
with his arm.

CHRIS
Hey!

She faces him.

CHRIS
Want to have a quick drink first?

Fatima smiles, comes up to Chris and holds onto his arm. They 
continue down the street.

EXT. RENTAL - NIGHT

Chris and Fatima walk through a path of green and gold palms.

Glory walks by her window overlooking Chris’ rental. She 
stops at the sight of Chris and Fatima approaching his door. 
Chris pulls out the keys.

Glory spies on them entering the rental.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

Fatima and Chris enter. Fatima spins into the air 
conditioning.

CHRIS
So, what kind of drink would you 
like?

FATIMA
Ugh... Margarita?

CHRIS
Margaritas!
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As Chris enters the kitchen, Fatima looks at the artwork of 
the flowers on the wall.

FATIMA
I really do like this place. I kind 
of wished I had picked this one.

CHRIS
We can share it. Save a couple of 
bucks.

Fatima laughs at him.

FATIMA
Foolery!

Fatima enters into his bedroom. 

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - NIGHT

As Fatima enters, she examines small details like the crooked 
bedding that’s been folded in to look nice and the sock 
that’s popping out of the drawer.

CHRIS (O.S.)
What are you doing?

FATIMA
Just sneaking a peak.

Chris enters, comes to Fatima’s side and holds up her drink.

CHRIS
Patio?

Fatima teases him as she takes her drink.

FATIMA
OH! Thank you!

EXT. RENTAL - PATIO - NIGHT

Fatima and Chris enter, put their drinks down and sit in the 
reclining chairs with dark cushioning.

FATIMA
Thank you for the drink.

They both have a view of the mountains, lit with the golden 
light of buildings beneath and the dark sky above.
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FATIMA
Wow! Look at the mountains! So 
pretty.

A light breeze sways the plants and bushes. After a sip, 
Fatima looks down at the drink in her hands.

FATIMA
Did you know that margarita 
translated from Spanish is daisy? 
So when you order a margarita, what 
you are really ordering is a daisy!

CHRIS
Liar!

Fatima giggles and teases.

FATIMA
Isn’t it funny how vegans don’t 
like to eat flowers?

They both giggle, slightly tipsy. 

FATIMA
I wish I could slide this evening 
into a frame, you know? 

CHRIS
Yeah.

Chris sips his drink and then hesitates to admit,

CHRIS
This might be one of the best 
nights I’ve ever had.

A silent pause. Chris glances over at Fatima, hesitating with 
her drink.

FATIMA
When did you meet your wife?

CHRIS
High school. 

FATIMA
Oh --

CHRIS
-- But at the time, we were just 
acquaintances. We re-met about a 
decade later and the chemistry, we 
thought, was there.  
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They pause to gather their thoughts. The breeze sways the 
curtains behind them.

FATIMA
How long were you married?

CHRIS
Almost 12 years. She was really the 
only person I’ve ever really loved. 
We aren’t technically divorced yet. 
But I just don’t see another way.

FATIMA
Oh. I’m sorry.

Chris diverts back to the mountains.

CHRIS
How many people have you loved in 
your life?

FATIMA
I haven’t really. Not yet.

CHRIS
You’ll find somebody. 

FATIMA
I hope so. Then again, people tend 
to fall for the image - or rather 
idea of me - than the real me.

CHRIS
You’ll find somebody. 

Chris professes,

CHRIS
They might even be closer than you 
think.

FATIMA
Do you know when you’ve found 
someone? Like, is it obvious?

Silence. 

Fatima glances over at Chris, who smiles back at her.

CHRIS
Yeah. You’ll know.

They hold eye contact for a moment, both smiling. Dodging it, 
Fatima puts her drink down and sits up.
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FATIMA
Okay! The daisy is kicking in now.

CHRIS
Nah. It’s harder when you’ve built 
your life on a foundation and 
you’ve locked in on these 
unattainable goals -- 

He spins the ice in his glass around.

CHRIS
-- And then you spend all this time 
reaching for that star not knowing 
that you barely made it off the 
ground. 

Chris takes a sip of his margarita as Fatima stretches out, 
holding her arms up over the top of the chair.

CHRIS
Can I ask you something personal?

FATIMA
Sure.

CHRIS
You said that you’ve escorted with 
men of all ages --

FATIMA
-- Careful!

CHRIS
Right. Do you think size really 
matters?

Fatima cackles.

FATIMA
Straight men are funny creatures. 
You focus on their penises so much, 
sometimes I think you think about 
them more than we do -- 

CHRIS
-- Excuse me?

Fatima giggles. 

FATIMA
Sorry! 
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She thinks to herself for a moment. The breeze blows a soft 
gust of wind.

FATIMA
For me, no. Usually when guys have 
asked me that, what they’re really 
asking is “Is average 
disappointing?” And I tell them, 
“No.” No one’s true value is above 
average. 

Chris rolls over to his side, his attention undivided.

FATIMA
There are lots of ways to orgasm. 
That’s easy. But I can’t make a man 
act like a man. Real happiness is 
hard. And I know I might sound like 
a motivational poster or 
something --

Chris teases Fatima.

CHRIS
Blah! Blah!

Fatima giggles.

FATIMA
Blah! Blah! Blah! I know I know 
you’ve heard this all before! But 
it’s true. People are messy. We’re 
all getting put into boxes. The 
zeitgeist is suffocating. And 
everyone is trying to find their 
slice of heaven here on earth. 

Chris struggles to stay still and squirms around. 

CHRIS
Fatima?

FATIMA
Yeah?

He lets a dangerous confession slip out. 

CHRIS
I really, really like you.

FATIMA
Really?

Lit up from within, she rolls over and looks into his eyes. 
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FATIMA
I like you too.

They face each other and smile. The breeze blows again. This 
time, the night air is significantly colder than before. 
Fatima shivers.

FATIMA
Okay, it is cold!

CHRIS
Do you want to go inside --

FATIMA
-- Yes! Please. 

He chuckles.

CHRIS
Okay.

They both head back inside.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

Chris closes the door behind them.

CHRIS
Can I ask you a personal question?

FATIMA
Uh-oh!

He steps forward and they get close.

CHRIS
Do you want another drink?

FATIMA
Oh, no more limes for me tonight. 
Thank you!

CHRIS
May I take your glass?

She hands him her glass. 

FATIMA
Thank you, Mr. Margarita Man.

He puts their glass into the kitchen sink.
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CHRIS
Can I ask, how are you always 
wearing those silly high heels?

She laughs.

FATIMA
Part of the job, really. But I’ve 
found that if I stop wearing them 
and then start again, it’s weirdly 
more painful. 

Chris brings the glasses over to the sink and washes them. 

FATIMA
So I always wear them so I won’t 
have to deal with any extra pain, I 
suppose. Perhaps my days are 
numbered. 

CHRIS
You know you don’t have to do that.

FATIMA
Oh, I guess I don’t. But it’s more 
of a lifestyle than anything else 
now.

CHRIS
And the push-up bras? Same deal? 

FATIMA
Only for the job. I don’t know if 
you know this or not but bras 
aren’t quite comfortable. 

He turns off the water and drys off his hands.

CHRIS
How about the makeup?

Fatima teasingly retaliates. 

FATIMA
What is this? A job interview?

Chris giggles.

CHRIS
Sorry. I just meant that you can -- 

He gestures towards her.
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CHRIS
-- Be my messy canvas.

He tosses the towel and approaches.

FATIMA
Hate to break it to you but the 
hair and makeup were part of the 
job. 

CHRIS
What are you doing?

Chris sits down on the sofa semi-close to Fatima.

FATIMA
The collection is a swimsuit for 
the fall - summers not done yet - 
kind of thing - I think. Nothing 
I’d ever buy. But that’s okay.

She looks around. She spots the clock on the wall that reads 
10:30.

FATIMA
Oh no! 

CHRIS
What?

FATIMA
I’d love to stay and talk more but 
I think I should get going. 
Photoshoot tomorrow!

CHRIS
Oh! That’s okay.

They both get up and approach the door.

I/E. RENTAL - NIGHT

Chris quickly tries to pass Fatima.

FATIMA
Thank you for the most amazing 
night. It was enchanting.

Chris holds the door open for Fatima. She exits. 

CHRIS
Hey! 
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She turns towards him.

CHRIS
Do you want me to walk you to your 
door?

Fatima ponders the thought. She shakes in disapproval.

FATIMA
Thank you. But --

She smiles at him.

FATIMA
I’m a big girl. I’ll take care of 
myself. 

He smiles back.

FATIMA
Good night Chris.

CHRIS
Good night Fatima.

As Fatima heads towards her rental, Chris closes the door,   
delighted.

INT. ROMANTIC BEDROOM - NIGHT

Chris lies in flesh-colored bedding. Fatima comes up to his 
side in matching Grecian robes. 

FATIMA
Chris. Let’s make like our 
ancestors and melt into the cosmos.

CHRIS
I love you. I love you with every 
ounce of my being.

She kisses him.

FATIMA
I love you too. 

They kiss again.

Fatima gets onto Chris and looks down at him. She squats down 
and sits on top of him.
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CHRIS
I submit myself to you - my 
perfect, beautiful, bouncy oracle 
of mind and body.

She kisses him on the lips. She puts her hands on his chest 
and he squirms in joy. Her nipples are barely visible through 
her fabric.

FATIMA
What are we going to do about her?

She traces her fingers across her breast, drawing Chris’ eyes 
towards her nipples again. 

The peachy fabric covering her breast begins to morph.

CHRIS
Huh?

Her tits morph into the shape of Liv’s face. They talk.

LIV
I knew it! I knew it. I knew you 
could never be trusted!

Chris sees his stomach slowly morphing. Liv’s head grows out 
of his belly button, cornered by Fatima’s legs.

Her breast and his belly button talk in sync with rage.

LIV
I KNEW IT! I KNEW YOU NEVER LOVED 
ME!

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Gasp. Chris shocks himself awake. As he sits up, his body is 
soaked in sweat. He exits.

MUSIC CUE: A hypnotizing instrumental featuring a deep, 
glassy lead in a simple repeating crescendo/decrescendo 
rhythm and a simple accompaniment that imitates a metronome. 

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

Chris chugs a glass of water.

As he catches his breath, he contemplates. 

He turns to his phone, picks it up and sits on the sofa. He 
dials a number.
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CHRIS
Hey Tony, it’s Chris. 

Sigh.

CHRIS
Listen, I don’t personally like 
this agreement you sent me and I 
was wondering if we could go over 
it. I feel cheated, screwed over 
and I’m frustrated.

He pauses.

CHRIS
If you could give me a callback, 
I’d appreciate it. Thanks.

He hangs up the phone and ponders.

Sighing, he opens his voicemail. There are a dozen messages 
from Liv.

Chris sits back and plays the first one. He listens.

LIV (O.S.)
Hi Chris. I wanted to let you know 
how sorry I am for hurting you. I 
know that this might not mean much 
and I know it’s useless to say 
sorry when this is so unforgivable. 
But I love you! I want you to know 
I care about how you feel.

As Liv’s voice breaks into unconfined emotion, Chris can’t 
hold his emotions back as he hears her in pain.

LIV (O.S.)
I know that not many can and will 
forgive for being cheated on. Few 
move on. And that not many can find 
happiness with a spouse that 
betrays their trust. I hate that I 
have hurt your heart so much! But --

Silence. Chris glances over in anticipation.

LIV (O.S.)
-- Our relationship is in your 
hands now. I understand that it’s 
your decision. I’ll wait for you. 
If you can’t, I understand. 
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But I wanted you to know that I 
still love you and wish for a 
chance for our relationship to be 
better.

He rubs his eyes, torn.

LIV (O.S.)
If you feel ready, please give me a 
call. Love, Liv.

The voicemail ends. He hides behind his hands.

He pulls himself together and after spotting his wedding ring 
on his finger. He tries to pull it off. But once again, it 
doesn’t come off. But rather than try pulling it off, he 
gives up on it. 

He wipes his eyes and after a moment, listens to her next 
voicemail.

LIV (O.S.)
Hi Chris. It’s Liv again. I wanted 
you to know that if you want to 
meet with the divorce lawyers --

Abruptly ending the recording, Chris tosses his phone aside 
and heads back into the bedroom.

FADE OUT.

INT. TRAILER - DAY

Fatima’s makeup gets applied by a makeup artist and is 
protected by a towel over her chest.

Her hair is already done up into an aggressively 
straightened, pulled back and jelled high ponytail.

- LATER - 

Fatima exits the trailer bathroom in a spiral-patterned 
bathing suit and a matching chain necklace, bracelet and 
earring set which have a lock and key charms dangling from 
them. 

A photography assistant, JENNY (40s) enters and spins Fatima 
around, monitoring microscopic details.

LIV (O.S.) (CONT'D)
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I/E. PENTHOUSE - DAY

Jenny and Fatima approach a pool emerging out of a cliff that 
overlooks the city. The penthouse shines lilac silver from 
the sunlight. The photographer is finishing with another 
model.  

Jenny - without asking - puts on a pair of glasses on 
Fatima’s face. 

The perfectionistic, reputable photographer - ANDY (30s) - 
finishes with the tan, blond model. 

ANDY
Excellent! Good. Okay. Next!

Andy turns and sees Fatima. 

ANDY
That’s her?

Jenny turns to Fatima.

JENNY
She’s ready. 

Fatima and Andy make eye contact. Fatima steps forward and 
sticks her hand out to handshake as a professional courtesy.

FATIMA
Hi, I’m Fatima. Nice to meet you. 
Thank you for the photoshoot 
today --

Andy doesn’t reciprocate the handshake.

ANDY
Andy.

He examines Fatima’s face.

ANDY
Thank you for being here. 

He looks at Fatima from different angles. 

JENNY
What?

Andy nods in disapproval.

ANDY
Nothing. Alright --
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- LATER - 

Fatima rests on an armchair overlooking the city. The pool 
water - lit by the sunlight - drowns Fatima in icy blue 
streams.

Andy takes photographs of Fatima, adjusting her body and 
facial positions.

ANDY
Head down.

Fatima lowers her head down but maintains eye contact with 
the lens.

INT. TRAILER - AFTERNOON

Fatima exits the bathroom - now in slightly green, dark wash 
jeans and a beige top.

She thanks the makeup artist and waves goodbye to another 
model whose makeup is getting finished.

INT. PENTHOUSE - AFTERNOON

Inside the penthouse, Fatima looks for Andy and Jenny. She 
hears them talking and walks down a dark hallway towards a 
semi-closed door with rich golden light bleeding through. 

ANDY
She’s a very pretty girl. Really!

But as she sneaks forward, she slows. 

JENNY
So, what’s the problem?

Fatima listens in.

ANDY
I just think they’re going to say 
that we needed to find someone 
who’s a little more... summer. 

A deep pause of silence.

JENNY
It will be alright. Look, we’ve 
still got 2 models left. Why don’t 
we have one of them model the suit?
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ANDY
Let’s just get this over with --

Approaching FOOTSTEPS. She swallows her pride and covers 
herself by knocking on the door.

Andy exits the room and is caught off guard by Fatima.

FATIMA
Hi!

ANDY
Yes?

Fatima holds out her hand for a handshake.

FATIMA
I just wanted to say thank you for 
an amazing photoshoot! I hope 
everything turns out great. 

Fatima’s words stumble.

FATIMA
And it was such an honor working 
for you.

Fatima hides behind a smile. Andy shakes Fatima’s hand. 

ANDY
Thank you. I’m thrilled with the 
results and we have got lots of 
great options. 

Jenny quickly passes by.

JENNY
Thank you, honey!

Fatima maintains focus on Andy.

FATIMA
Good luck.

ANDY
Thanks. You too. 

Andy heads down the hallway.

ANDY
Jeezus! Let’s just get this shit 
over with. 
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Fatima stands frozen in the dark part of the hallway, 
silhouetted. Exiting, she slowly walks into the light.

EXT. RENTAL - AFTERNOON

In a beige sweater, Chris returns from a trip carrying a 
coffee. He shivers from a gust of wind against his back. 
Glory spots him as she sweeps dust from her entryway into the 
street.

Chris is gleefully grinning.

CHRIS
Good morning Glory!

GLORY
Mornin’.

She pauses.

GLORY
Chris? 

He stops and turns towards her.

GLORY
What are you doing to that poor 
girl?

He tenses up.

CHRIS
What do you mean?

He tries to hide behind his coffee cup by taking a sip as he 
listens.

GLORY
Chris, I have a deep, very 
personal, very intense, and very 
loving relationship - with butter. 
For years, I have loved it, 
worshipped it, and craved it. I 
made sacrifices for it! I mean, it 
was the only thing I thought about.

Chris listens in.

GLORY
And you know what it gave me? 

She pauses, but Chris doesn’t respond.
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GLORY
Cellulite. And heart problems. But 
it did only what it knew how.

Her words sting.

CHRIS
Okay... what are you talking about?

GLORY
Indulge yourself long enough and 
eventually, it will come to bite 
you in the ass.

She gestures at his rental.

GLORY
Chris. Sneaking around will never 
solve a midlife crisis or the 
realization of mortality. Please, 
for your own sake -- 

CHRIS
-- Why can’t I have my own 
business? 

Glory goes quiet. Shocked.

CHRIS
Everything’s fine. Thanks. 

He turns and walks away towards his rental.

INT. RENTAL - BATHROOM - AFTERNOON

Chris considers himself in the mirror. He catches a glimpse 
of the ring and tries to pull it off, then squirts some soap 
into his hand as a lubricant.

He squirms trying to pull it off. No success.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

In the kitchen, Chris finishes making some “opera” cocktails, 
brings them in and hands one to Fatima, lounging on the sofa 
in a falling flower petal patterned top.

FATIMA
Thank you.

Chris sits next to her. A vase of manicured fuchsia Dicentra 
flowers sits in front of them.

52.



53.

They both take a sip of their drinks.

FATIMA
It’s delicious.

CHRIS
A timeless classic! The opera.

They toast their drinks, have a sip and sink into the sofa. 
In the window behind them, the wind blows strong. A storm is 
looming.

CHRIS
You never told me if you don’t love 
modeling, what do you want to do 
with your life?

FATIMA
What I’d really like to do? You 
won’t believe it. But medical 
school. 

Fatima catches Chris’ eyebrow raise from the corner of her 
eye.

FATIMA
You know, create and develop 
medicine. Help people.

CHRIS
So that way we don’t suffer as our 
ancestors did - was it?

She leans back and takes a sip.

FATIMA
Yeah. But it’s a hard field to get 
into and I think my looks are truly 
more of a hindrance than anything 
else.

CHRIS
Sorry. It’s so tough being pretty, 
isn’t it?

FATIMA
Oh, I don’t know. 

She looks down at her drink.

CHRIS
What?

He takes a sip.
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FATIMA
I think I’m happiest when I feel 
wanted and needed. Everything feels 
so passive nowadays. It’s all just 
flying by. 

CHRIS
That’s really sad.

She shrugs it off.

FATIMA
Well...

Then catches herself. 

CHRIS
What?

Fatima nods it off.

FATIMA
Nothing.

She lied. He knows it. 

CHRIS
How’s your drink?

FATIMA
Delicious! And yes, classic.

Fatima takes another big gulp, finishing it off.

CHRIS
Do you want another?

FATIMA
Let’s just sit for a minute.

She puts her glass down, leans back and sinks into the sofa. 
Chris matches her. They lean against each other.

CHRIS
You are so beautiful.

Fatima smiles as she responds with a tease.

FATIMA
I wish I could say the same --

Chris counterattacks.
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CHRIS
-- Don’t you even!

She giggles. The wind outside is aggressive but not violent.

They both stare at the ceiling, lost in thought.

FATIMA
I don’t understand how some men can 
use women with such ease and 
disregard for them.

CHRIS
I don’t understand how some women 
can do the same. A man who shows 
emotions doesn’t have a valuable 
life --

He catches himself.

CHRIS
-- Oh! 

She glances over. 

FATIMA
What?

CHRIS
I guess it’s kinda funny. Liv and I 
never talked about anything like 
this.

The wind in the background violently sways the trees.

FATIMA
And the sand still moves through 
the hourglass. Isn’t exposed 
emotions a vulnerability? That 
takes guts. Strength.

Chris glares away.

CHRIS
Yeah. 

He diverts the conversation back to Fatima.

CHRIS
I think you’d look nice without 
make-up.

FATIMA
Huh?
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She glances at him, staring back at her. The wind outside 
starts to settle down. It’s still active but not aggressive.

CHRIS
I’ve never seen you without it.

FATIMA
Uh... Okay. Thanks --

CHRIS
-- I’m just saying! I’d like to see 
you. Like, really see you.

She looks back up at the ceiling, smiling.

FATIMA
So... no makeup?

CHRIS
I don’t think women need it.

FATIMA
Ah! That’s so sweet! And so 
misguided on virtually every level.

Chris teases.

CHRIS
Rude.

Fatima laughs it off. She turns herself and leans towards 
Chris.

FATIMA
Hey, have you ever been rock 
climbing?

CHRIS
Huh?

He adjusts himself to lean in her direction, mirroring her.

FATIMA
I’ve been thinking about it. Going 
rock climbing in the mountains. It 
looks fun. But I’ve never been.

CHRIS
I haven’t either. Sorry.

FATIMA
Did your wife really know you? 

He ponders.
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CHRIS
Water does a lot to sand.

Embarrassed, she looks away.

CHRIS
What?

She leans back.

FATIMA
It’s nothing. Really.

He leans forward.

CHRIS
I never could have guessed that I 
would have ended up here, like 
this.

FATIMA
Like this?

CHRIS
Yeah. 

They smile at each other for a long moment. She quickly 
retreats. 

FATIMA
Oh.

She hesitates - nervous - before leaning back in, embracing 
it.

FATIMA
Rock climbing is dangerous when 
raining, you know? 

Chris leans in.

CHRIS
Yeah?

Fatima nudges forward.

FATIMA
Yeah.

Chris loosens his tie, maintaining eye contact. Fatima spots 
the wedding ring in her peripherals. He leans in, dangerously 
close to Fatima. But she retreats to her drink.

57.



58.

FATIMA
I’m sorry. 

She takes a sip.

CHRIS
Why?

Fatima throws her head back, resting it on the sofa’s edge.

FATIMA
I’m not sure if ascending such pink 
mounds is a good idea.

Chris recoils.

CHRIS
What do you mean?

Fatima explains with a soft voice. 

FATIMA
Chris, you are still married. I’m a 
decade and a half younger than you 
are. And I’m trying to be a 
successful woman. Whatever that 
means.

He sits up.

CHRIS
So?

FATIMA
I feel guilty. I don’t want you to 
become a sugar daddy.  

CHRIS
I’m not old enough to be a sugar 
daddy! I don’t have children! And I 
don’t have sugar!

She turns away.

FATIMA
I’m sorry. I just can’t believe I 
met you three days ago. 

CHRIS
You are not my escort! I don’t 
understand why all of a sudden I’m 
this “problem thing.”

Fatima’s soft tone cuts Chris down.
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FATIMA
I’m sorry.

He sighs in frustration, turning away. 

CHRIS
It’s fine.

FATIMA
It’s just that we met three days 
ago. Literally! I’m just scared we 
can’t slow down.

Chris speaks softly but doesn’t face her.

CHRIS
Sure. I understand. 

FATIMA
I think I need to call it a night.

Chris GULPS.

CHRIS
Did I do something wrong --

FATIMA
-- NO! No, not at all. It’s not 
even you, really. I think I just 
need to - well - think. And 
prepare. 

CHRIS
Okay.

She gets up and he follows.

I/E. RENTAL - NIGHT

Chris opens the door for Fatima, carrying her purse.

The wind outside blows the trees and plants around, swishing 
under synthetic gold light. Lively, not aggressive.

As Fatima steps outside, she turns to Chris.

FATIMA
Will you walk me home?

CHRIS
Sure.
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He grabs his keys on the stand and closes the door, locking 
it behind him. Their silhouettes are lit by the interior 
light seen through the glass door. As they head down the 
street, their silhouettes walk into the darkness of night.

EXT. RENTAL - NIGHT

Chris and Fatima walk down the steps onto the street. WIND 
CHIMES in the distance. 

EXT. FATIMA RENTAL - NIGHT

As they approach her rental unit, Fatima pulls out her key 
and unlocks the door. She abruptly faces Chris.

FATIMA
Good night.

She pulls him in and kisses him on the lips. 

She enters her rental unit, locking the door behind her.

CHRIS
Good night.

A joyous smile creeps across Chris’ face. He processes it, 
skipping to his unit.

INT. RENTAL - NIGHT

Chris enters his unit and heads into the bedroom.

INT. RENTAL - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Chris turns on the light and examines himself in the mirror 
with a big grin. As he adjusts his hair, he spots his wedding 
ring. 

He tries to pull it off. It’s stuck. 

He pulls harder, yells in frustration and gives it a little 
wiggle. 

POP!

The wedding ring slides off, his knuckle bright red. He yelps 
in pain.  
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He looks down at his finger and sinks to the floor, laughing. 

FADE OUT.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - MORNING

Smiling, Chris saunters in, wearing a maroon button-up and 
gray trousers. The great room is clean, organized and 
spotless. He examines his phone and freezes.

He’s got hundreds of missed calls, voicemails, and messages. 
He considers but tosses his phone into his pant pocket. 

EXT. RENTAL - MORNING

As Chris makes his way towards the front of the complex. 
Across from Fatima’s unit, a luxury car sits in the parking 
spot. 

He comes up to her door and begins to ring the doorbell. But 
he stops himself just before and abandons the idea. 

EXT. STREET - MORNING

As Chris exits the complex, he checks his phone for his ride 
and then looks ahead down the street. 

Behind him, the gate opens and the luxury car exits. 
Glancing, Chris is fixed on an older, slightly flamboyant man 
wearing a silk suit jacket driving the car, Fatima giggling 
in the passenger’s seat.

Chris freezes in disbelief. His car ride-share approaches him 
from behind.

The driver honks at Chris, who jolts.

Shocked, Chris dashes towards his ride. 

I/E. CAR - MORNING

Chris enters the car and slams the door shut.

CHRIS
That car in front of you. Follow 
it, please!

His ride follows. Chris addresses the driver.
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CHRIS
Whatever you do, don’t lose them!

The luxury car enters the strip downtown. It’s casual, not 
too fast.

Chris keeps his eyes on the car. The car turns at a corner. 
Chris’ ride follows. Then, it turns at the next intersection. 
Chris’ ride follows.

Chris scoffs, growing impatient.

The luxury car makes another turn into a more secluded 
private neighborhood. Away from the “tourist” areas. Chris’ 
ride follows. 

Finally, the luxury car drives up to the driveway of a 
secluded house. The driver unrolls his window and types a 
code into a keypad before an elegant gate opens and the 
luxury car drives through. The art nouveau gate has a design 
resembling water dripping off of succulents. 

As the gate starts to close, Chris snaps at his driver.

CHRIS
Go through. GO THROUGH!

The driver starts to speed up before slowing down.

CHRIS
WHY ARE YOU STOPPING?

EXT. PENTHOUSE - MORNING

Chris opens the door as the car slows and jumps out - landing 
on his feet. He runs for the closing gate. It closes before 
he makes it.

Running up, he examines the art nouveau gate for a code and 
slams in a jealous rage.

His driver reverses his car and backs away. Chris charges at 
him. The driver takes off down the road, and Chris flips him 
off.

Chris prostrates to the ground to see if he can spot 
anything. Only shrubs and cement. 

MUSIC CUE: A hypnotic Philip Glass-like instrumental with 
sounds that create images of crystals and raindrops dancing 
over a metronome.
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He gathers himself. Having an epiphany, he pulls out his 
phone! He types and sends a message. No response. 

He waits. He paces, head down, staring at the screen. Then he 
stops. Embarrassed, Chris hurries down the street.

EXT. THE STRIP - DAY

The sun is glaring. Heat convection rises from the ground. 
Passing by a boutique with large reflective glass windows, 
Chris walks against a steady stream of a crowd of people. 

EXT. RENTAL - DAY

Wet and sunburnt, Chris pushes towards his rental. Beads of 
sweat line his head. Heat convection rises from the cement 
ground.

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - DAY

Chris’ sweaty clothes lay in a pile in his bedroom; the room 
is flooded with the sound of running WATER in the bathroom.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - DAY

Chris sighs and enters in a white t-shirt and white 
sweatpants. He plops down on the sofa, lost in thought.

The paintings of the flowers are slightly less vibrant than 
before but still perky.  

Outside, a light breeze picks up. It sways the palms and 
shrubs.

Chris snaps out of it and checks his phone - which rests on 
the dining room table next to his laptop.

He picks up his phone and smiles for a moment; his smile 
quickly fades. He tosses the phone aside and exits to the 
bedroom.

I/E. RENTAL - NIGHT

DING DONG! 

Chris opens the door to Fatima in an iridescent beaded fringe 
dress that highlights her hourglass figure and butterfly-cut 
hair with spiral curls at the ends.  
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He lets her in. The periwinkle moonlight and wind are strong 
outside.

FATIMA
Hi!

CHRIS
Hey.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - NIGHT

Fatima enters. 

FATIMA
You okay?

CHRIS
No.

Chris locks the door and follows her.

FATIMA
What’s wrong?

CHRIS
I’m not having the best day.

FATIMA
Oh. I’m so sorry, honey.

He walks past her.

CHRIS
It’s okay. We don’t need to talk 
about it.

Her eyes follow as she clutches her purse.

CHRIS
Drink? 

FATIMA
No thanks! I’ll wait till we get to 
the restaurant.

Chris grabs a folded paper slip on the kitchen counter and 
hands it to Fatima.

FATIMA
What’s this?
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CHRIS
A list of people who can help you 
with your website problem.

Fatima takes the slip with a big grin. 

FATIMA
REALLY? Oh, thank you! Wow. You 
have no idea how much this means to 
me. There really is nothing I could 
do to repay you.

Suddenly, she spots that his wedding ring is gone. She gulps 
and puts the note in her purse before closing it.

Chris enters the kitchen area.

CHRIS
I’m going to make myself a drink 
before we go. Sit down.

FATIMA
Okay.

Fatima sits down. As Chris makes himself a drink, his back 
towards her.

CHRIS
So, what’d you do today?

FATIMA
I had another photoshoot today. It 
was very last minute. Almost too 
last minute - but I got it. I hope 
it turned out alright. 

Chris preps a garnish for his drink.

CHRIS
Was it in another McMansion off the 
rocks?

He pours liquid into a glass.

FATIMA
This one was less mansion and more 
“caved in by rocks.” I reported the 
photographer from the last shoot. 
At this point, the only I can do is 
stay active and professional. We’ll 
see how it goes.

Chris turns and approaches with the drink in his hand. Fatima 
has an epiphany. 
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FATIMA
I don’t think I ever mentioned a 
mansion before.

She glances over at Chris, smiling back. He shrugs it off.

CHRIS
Wild guess.

He takes a sip of his drink. Fatima leans in.

FATIMA
Can I ask you a personal question?

Chris glares at Fatima in anticipation.

FATIMA
Did I do something wrong?

He smiles, trying to change himself.

CHRIS
No. Definitely not. It’s me.

He puts his drink down. Fatima sits back.

FATIMA
Oh.

Chris sinks onto the sofa and rubs his eyes. A brief moment 
of silence. Wind RUSTLES through the palm fronds. 

CHRIS
Why are you still doing this?

FATIMA
Huh?

CHRIS
You don’t have to keep modeling. 
You said that you don’t like its 
superficiality. And that 
celebrities are the only people 
that get the covers --

FATIMA
-- Chris! I love the fashion 
industry. I love the potential of 
what it could be. It’s wearing art, 
love and inspiration. It’s how I 
pay my rent. It’s why I’m here! Is 
it perfect - no! But on some level, 
it’s humanity at its most ideal. 
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CHRIS
Wow! That’s a terrible thing to 
say.

FATIMA
You can’t capture the beauty of a 
soul. And if you could, would you 
use it to sell handbags and 
sunglasses? 

Fatima has an epiphany. 

CHRIS
What?

FATIMA
Nothing.

Chris gulps the rest of his drink.

CHRIS
I’m going to get myself another 
drink.

He goes back into the kitchen. She processes the shock.

CHRIS
Women! They’re impossible!  

FATIMA
Is that really what you think?

CHRIS
They expect everything from men. We 
always have to ask them out. We pay 
for their drinks. We are a problem 
if we show too much emotion. We’re 
a problem if we show too little. 
They get mad when we open the door 
for them. They get mad when we 
don’t. They won’t stay domesticated 
and then complain that they aren’t 
paid enough.

Fatima tries to be friendly.

FATIMA
Chris --

CHRIS
-- Women should never have been 
seen as equal. They always stab you 
in the back! Women only look out 
for themselves --
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FATIMA
-- THAT’S NOT TRUE! We’re 
complicated.

CHRIS
Really? The only reason you even 
showed up here was for yourself, 
no?

Fatima rises and faces him.

FATIMA
Not tonight, I’m afraid.  

Chris recoils.

FATIMA
I like you! I really do. But --

She thinks.

FATIMA
-- I don’t know if you feel the 
same way. If you truly, actually 
like me or the idea of who I could 
be for you. 

Fatima pauses in thought. Chris waits in anticipation. 

FATIMA
Men. Women. Everybody has a cross 
to bear. I can apologize if I made 
you feel like you don’t matter. But 
I can’t apologize for living my 
life.  

Fatima takes a deep breath.

FATIMA
And I’m not your wife and I feel 
like I’m the replacement. 
Everything that’s happened to you 
is terrible, utterly terrible. But 
facing your fears doesn’t just - 
make them go away! 

Hiding, Chris turns away. 

FATIMA
I can’t imagine what you’ve gone 
through. But it’s not absolute. You 
still have time. You still have a 
life to live. 
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Silence. Chris takes a deep breath.

CHRIS
I’m sorry. I’m so sorry --

FATIMA
-- No! No. Just, try to be happy. 

Chris turns to her with a smile. She approaches and getting 
close, she leans against him. Her voice is soft.

FATIMA
You’ve made me feel like a goddess. 
You are an amazing person. But 
maybe this isn’t fit to print.

Chris snickers at himself. 

CHRIS
No. You’re right. What a fool...

Fatima steps back.

CHRIS
AH! This got really dramatic, 
didn’t it?

She nods in approval.

They both chuckle it off. 

He looks deep into her eyes. She steps back.

CHRIS
Do you want to go for dinner?

FATIMA
I love you. I really do. But I 
don’t even know who you are.

Chris goes in for a kiss. As their lips meet, they both melt 
into each other’s arms. The kiss is soft and sensual. 

She pulls away.

Fatima smiles and then softly retreats. 

CHRIS
What’s wrong?

She heads for the front door. 

CHRIS
Fatima! What did I do?
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EXT. RENTAL - NIGHT

Fatima leisurely exits his rental. It’s dark out. The wind 
blows serenely.   

As she passes by some vines on the side of the wall, Chris 
runs out of his apartment.

CHRIS
I made a mistake. I know I did but 
I’m trying.

Fatima stops and looks over her shoulder at Chris. The wind 
blows against her. 

CHRIS
Will I see you again?

She faces him. As the wind wisps her hair, she glows with a 
soft smile and puts her hand over her heart as she almost 
floats backward away from Chris.

FATIMA
I’ll always be here. With you. 

CHRIS
FATIMA! 

He takes a step forward, his figure plunges into darkness.  
Only a silhouette of a man, outlined by the light bleeding 
from the rental behind him. 

CHRIS
FATIMA! I LOVE YOU!

As she appears to almost float backward, she is submerged in 
darkness. She reaches out to him with both her hands and 
speaks with sincere warmth.

FATIMA
I love you too.

Reaching out, he takes another step forward.

She retro-walks towards the street. He doesn’t move, stunned. 
The wind blows through the vines, shrubs and bushes. 

At the end of the road, she turns the corner. Her iridescent 
dress shimmies like clouds, ghost-like. The goddess descends 
into the obscurity of darkness, out of sight.

Wonderstruck, Chris doesn’t move. 

CUT TO BLACK.
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INT. ROMANTIC BEDROOM - NIGHT

A lilac bedsheet canopy flows from a breeze lit by neon red 
lights of unknown origin. Inside the canopy; chocolate brown, 
lilac, and pastel pink bedsheets. Chris - naked - floats 
towards the sheets. Fatima lies on the bed, wearing nothing 
but a white opal hamsa necklace.  

FATIMA
Chris? What are we doing?

He floats down till he’s lying on top of her.

CHRIS
I love you.

They kiss. He takes his hand and strokes one of her breasts. 
She stretches.

FATIMA
I know. I’m enraptured by your 
feelings. You are so majestic.

Chris looks up at her face.

CHRIS
Do you love me? 

They kiss again. This one is slow and sensual. As Chris 
kisses Fatima, he hears Liv’s voice.

LIV (V.O.)
I love you.

As Chris separates, he is startled. Liv is now in the place 
where Fatima was.

LIV
Did you ever know that?

CHRIS
I don’t know what to think anymore.

Liv smiles and then kisses his neck.

LIV
If you really want to say goodbye, 
then end all of this.

Chris turns to Liv. She lies back down.

LIV
Chris, please come home. I want you 
to be here with me.
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Chris looks deep into her eyes. He doesn’t know what to say.

LIV
I really need you.

He is caught off guard. She moans in pleasure.

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - MORNING

Chris wakes up; his head is off of the bed. His eyes are dark 
and his beard is barely visible.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - MORNING

In a black t-shirt and matching trousers, Chris is transfixed 
on the mountains through the window. Several used cocktail 
glasses and supplies from the night before are nearby on a 
counter. 

The paintings of the flowers are now less vibrant. 

He sips his coffee and ponders.

EXT. RENTAL - DAY

Chris exits. As he heads out on the street, he passes by 
Glory.

CHRIS
Good morning.

Glory jumps at the sight of Chris.

GLORY
Mornin’.

CHRIS
I wanted to apologize for earlier. 
I was having a less-than-average 
day.

He notices Glory’s arms are covering her chest, guarded. 

CHRIS
Is something wrong?

GLORY
No.

CHRIS
Oh. Sorry.
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He steps back.

CHRIS
Have a good day.

Glory nods before Chris turns and heads off towards Fatima’s 
rental.

EXT. FATIMA RENTAL - DAY

As Chris approaches Fatima’s rental, the door swings open. A 
couple exits the rental and locks the door.

Chris freezes. 

Noticing Chris, the tattooed, muscular, bearded man BRAD 
(30s) speaks. His health guru in pastel leisure-wear wife 
SARAH (30s) stands firmly behind Brad.

BRAD
Can I help you?

CHRIS
Hi. Is Fatima here?

SARAH
Who?

Brad hands the keys to Sarah who turns and locks the door to 
the rental.

BRAD
I’m sorry man. We just got here. 
The rental was empty. 

Brad guards Sarah as they pass by Chris.

CHRIS
Do you have a contact number for 
the property owner? 

BRAD
We don’t. I’m sorry. 

Subtly, Brad uses himself as a shield to guard Sarah, who 
passes by and gets a safe distance away from Chris.

BRAD
Have a nice day man.

Brad starts to walk towards Sarah’s direction, occasionally 
checking to make sure Chris isn’t following them.
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Chris rubs his eyes and heads for the complex’s entrance.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Chris steps up to the street outside the complex with his 
phone in hand, and then he dials. A robotic voice that’s 
trying to pass itself off as a human responds,

ROBOTIC VOICE (O.S.)
“We’re sorry. The number you’re 
trying to reach has been 
disconnected or is no longer in 
service. Goodbye.” 

Chris grunts in frustration.

He taps the screen violently and shoves it away in his 
pocket.

He gets distracted by a car that drives up to the curb ahead.

I/E. CAR - DAY

In the back seat, Chris gazes out the window at a series of 
boutiques as they fly by. He turns and looks forward, gauging 
the traffic.

He leans forward and starts to direct the driver but stops 
himself and sinks back into his seat.

EXT. THE STRIP - DAY

Chris exits the car and enters The Spicy Pineapple. 

I/E. THE SPICY PINEAPPLE - DAY

Chris fidgets around.

The tropical-goth waitress, Maria appears carrying two large 
plates loaded with Mexican food. Chris spots her and he steps 
forward into her path, blocking her. 

CHRIS
Hi! I don’t know if you remember me 
but I came here a couple of nights 
ago.

Maria is caught off guard and struggles to hold the weight of 
the plates.
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MARIA
Excuse me.

CHRIS
Do you remember who I was here 
with? Huh --

MARIA
-- Excuse me!

CHRIS
Please just tell me, was I here 
with someone?

Maria turns around and starts to head back towards the 
kitchen area. Trying to maintain eye contact, Chris hustles 
around to her side, partially blocking her. But Marie whips 
around again, picking up the pace.  

CHRIS
I think my friend is missing and I 
need your help retracing her steps.

She hastens the plates to a cute family of four.

MARIA
Here are your enchiladas.

She puts the plate down.

MARIA
And here are your tacos birria. 

Maria tries to hide her irritation and anger at Chris by 
smiling at the family.

MARIA
Anything else? 

The family looks down at their food.

MARIA
Excuse me.

She turns towards Chris and starts walking back indoors. He 
follows.

MARIA
Don’t - EVER - do that again. 
Especially if you want something.

Maria approaches the hostess.
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MARIA
I’m going to take on table 34. I 
know it’s not technically open but 
just do it.

The hostess gives a thumbs-up as another family approaches. 
Maria turns to Chris.

MARIA
Come on.

Inside, Maria snaps and points towards a table. 

MARIA
Sit! 

Chris sits down. Maria sits across from him.

MARIA
What’s going on?

CHRIS
I was here a couple of days ago, 
right? You were my server --

MARIA
-- Okay --

CHRIS
-- And I was here with a girl! 
Right?

Maria ponders.

MARIA
I’m sorry I don’t remember. 

CHRIS
What do you mean you can’t 
remember? It was just a couple of 
days ago!

MARIA
I’d worked multiple double shifts 
and I was very tired. I can’t 
remember everybody that comes in 
here. 

Chris sighs, frustrated.

MARIA
I might be able to pull a receipt 
if that’ll help.
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Chris nods in approval. 

CHRIS
Yeah!

He pulls out his wallet and hands her his credit card.

MARIA
Give me a second. 

Maria heads off into the kitchen area; she passes by a 
bartender who looks remarkably similar to Maria. 

Chris glances out of the window. 

In front of him is a cute black family of four. They all 
occasionally glance at Chris, staring back at them.

Behind them on the street, tourists in faded Hawaiian shirts 
walk by. 

Maria exits the kitchen with his card and his receipt. 
Catching this, Chris sits up as she comes forward.

MARIA
Here. 

She hands him the card/receipt. As he takes the card to put 
back in his wallet, he spots that only an entree and a drink 
were purchased.

CHRIS
Wait! There was more food on the 
bill. This can’t be right.

MARIA
There’s no indication that more 
than one person was sitting at your 
table.

Chris looks up at Maria. 

CHRIS
Is there security --

MARIA
-- Your order was the only one that 
was on the card for one person, 
paid for during the hour. 

He rubs his eyes.
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MARIA
I’m sorry. I’ve got to get back to 
my tables. 

Chris stands.

CHRIS
Thank you.

He puts his card into his wallet. Maria smiles.

MARIA
Good luck. Aloha and adios.

Maria heads towards the stacked-up expo station. Chris 
escapes for the exit.

I/E. CAR - DAY

In another car, anxiously shaking his leg, Chris gazes out at 
a less commercialized street lined with palm trees swaying 
from the brisk breeze, thin strips of grass and snaking 
roads. 

Chris’s eyes are dark and his beard is more visible. He looks 
rough.

INT. RESORT RESTAURANT - DAY

Inside, Chris approaches one of the middle-aged waiters who 
were whispering about him prior -  AUGUSTE - who returns from 
a table. 

CHRIS
Excuse me?

The restaurant is mildly packed. The wind outside blows soft 
and steady.

CHRIS
Hi.

Still, on the clock, Auguste responds properly.

AUGUSTE
Good afternoon.

CHRIS
I don’t know if you remember me or 
not but I ate here a couple of days 
ago.

78.



79.

Auguste scratches his head. Chris can see it.

CHRIS
Remember? I sat with my supermodel 
friend. And the newlyweds were 
getting their photoshoot outside 
near the water --

Auguste contemplates.

AUGUSTE
-- I’m sorry sir. We have a lot of 
people coming in here and I can’t 
seem to remember -- 

Chris points to where he sat prior. 

CHRIS
-- I sat right there! I had the 
Peking Duck and the Arnold Palmer --

Auguste tries to politely season his words.

AUGUSTE
-- I’m sorry sir. But I can’t 
recall.

Another waiter comes up to Auguste’s side.

CHRIS
Well, maybe someone else here who 
was paying attention can remember!

Chris spots Auguste’s jaw drop, stunned. 

CHRIS
Oh. I’m sorry. 

AUGUSTE
That’s alright --

CHRIS
-- Thank you.

Chris slowly retreats.

AUGUSTE
Do you want to order something --

CHRIS
-- No! No! Thanks.

Embarrassed, Chris scurries for the exit. 
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I/E. CAR - AFTERNOON

As Chris gets driven home in another car, he ponders 
everything.

After a moment, he rubs his eyes, pulls out his phone and 
searches for images of her online. 

After a moment of searching, he drifts, looking out at the 
cars baking in painfully bright sunlight and heat mirage. 

EXT. RENTAL - AFTERNOON

Chris approaches his rental. Ahead of him, Glory exits her 
unit with a friend in a nearly matching pastel outfit. Glory 
spots Chris.

GLORY
Chris.

He doesn’t respond as he walks by.

GLORY
CHRIS!

He stops and turns. His eyes are dark, his hair is wild and 
untamed and his beard is visible. He looks really rough.

GLORY
Is everything alright?

Chris struggles to respond.

CHRIS
I don’t know.

GLORY
What does that mean?

CHRIS
Was she real?

GLORY
Who?

CHRIS
Fatima?

Chris spots Glory concerned.

GLORY
Who is Fatima?
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As he hears Glory say her name, Chris comes together. 

CHRIS
Why is everything nothing but 
hardship, failure and 
disappointment?

FATIMA
Sometimes life is like that. But 
you know it never lasts --

CHRIS
-- Yeah. Life is like that.

He storms off towards his unit.

GLORY
Chris?

He keeps walking.

GLORY
CHRIS?

Glory sighs in frustration.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - AFTERNOON

As Chris enters his sunlight-bathed rental, he heads over to 
the sofa and collapses into it. 

After a moment of intense contemplation, he heads into...

INT. RENTAL - BEDROOM - AFTERNOON

Chris enters and pulls out the belt he tested prior.

He comes back into...

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - AFTERNOON

He loops the belt, wraps it around his neck and pulls onto 
the end of the belt - lightly choking himself - in silence. 

The sunlight disappears behind a cloud, plunging the room 
into less intense daylight.

The paintings of the flowers are less vibrant and perky. 

As Chris paces the room, he occasionally pulls the belt up, 
choking himself. As he turns, his eye catches his phone.
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He lets go of the belt, picks up the phone and dials a 
number. A firm, overly clear, robotic FEMALE TELEPROMPTER 
responds.

FEMALE TELEPROMPTER (V.O.)
“We’re sorry. But the number you 
have reached has been disconnected. 
Goodbye!”

Chris’ arms collapse. He pulls the belt up above his head.

He takes a breath and gulps as he plays another voicemail.

LIV (V.O.)
Hi Chris. I wanted to let you know 
how sorry I am for hurting you. I 
know that this might not mean much 
and I know it’s useless to say 
sorry when this is unforgivable. 
But I love you! I don’t want to 
stay in silence or have you think I 
don’t care about how you feel.

As Liv’s voice cracks, Chris just stares at the phone.

LIV (V.O.)
I know that not many can and will 
forgive for being cheated on. Few 
can move on. And that not many can 
find happiness with a spouse that 
betrays their trust. I hate that I 
have hurt your heart so much! But --

Silence. Chris puts the phone down, wipes his eyes and 
tightens the belt around his neck, latching it into place. 

LIV (V.O.)
Our relationship is in your hands 
now. I understand that it’s your 
decision. I’ll wait for you. If you 
can’t love me, I understand. But I 
wanted you to know that I still 
love you and wish for a chance for 
our relationship to be happy again. 

Chris struggles to breathe as he focuses on hearing her 
voice.

LIV (V.O.)
When you are ready, please give me 
a call.

Chris tosses his phone aside.
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DING DONG.

CHRIS
NO!

Chris quickly unlatches the belt. He tries to sound cheery.

CHRIS
I’m coming.

He hides the belt under the sofa cushion, wipes his eyes and 
face to pass as decent and approaches the front door.

I/E. RENTAL - AFTERNOON

Seeing the silhouette of Glory through the window, Chris 
takes a deep breath before opening the door to Glory holding 
another plate of cookies.

Chris is caught off guard by her. She notices his unkept 
roughness.

GLORY
Hi.

Outside, a gust of wind blows towards them. He remains 
stagnant.

GLORY
Can I come in?

CHRIS
Now’s not really a great time.

GLORY
Please! Just for a moment.

Chris sighs.

CHRIS
Sure.

Glory enters the rental, Chris closes the door and follows 
behind.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - AFTERNOON

Glory enters, astonished by how chaotic his rental is. 

GLORY
I just wanted to check in and see 
how you are doing.
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CHRIS
I’m good.

Chris notices Glory examining the unit and scoffs. Glory 
quickly shifts her attention to him and joyously smiles. 

GLORY
I made you some more cookies. I’ve 
got a variety of them. Some 
snickerdoodle. Some chocolate. I 
thought we could talk.

CHRIS
Thanks.

Glory brings the tray towards the sofa and sits down. She 
sits back into the cushion that hides the belt.

She gestures towards the plate.

GLORY
Please?

Outside, the cloud passes and rich sunlight slowly fills the 
room.

GLORY
I don’t know how to get those edges 
crispy and have the insides still 
soft and gooey.

Chris reaches for a Snickerdoodle cookie; Glory copies him. 
Noticing Glory’s focused eye contact, he takes a bite and 
chews.

GLORY
How are you doing?

Chris chews slowly and then swallows.

CHRIS
I’m okay. 

He shifts focus back to the cookies.

CHRIS
These are really good.

GLORY
How would you like to come to my 
cooking class? It won’t cost you 
anything!

Chris glances at her and then goes for another bite.
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Sitting back, Glory spins and twirls the cookie between her 
fingers.

GLORY
Baking, I’m finding is very hard to 
do well. It takes a lot of effort, 
some of which is wasted and most of 
it isn’t necessary if you set 
yourself up right.

She scoffs at herself and then looks him in the eyes. 

GLORY
I just feel really bad for you and 
what’s happened. I hope that you 
get the happiness you deserve.

Chris just smiles as he goes for another bite.

GLORY
Will you promise me something?

He looks over to Glory, curious. Another cloud covers the 
sunlight, the room is slightly damped from warmth.

GLORY
Will you promise me that if you 
need someone to talk to, you will? 
No strangers. 

He smiles in assurance. 

GLORY
Say it.

CHRIS
Glory, I don’t --

GLORY
-- Say it!

He smirks at himself.

CHRIS
It’s been hard but I’ve lived a lot 
of unexpected firsts these last few 
days. The person I thought I was - 
I’m now realizing - is long behind 
me.

He looks her in the eyes.
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CHRIS
I don’t know if I truly know myself 
all that well. But finding that out 
has been the reason to get up every 
morning. That’s what makes me 
excited about the future. 

They maintain eye contact for a moment in silence. Chris 
retreats into his cookie.

GLORY
Really?

He nods and smiles.

CHRIS
These cookies are like a nice hug.

Glory concentrates on Chris. He glances over at her.

CHRIS
What?

She shakes her head.

GLORY
Nothing honey.

They both take another bite of the cookies.

GLORY
Okay. Well, thank you for being 
honest with me. Believe me, this 
path is - I think - the right one 
forward for you. 

She stands up and heads for the exit. Chris mimics her 
movement.

GLORY
I’m going to get out of your way. 

They approach the entrance.

I/E. RENTAL - AFTERNOON

Chris opens the door for Glory.

GLORY
Thanks for being a good neighbor.

CHRIS
Thanks. I’ll be okay.
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She hugs him. As she pulls back, he fakes a smile.

GLORY
Okay. Enjoy the cookies. And stay 
out of trouble.

CHRIS
Thanks.

She heads back towards her place. Chris closes the door.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - AFTERNOON

Chris collapses onto the sofa. He pulls out his phone and 
searches for photos of Fatima online.

The paintings of the flowers are now the least vibrant and 
perked up than they’ve ever been. 

He scrolls through photos and manicured, fashion campaign 
shoots. As Chris scrolls through photos, he can’t hold his 
emotions back. Chris covers his mouth, hiding his sobbing and 
gasping for air.

He tosses the phone and hides his eyes. Outside, another 
cloud passes, submerging the unit into warm sunlight. Nearby, 
Chris grabs a piece of paper and a pen, plops down on the 
sofa and glazes over at the paper. 

He pulls the belt out and tightly buckles it around his neck. 

He stands on the sofa. 

And loops the end of the belt through the ceiling fan, 
fastening it. 

As he looks down at the plate of cookies and the blank 
suicide note, Chris prepares himself to step off of the sofa. 
He closes his eyes and inhales. He hears his HEARTBEAT 
racing.

DING DONG!

Chris grunts in frustration, unfastening the belt and ripping 
it off. 

CHRIS
Fuckin’ Glory!

He hops off the sofa, hides the belt and stomps towards the 
door. 

87.



88.

I/E. RENTAL - AFTERNOON

As Chris charges toward the door, he halts, frozen cold. His 
jaw drops. 

Outside, through the glass door is the silhouette of Liv.

Chris takes a deep breath. Her silhouette begins to turn and 
slowly backs away, forcing him to approach.

Compelled, he gulps and opens the door. 

Liv turns, visibly shocked by the sight of Chris.

CHRIS
Hi.

LIV
Hi.

She smiles.

LIV
Can I come in?

CHRIS
Sure.

They enter.

INT. RENTAL - GREAT ROOM - AFTERNOON

Liv and Chris make their way to the sofa and sit down.

Behind them, the breeze is still blowing sporadically and 
aggressively. Shadows dance across the room. They sit, 
listening only to the wind for a moment.

LIV
How are you?

CHRIS
Not good.

He hides by rubbing his eyes. Liv spots the missing wedding 
ring on his finger.

Liv stutters.

LIV
I’m really sorry --
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CHRIS
-- It’s fine.

They sit for another moment, listening only to the plants 
rustling.

LIV
Please try to believe that I never 
wanted to hurt you. I felt like the 
spark that was there one day 
fizzled out. And there was a weight 
of expectations that was very 
narrow and hard to endure --

CHRIS
-- How did you meet?

He gulps. 

LIV
It was a whirlpool. The whole 
thing. I had been struggling for a 
long time with this routine. And 
suddenly, I got swept away from it 
all. 

Antsy, Liv’s fingers are fidgeting.

LIV
For years, I thought love was 
something you are supposed to feel. 
But it’s so much harder --

Chris looks up at Liv, a stream of sunlight hits her back, 
angelic light.

LIV
I don’t understand. I don’t 
understand why the only shared part 
of human experience is suffering. 
To have someone around us tell us 
we’re doing okay as we fly through 
the hourglass and the spaces we 
exist in changes us and the choices 
we make. 

Her words hit Chris hard.

LIV
And the ability to recognize and 
express our desires. Or how we 
could have communicated better. 
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Or had fought for each other’s time 
and well-being. I wish we had more 
time. How did we fail this hard?

 Outside the wind slowly calms down to a nice breeze.

LIV
I know that what I did was 
terrible. I know that I should have 
communicated better. And that I 
should have been more honest. I 
hope we can move forward from this. 
I hope that I can heal all the 
scars that I’ve left. 

Behind Liv’s shoulder, a pair of lovebirds fly up and perch 
on a branch outside the window.

LIV
And I hope that we can love each 
other like we did when we first 
dated. I want you to love me. I 
mean really, really love me. 
Because I just want to make you 
happy.

Overwhelmed, Chris rubs his eyes again.

LIV
Chris? I understand so much more 
now than I did before. About 
myself. And you. I mean, I see you. 
I really, really do.

He contemplates. 

CHRIS
I thought that we were supposed to 
make each other and our lives 
better. And you threw me away with 
such ease. How on earth can I love 
that which destroys me even now? 

He looks directly into her eyes.

CHRIS
Our hourglass has shattered. And 
all the muddy paint has oozed out.

LIV
Isn’t it funny that love - like 
real love - is faith? Faith that 
action will be taken even if the 
feeling is gone. 

LIV (CONT’D)
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I feel naively optimistic. We’re 
all going mad. So what’s the 
difference between illusion and 
delusion... when love is involved?

They look deep into each other’s eyes. Liv smiles at Chris. 

MUSIC CUE: A romantic instrumental featuring soft strings and 
a glassy accent that dances over it.

EXT. RENTAL - DUSK

Liv and Chris exit his rental. They both roll his suitcases 
out. Chris pulls out his keys and locks the door. Then, he 
hides them in a pot nearby.

Above, one of the lovebirds flies off. 

Chris and Liv start walking towards the street, side by side.

The other lovebird quickly flies off to catch up. 

As they walk, Liv wraps her arm around Chris and they look to 
each other, cautiously smiling.

The mountains behind them glow in pastel pink-orange 
sunlight.

FADE TO BLACK.

LIV (CONT’D)
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