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INT. A THEATER IN BUFFALO - NIGHT

A packed house watches the end of a touring Broadway show.
The CHORUS SINGS as the LEADS RUN OUT to take their BOWS.

SUPER: December 2008

APPLAUSE ROARS as we push over the crowd toward--

The STAGE. Then sweep to one side, past the leads, other
chorus folk and land on a chorus girl--

HANNAH. Singing along, doing her thing. She's tall, mid-20s.
Prim and proper in costume, not so much when off the stage.

And from there we move INTO the ORCHESTRA PIT, pass through
the tuxedo-ed musicians as they play and stop on--

BEN. He's playing trumpet. Late-20s. Reserved, but when he
opens up, you'd want to have a beer with this guy.

We'll meet the others, the leads, chorus folk, musicians, as
needed, down the road. But at the moment--

Back to Hannah. She and the cast wave goodbye to the
audience as the orchestra's last notes soar through the
ovation.

INT. DRESSING ROOM - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Hannah sits in front of a mirror, REMOVING HER SHOW WIG. 

HANNAH
jovial( )

Great show tonight bitches!

Other chorus girls CHIME IN: You too Hannah-- Yeah bitches--
Great show ladies--  That sort of stuff. 

An intercom cuts in--

INTERCOM VOICE
Company meeting backstage in five.
Full company. Five minutes.

INT. MUSICIAN'S DRESSING ROOM - SAME TIME

Ben, in street clothes now, hangs his tuxedo, grabs his
winter coat and makes for the door. He's hurrying out--



AJ (O.S.)
Hey Ben.

Ben stops and turns back-- It's AJ. Early-30s, huge downer,
sits next to Ben in the orchestra.

BEN
What's up?

AJ
How was that section tonight?

BEN
You sounded fine. No worries.

AJ
Was it? I mean, I don't know--

BEN
AJ, I've gotta, I'll see you at the
meeting.

And Ben makes his escape.

INT. BACKSTAGE HALLWAY - A FEW MINUTES LATER.

Ben KNOCKS on a dressing room door. The CARDBOARD PLACARD
reads: GABBY STEPHENS.

Gabby opens the door. She's in street clothes. A star in the
show, late-20s. Platinum hair, plastic personality.

BEN
Great show tonight Gabby--

They meet with a quick peck on the lips.

GABBY
Would you mind grabbing my coat? I
think I left it in the green room.

BEN
That's it? No hello? How was your
show Ben?

GABBY
I'm sure it was great. I've got to
run to wardrobe. Tell me about it
after the meeting?

She whips past him and down the corridor.
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INT. GREEN ROOM - A MOMENT LATER

Ben grabs a fluffy woman's parka off a sofa. Hannah strolls
in, looking around as she talks to him--

HANNAH
You see a beat up gray backpack in
here? Nice coat there Ben.

BEN
It's for--

HANNAH
Gabby?

BEN
Um, yeah.

HANNAH
Well, that is certainly nice of you.
Oh, there it is.

She snatches her pack out of a corner and jets out the door,
leaving Ben alone, staring at the fluffy parka.

INT. BACKSTAGE - CONTINUOUS

The WHOLE COMPANY is gathered for the meeting. All toting
winter gear.

Ben holds the fluffy parka. Gabby strolls in at the last
second and stands next to him.

In the center of the group is the Company Manager, MAGGIE.
Mid-50s. Unabashed and motherly.

MAGGIE
Alright, so Buffalo gets to enjoy a
little more time with you guys.
There's a huge storm setting in. We
are not flying out tomorrow.

Through cupped hands--

HANNAH
whispering loudly( )

Lobby party.

The group echos her: Hell yeah. Lobby party. Lobby, lobby.
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MAGGIE
Yes, yes, I spoke with the hotel and
they'll keep the lobby bar open late
for you guys. Make it worth that poor
staff's time.

HANNAH
loud and pumped( )

Lobby Party!!

The group cheers: MAGGIE, MAGGIE, MAGGIE!

AJ
And it's my birthday.

Silence.

MAGGIE
awkwardly( )

Oh, and it's AJ's birthday.

Half-hearted birthday wishes rain sadly down upon AJ.

HANNAH (O.S.)
Ugh, he's the worst--

EXT. INTERSTATE 5, SOUTHERN OREGON - DAY

SUPER: A FEW MONTHS LATER.

ESTABLISHING: A COMPACT CAR zips toward us up the tree-lined
highway. As it arrives we're--

INT. RENTAL CAR - CONTINUOUS

Inside-- with Hannah driving and Ben digging around in his
backpack next to her.

HANNAH
I am so glad we can get away from
everyone, and I mean everyone.

BEN
Everyone! For a whole week.

HANNAH
Free of everybody up in everybody
else's business--

Ben pulls a few things onto his lap to clear out the pack. A
wadded up t-shirt, deodorant, headphones--
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HANNAH (O.C.)
We eat with them, travel with them.

And an iPod Classic (6th gen, white). It's charred and the
edges are melted.

BEN
Perform with them.

HANNAH
Yes. Stay in the same hotels.

BEN
No gum. Sorry.

Hannah glances down at the iPod.

HANNAH
Oh Ben. We should get you a new one
of those this week.

BEN
It's kind of sentimental now. Not
much of my stuff survived.

HANNAH
Well, keep it then. But lets stop in
Portland or Seattle and get you a new
one that--

Beat. Hannah CRINGES--

HANNAH (cont'd)
Oh god. Did you just--

BEN
embarrassed( )

Sorry.

Possibly one of the worst farts in history. Hannah can't
open her window fast enough. 

BEN (cont'd)
Open them all. Hurry.

Hannah FUMBLES with the window buttons.

HANNAH
Oh, it's in my mouth.

She gets hers down.
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BEN
The back ones too.

HANNAH
I'm trying. Hold on. They're locked.
Stupid rental.

INT. A DINER - EARLIER THAT MORNING [FLASHBACK]

Hannah and Ben sit in a booth looking at menus.

HANNAH
So get the omelet then.

BEN
I might. Fair warning though,
sometimes eggs upset my stomach.

HANNAH
I'm sure it's fine. I think I'll get
the Greek one.

BACK TO SCENE.

INT. RENTAL CAR - CONTINUOUS

Still motoring down the road, all the windows down. The wind
SCREAMS IN. They are BOTH LAUGHING, on the verge of tears.

HANNAH
I was so wrong.

BEN
It won't leave.

HANNAH
It's like an evil spirit.

EXT. INTERSTATE 5, SOUTHERN OREGON - A BIT LATER

The ever-gray sky covers the mountains as the little car
bops along up the highway.

INT. RENTAL CAR - CONTINUOUS

Ben drives now. Hannah sits in the passenger seat, her feet
propped up on the dash. She stares out the window, taking in
the passing mountains and trees.
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BEN
Have you thought about stuff after
this tour ends?

HANNAH
Nah, not yet. We've got what, seven
months left?

BEN
Do you want to do another tour?

She finally looks at him.

HANNAH
Unless I'm booking shit on Broadway,
definitely. You?

BEN
Yeah, I love it. What are the chances
we end up on another one togeth--

SQUEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEET. Hannah's butt interjects--

HANNAH
My turn--

BEN
gags( )

Oh Jesus woman--

HANNAH
Ohmygodohmygodohmygod. Pull over.
Pull over. It's so bad.

Ben holds his nose. She covers her face with her shirt.

HANNAH (cont'd)
I'm serious. Let me out of this car.

He whips off to the side where the forest clings to the
road's shoulder.

BEN
They poisoned us!

Hannah flies out of the car and darts for the trees.

HANNAH
It's stuck in my clothes.

Ben gets out too. Hannah jumps up and down, trying to pat it
out of her clothes. Rubs her butt against a tree.
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Ben jogs over to her.

HANNAH (cont'd)
No, get away. I'm disgusting.

He grabs her in a big hug and spins her around. They're both
laughing hysterically. She kisses him.

BACK TO THE BLIZZARD IN BUFFALO.

EXT. HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Snow FLUTTERS down on the hotel. We push inside through the
windows of its large glass atrium--

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO ATRIUM - CONTINUOUS

A THREE-SIDED BAR sits to one side of the glass-walled
atrium. It's mostly empty. Two bartenders patiently await
the onslaught of the theater troupe.

INT. HANNAH'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Hannah and GINA are dressing up for the party. Gina's in the
cast and Hannah's roommate. She's Late-20s, plump, curly-
haired and--

GINA
Fuck, am I crampy.

HANNAH
Midol?

GINA
Tequila will work.

HANNAH
You need tamps?

GINA
No, I'm good.

Gina unzips a pocket on her suitcase and tampons explode out
of it.

GINA (cont'd)
Not after last time.
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INT. HOTEL ROOM, BOISE - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]

Gina is RAGING. She and Hannah TEAR APART their suitcases,
shower kits, everything they own. The room is destroyed.

GINA
I can't fucking find them.

HANNAH
Gina, all the stores are closed.

GINA
And none of the other girls have any,
which makes no sense. Why the fuck
does this tour stop in Idaho? (beat)
Can't miss last call. Gotta do it.

Gina FOLDS A WASHCLOTH and JAMS it into her jeans. Hannah
looks on in disgust. We push in on the result... it's LUMPY.

INT. BOISE DIVE BAR, WINTER - NIGHT

STILL CLOSE ON: The Lumpy. We pull back from it and see Gina
Hannah standing in the doorway, taking off their coats.

It's filled with burly, flannel-clad local guys.

GINA
Oh, this is why we tour in Idaho.

The DIVE BARTENDER clangs a bell and yells out--

DIVE BARTENDER
Last call.

GINA
Come to mama.

BACK TO SCENE.

INT. HANNAH'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - CONTINUOUS

GINA
God, I love mountain men.

HANNAH
What about Keith?

GINA
Love? No, I barely like Keith. But he
is some kind of primal sexual beast.
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INT. BEN'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Ben tucks in a dress shirt. KEITH, his roommate, is combing
his hair. He's early-30s, burly, wearing a Hawaiian shirt. A
cast member. 

KEITH
You meeting Gabby downstairs?

BEN
unenthused( )

Yeah, I guess. She's--

KEITH
Ready for some get down.

BEN
No, she's--

KEITH
Taking the Ben ten out for ride.

BEN
So controlling, like--

KEITH
Gonna strap one on and pound you from
behind. No lube, but she makes you
suck on it first. A lot. Like a whole
lot. You don't even have a say in it.
Just ramming it in there. Then makes
you tell her how much you like it--

BEN
Keith!

KEITH
Yeah, sorry. Too far.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

Company members filter into the atrium and up to the bar.
They're dressed up in some fashion or another. Music churns
out of a jukebox.

Tables are pushed aside for a makeshift dance floor.

Hannah and Gina reach the bar. A MALE BARTENDER makes his
way over to the duo.
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GINA
A beer, nothing too heavy or bloaty.
That's the last thing this needs.

She RUBS HER UTERUS. He can't hide his repulsion.

GINA (cont'd)
And a shot of tequila. You?

HANNAH
Yup.

GINA
Decker?

DECKER, sits near them in the corner of the bar. Late-20s,
salty, flannel-clad, Wig Master for the show.

DECKER
No, I'm good--

She holds up a pint glass filled with black shit.

HANNAH
Is that all Jagermeister?

DECKER
Only the brave.

GINA
to bartender( )

Two tequilas.

HANNAH
Beer for me, please.

OVER TO THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BAR--

Ben and Keith stand next to MICK, early-20s, thin, bookish,
drummer in the orchestra.

ABIGAIL, a female bartender, delivers beers to the guys.
She's in her late-20s, brightly colored hair, waifish. 

ABIGAIL
Enjoy guys.

The trio CHEERS and take a sip.

KEITH
You raging tonight Mick?
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MICK
As much as usual. Gonna finish this
beer then head up to my room, catch
up on some Lost DVDs.

KEITH
You're a fucking animal.

BEN
Enjoy.

MICK
Thanks.

Ben and Keith shuffle off. Abigail, still nearby--

ABIGAIL
You're into Lost?

Mick takes a slow sip of beer, steels his gaze and gives her
a nod--

MICK
Yeah.

BACK TO HANNAH AND GINA--

Drinking their beers with Decker.

DECKER
You ladies going to partake in the
incestuous company ritual that comes
with these kind of gatherings?

HANNAH
No. My pussy's on lock down unless
some strapping local happens by.

GINA
Put me down as a solid maybe but I'll
regret it tomorrow.

HANNAH
What about you Deck?

DECKER
Watch the circus, mock the circus.
Merely an observer of the depraved.

HANNAH
Agreed. No way I'm letting it out for
one of our idiots.
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DECKER
Aaaaaaand, I'm out. Deuce heading
down the tracks.

She slides off her stool, grabs her glass, and walks away.

GINA
Is Jager a laxative?

Hannah shrugs. Beat.

GINA (cont'd)
Still feeling the break up?

HANNAH
Being away from New York has helped.
I'm over him for sure but still
feeling pretty gun shy.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - A FEW MINUTES LATER.

THE MIDDLE OF THE BAR--

Ben and Keith, beers in hand, catch up with QUINCE. A cast
member, late-30s, Ichabod Crane if he thought he was
gangsta. 

BEN
Quince, where's the girlfriend?

QUINCE
My room. She won't fucking come down.
I thought it'd be cool to get social
at this party, rock the open bar--

KEITH
It's not an open bar--

QUINCE
Why the fuck? (beat) I haven't seen
her since Reno--

INT. SHITTY RENO CASINO - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]

A bunch of the Company and some locals have stopped gambling
and stare at Quince and his girlfriend, CHARLIE, 19, hood
rat chic.

The couple SCREAM at each other as TWO SECURITY GUARDS
FORCIBLY RESTRAIN THEM--
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CHARLIE
You know you have to buy my fucking
drinks.

QUINCE
I got you one two seconds ago.

CHARLIE
Well I don't know where it went so
who the fuck's problem is that?

QUINCE
Charlie, you better check your shit--

CHARLIE
It's not my fault I'm only nineteen,
you son of a bitch--

BACK TO SCENE.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - CONTINUOUS

QUINCE
No way I'm making that court date
with us on tour.

BEN
You think maybe she wants to hang out
with just the two of you?

QUINCE
Yeah, but we can do that at this
awesome fucking party.

Ben and Keith work their way over to Hannah and Gina. Gina
GLARES at Keith.

KEITH
Come on. Truce?

INT. A DIFFERENT HOTEL BAR - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]

Gina and Keith, both drunk, and still drinking at the bar.

GINA
Seriously? Cats? Cats is your
favorite musical? That's idiotic.

KEITH
You're idiotic.
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GINA
I can't stand you.

She grabs him and they start MAKING OUT.

INT. A CLUB IN MIAMI - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]

Same deal. Gina and Keith drunk at a bar.

GINA
Palin? You think Sarah Palin would
have been fine if McCain died in
office?

KEITH
I had to vote my conscience.

GINA
Your conscience is fucking stupid.

He grabs her face and they start MAKING OUT.

BACK TO SCENE.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

GINA
Fine. Truce.

KEITH
Can I get two, hold on--

to Hannah and Gina( )
What are you two drinking?

GINA
Tequila. Stat.

KEITH
Four tequila shots.

CLOSE ON: The jukebox. Beyoncé's Single Ladies pops up on
the cue. And Bey starts in: ALL THE SINGLE LADIES...

Ben stands near Hannah--

HANNAH
And here come The Furies.

The lobby elevator doors open and there stands-- MARTIN,
MICHAEL, and ANDRE. Company dancers who prefer the
collective moniker, THE FURIES.
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Queens, dressed to the nines. They DANCE, CHOREOGRAPHED,
across the lobby to the dance floor. The rest of the company
CHEERS THEM ON. Now it's a fucking party.

Back on--

BEN
The Furies. Who came up with that
name?

HANNAH
One of them saw an episode of Charmed
and--

A hand touches Ben's shoulder.

GABBY (O.S.)
There you are.

BEN
Gabby.

HANNAH
less enthused( )

Hey Gabby.

Gabby's outfit is super revealing for a party with
coworkers.

GABBY
Order me a drink?

And she's off to the DANCE FLOOR-- Straight to the middle,
dancing with The Furies. It's UNCOMFORTABLY SLUTTY.

Back to Ben and Hannah--

BEN
ordering( )

Can I get a whiskey ginger, two
dashes of bitters, make one of those
dashes orange. Oh, and can you make
it rye? And a lemon twist?

Male Bartender purses his lips. Are you fucking kidding me?

MALE BARTENDER
Yeah, no problem.

HANNAH
Jesus, high maintenance much?

BEN
It's not for me.
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HANNAH
Can I ask you a question? Why are you
with her?

BEN
I mean, we have fun.

HANNAH
Fun like, go grab my coat fun?

BEN
We had a good time during rehearsals
but--

HANNAH
But now you're just her bitch.

BEN
I'm not her bitch.

HANNAH
Getting taken advantage of by the
skanky, hot girl.

BEN
Skanky?

QUICK SHOT: Gabby FILTHY GRINDING on the dance floor.

Back to Hannah, who rolls her eyes.

HANNAH
You miss the best things about tour
because you're off alone with her all
the time. And I get why she doesn't
hang out with us, everything here is
so gossipy. But she treats you like
shit. How fun is that?

The hammer of truth slams a little deeper into Ben. Gabby's
drink arrives. He looks at it. Then pushes it aside.

HANNAH (cont'd)
There ya go. Have a good time, hang
out with us tonight.

BACK TO THE ROAD TRIP.

EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

ESTABLISHING: It's a remote run-down oasis among the pines.
Stop here because there isn't another option for miles.
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The rental car sits at a pump. Hannah and Ben stroll inside.

INT. GAS STATION - DAY - MOMENTS LATER

Hannah and Ben peruse the snacks. Fountain drinks in hand. 

HANNAH
Do you ever worry you're a little
codependent?

She grabs a bag of Sour Cream and Onion chips.

BEN
No. And no way, the smell makes me
pukey.

Ben grabs a bag of Funyuns.

HANNAH
No grown man eats those.

He slowly unhands the Funyons.

BEN
Doritos?

HANNAH
Hell yeah.

She grabs a bag of Twizzlers.

BEN
Not Red Vines?

HANNAH
And you want this to be a
relationship. Twizzlers.

She points the Twizzlers at him.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Always. Twizzlers. (beat) You ditched
Gabby though and haven't left my side
since.

BEN
You invited me to hangout that night.

HANNAH
Hangout, not get married.

They work their way up to the register.
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BEN
I'm not saying we get married. But
we've been hanging out, hooking up,
whatever, for months and you seem
happy. Anything else?

HANNAH
Trail mix. I am.

They mosey back to the snacks and Ben grabs some trail mix.

HANNAH (cont'd)
No, the one with the little chocolate
pieces.

BEN
Good call.

He swaps for the superior trail mix.

BEN (cont'd)
I think not giving this a shot would
be a mistake. And, not to be super
fatalistic, in a good way I mean, but
what if--

HANNAH
Don't say it.

The reach the CASHIER. He's crunchy, earthy, a little weed-
soaked. They lay the snacks on his counter.

CASHIER
You guys road trippin'?

HANNAH
Yeah.

BEN
Mmm hmmm.

CASHIER
Beautiful country up here.

As he rings up their items--

CASHIER (cont'd)
Not to eavesdrop, but you know, maybe
this trip you're on is something
bigger. Maybe something working to
bring you two together?

Hannah spies a worn copy of The Alchemist by Paulo Coelho on
the counter.
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HANNAH
Oh, for fuck's sake.

BEN
Ha. See, just like the book. Fate
conspiring in your favor.

HANNAH
Ugh.

CASHIER
Have you read it? It's beautiful.

BACK TO BUFFALO.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

Hannah and Ben sip beers at the bar, deep in conversation.

HANNAH
I get it. The Alchemist is a nice
idea but it's written in such a trite
and bludgeoning manner.

BEN
Totally agree. Fuck that book.

HANNAH
Fuck it. Besides, I make my own fate.

He raises a glass.

BEN
To making your own.

CLINK. And sip.

BEN (cont'd)
You know who had me pick up a copy of
that at the airport last week--

HANNAH
Of course she did.

Maggie and SAMMIE wander up to the bar near Hannah and gang.
Sammie, early-20s, Gabby's understudy, runs on desperation
and approval.

MAGGIE
Now, that may not work for you but I
don't have a gag reflex so--
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SAMMIE
I'll give it a try. I'm so nervous.
Prop Guy has never been with anyone.

MAGGIE
Sure, sure. And whenever you two are
ready, you have my suite for the rest
of the night.

SAMMIE
Thanks Maggie. I really appreciate
it. Hey guys.

BEN/GINA/KEITH
Hi/Hey girl/Yo.

Hannah doesn't greet her.

SAMMIE
Hannah.

Hannah gives a small nod but that's as warm as she'll go. 

SAMMIE (cont'd)
annoyed( )

Whatever.

HANNAH
How's Stephen?

Ben looks at both of them, no idea what is going on.

SAMMIE
Such an old topic. Move on already?

As she finishes that thought, JACKSON WRIGHT, saunters up.
He's a lead in the show. Big, chiseled and handsome.

GINA
eyes rolling( )

Oh here we go.

JACKSON
sips his white wine( )

Checking in ladies. Making the usual
rounds. Hannah?

HANNAH
No. Ew.

GINA
Ah hell no.

JACKSON
Sammie, take another ride?
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BEN
Jesus man.

JACKSON
Don't you have Gabby? Stay out of it.

MAGGIE
Jackson, I can have you and your
giant dick fired off this tour.

JACKSON
Fair enough. Fair enough.

PROP GUY wanders up as Jackson turns to leave. He's early-
30s, loves his work and isn't one for social gatherings.

His big "first" night with Sammie is no secret--

KEITH
Hey Prop Guy, big night-- GINA

Get it Prop Guy!

BEN
Prop Guy. HANNAH

Hey dude.

Prop Guy blushes and sits down with Sammie--

JACKSON
Let me know how she works for you,
Prop Guy.

Jackson moves on to other ladies, gauging interest in
spending the night with his dick. Resounding, appalled noes.

HANNAH
He tried to show it to me a couple
months ago?

BEN
And?

HANNAH
I said hell no and ran away before he
could get it out.

GINA
I saw it and I won't lie. I thought
about it. But then I remembered it's
attached to him.

Keith harrumphs and drinks his beer.
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Sammie, Prop Guy's arm around her, looks like she wants to
run and hide to avoid what's coming--

HANNAH
Sammie? Thoughts?

Sammie is embarrassed but pleads ignorance--

SAMMIE
Um, no. Why?

Hannah gives her a WINK and a bitchy grin.

PROP GUY
Did I miss something?

SAMMIE
Come on Prop Guy. Let's dance.

Sammie pulls him off to the dance floor.

MAGGIE
Ugh, you girls.

ordering( )
Whiskey, neat, double please.

HANNAH
Maggie, why are you so nice to her?

MAGGIE
You know she's had a rough go of
things this tour--

HANNAH
She brings that all on herself--

MAGGIE
Maybe, but the rest of us have to
live with her so why not help her
out? Make it easier for all of us.

BEN
What am I missing here?

HANNAH
Did you know we were supposed to have
a different music director on this
tour?

BEN
No.
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MAGGIE
Hannah, don't gossip.

HANNAH
It's a fact, not gossip.

Maggie SIGHS. She can't stop this train.

HANNAH (cont'd)
It was Stephen, my friend from NYU.
Sammie slept with him hoping to get
Gabby's role.

BEN
Oh shit. Didn't he consider--

HANNAH
No. Stupid on his part, right? But
when she didn't get it, she called
the producers and told them Stephen
promised her the part if she slept
with him.

BEN
Oh, that's fucked up.

HANNAH
Yeah. And they couldn't chance a
lawsuit if they kept him, so he got
the boot. And Sammie got the
understudy role.

BEN
How did you find out?

HANNAH
I called him for some pointers before
my audition and he told me he was off
the show.

Maggie finishes her double and--

MAGGIE
Another one down here please.

As SHEP stumbles up. Another musician, late-40s. He's
schlubby, drunk, and slurs his words. 

SHEP
Ben, you ready? Ready? I got AJ's
birthday present picked out.
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BEN
That's great Shep. What kind of
Scotch did you get?

SHEP
Scotch, no, this is way better.
Watch this. Watch.

At that moment DOMINIQUE, early-20s, dancer, is passing by.

SHEP (cont'd)
Dominique, hey, hold up.

She stops, martini in hand.

SHEP (cont'd)
I need a to ask a little favor of
you. Just a little something.

DOMINIQUE
Okay.

SHEP
So it's AJ, over there's, birthday--

We look over at a bummed out AJ, sitting at a table, alone.
He stares at his phone. Even the beer next to him looks sad.

DOMINIQUE
Him? He's in the orchestra with you,
right?

HANNAH
softly, to Ben( )

We all see each other every day. How
does she not know that?

Gina, Keith and Maggie have turned to this conversation.

SHEP
Yeah, right, right. So, you can keep
this classy or whatever.

DOMINIQUE
What?

BEN
to Hannah( )

Uh oh.

SHEP
Maybe just down to your undies.
You're a dancer, so is it a thong?
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DOMINIQUE
What are you talking about?

Shep pulls out a WAD OF TWENTIES.

SHEP
And maybe that lap dance turns into
something more. Maybe that thong
moves and he just, bwoop, right in. I
don't know. It's up to you.

He's trying to hand her the money.

SHEP (cont'd)
Just make sure he has a nice time--

DOMINIQUE
You're trying to pay me to fuck that
dude?

SHEP
It's his B day Domin--

SPLOOSH. Dominique THROWS her martini in his face. And
follows it up with a HARD BITCH SLAP.

SHEP (cont'd)
Ow. The fuck? What the--

She SLAPS HIM AGAIN. Maggie jumps in to separate them.

MAGGIE
Whoa Dominique, slow down--

DOMINIQUE
This motherfucker thinks he can pimp
me out to that sad dude?

SHEP
It's not pimping. I don't get a cut--

Dominique REACHES AROUND Maggie and SLAPS him again.

SHEP
God dammit. MAGGIE

Shep, Shep, that's enough.
Come with me--

SHEP
I don't see the problem
here.

BEN
Jesus, we asked for Scotch.
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DOMINIQUE
Maggie, you better handle this--

MAGGIE
I've got it. Shep, we need to have a
talk.

BEN
Scotch man. We agreed on scotch. 

Dominique STORMS OFF. And Maggie escorts/helps Shep away
from the group.

SHEP
Wait. Wait.

He pulls away and staggers over to AJ.

SHEP (cont'd)
Happy, happy birthday man.

And Shep gives him the stack of cash.

SHEP (cont'd)
Not what I picked out.

AJ is confused as Maggie drags Shep out of the party.

Gina and Keith are rolling in laughter.

GINA
yelling( )

Tequila. Five, wait four--

HANNAH
Five. Five more.

The shots arrive for Hannah, Ben, Gina and Keith. The
fifth--

HANNAH (cont'd)
One for Shep. Baller move.

And she pours it on the floor.

BEN
To not pimping your coworkers.

They toast and shoot them back.

BACK OVER TO MICK'S SIDE OF THE BAR--
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He's powering through a Lost diatribe. Yelling over the
music to be heard.

MICK
Yeah Sawyer's a dick but it's a
visceral response to all the shit
he's been through. That's why people
sympathize with him. 

Abigail listens, riveted, as she mixes drinks.

ABIGAIL
Keep going.

MICK
And then people get stuck on the
whole polar bear thing but fuck that.
It's a metaphor. A fucking metaphor--

AND IN THE MIDDLE OF THE BAR--

Quince is shitty drunk now. Male Bartender has an unopened
bottle of whiskey in hand.

QUINCE
Sell me the whole bottle then.

MALE BARTENDER
I have to sell it to you at full
price though--

QUINCE
And I said I don't care. It's an open
bar--

MALE BARTENDER
One more time, it's not an open bar.

He pulls out a handful of cash. But he can't seem to sort
through it to pay.

QUINCE
Just take it. Take what you need.

Male Bartender pulls a few bills out of Quince's hand.

QUINCE (cont'd)
This party is bullshit.

Quince grabs the whiskey and STAGGERS INTO the crowd.

He CRASHES through the dance floor, bumps past The Furies,
and into-- Gabby. Quince rights himself--
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QUINCE (cont'd)
Worst lobby party EVER.

And he sets off, bottle still in hand, for the elevators.

The Furies surround Gabby--

MARTIN
Girl, you better check your man--

She looks to the bar-- Ben is laughing and waving his arms
around, telling a story to Hannah, Gina and Keith.

We move in on Hannah, Gina and Keith wrapped up in the fun--

BEN
I come back in and Shep is in the
bathtub, splashing the water like a
little kid, and mumbling: kill the
new guy, kill the new guy--

HANNAH
Oh fuck.

GINA
Then what?

BEN
Then I backed out slowly and--

KEITH
And now I'm his roommate.

Gabby slides up and grabs her drink, takes a sip--

GABBY
Ew. It's all watered down. Can you
order me another?

BEN
He looks pretty busy and--

CUT TO: Male Bartender SLAMMING OUT DRINKS. Then to--

GABBY
Please Ben, it's just--

AJ wanders into the group.

HANNAH
Happy birthday AJ. GINA

Happy Birthday.

KEITH
Birthday!!!! GABBY

Hey.
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AJ
You guys want another round? Shep
gave me all this cash for my
birthday.

BEN
You keep that. The whole orchestra
chipped in.

HANNAH
We've got this round AJ.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT - A FEW MINUTES LATER

CLOSE ON: Male Bartender's hands-- stirring a whiskey drink
then squeezing a lemon twist and artfully dropping it in.

AJ (O.S.)
Now that same fiance, ex I guess, is
going to marry someone else.

We follow his hands as he passes the drink to Gabby.

HANNAH
And you just found out--

GINA
On your birthday?

AJ
Yeah, just now. Right over there, at
that table I was at. By myself.

KEITH
Fuck dude. BEN

Yeah. Sorry man.

HANNAH
That's terrible. GINA

Bitch.

GABBY
Hope you still have a nice birthday.

Hannah gives Gabby a "why would you say that look?"

AJ
Thanks guys. Think I'm going to head
back to my table and ponder things.

KEITH
Yo, fuck that ex.

GINA
Don't let us stop you.
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BEN
Good luck, buddy.

HANNAH
Enjoy that beer AJ.

Hannah awkwardly pats AJ's shoulder then he mopes back to
his sad table.

GINA
Jesus, poor fucker.

HANNAH
He'll be fine, right?

BEN
Yeah, I think so. He--

GABBY
Hey Ben, let's get out of here. I've
got that Depeche Mode DVD I told you
about in my room.

BEN
I... I'm going to stay here for a
bit.

Gabby's judgey-bitch side come out fast--

GABBY
Stay here? (back to saccharin) Sure,
yeah, that's great. Let's get some
brunch tomorrow. But not too early,
you know?

BEN
Sounds good, see you then.

Gabby sets her glass on the bar, noticeably hard. She cranks
out a hard fake smile, then--

GABBY
Bye guys.

Twirls into a exit from the group, heads for the elevators.

HANNAH
Nice.

She pulls her arm back to herself and high fives him. Gina
and Keith get in on that too.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Now let's get you enjoying yourself.

singing( )
FREEDOM. (a la George Michael)
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INT. ELEVATOR - A MINUTE LATER

Gabby FUMES as she rides up to her floor. We slowly move
down and see Quince SLUMPED in the corner.

He's trying to get his whiskey bottle near his mouth. She
looks down at him--

GABBY
Ugh, why are you always in my way?

QUINCE
rapping to himself( )

Gotta keep the party rolling, I'm a
mutha fucker balling--

And contact, he gets the bottle to his mouth.

The doors open, Gabby STEPS OVER his legs and HUFFS OFF.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - CONTINUOUS

Mick hurriedly sips beer between sentences. He is on a
fucking roll. We're CLOSE ON him--

MICK
Have you read The Stand?

sip( )
Of course. Whatever. Yeah Stephen
King is brilliant but what about
Damon Lindelof's use of that book as
a influence on Lost?

sip( )
Genius. I'm obsessed with him.

Now on Abigail. She leans on the bar across from him.

ABIGAIL
So, I'm almost finished here. Would
you want, would it be weird if we
went up to your room and watched the
Lost pilot? I haven't seen it and--

Mick is wide-eyed, frozen mid-sip--

ABIGAIL (cont'd)
Maybe you can talk me through it?
There's a pizza place that delivers
to us here. Even in this weather. You
know, if you're hungry.

Mick SWALLOWS HARD.
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MICK
I'm Mick.

ABIGAIL
Abigail.

OVER TO HANNAH AND BEN--

They talk near each other at the bar. Gina and Keith, next
to them, in their own conversation.

HANNAH
I've worked with her before. She
broke up a married couple on our last
tour.

BEN
Was the guy running stupid errands
for her all the time?

HANNAH
Yes. And she fucked him... Then her.

BEN
Good for Gabby?

HANNAH
Whatever. It made the tour super
messy. Factions and cliques broke
out. The whole company almost got
kicked off a flight for bitching at
each other. Then they came up with
some BS reason to fire the guy.

BEN
Not Gabby?

HANNAH
No, have you seen her? She's an awful
human but a great performer. No way
the producers would let her go.

BEN
What about the wife?

HANNAH
Gabby dumped her once the tour ended.
She lives in Brooklyn now. Works at
this hardcore Lesbian Irish bar.

BEN
That's a thing?
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HANNAH
Oh yeah.

BEN
Can I tell you something? I never,
and I mean ever, liked Depeche Mode.

HANNAH
I know. Why be such a downer?

GINA
heated( )

No. He was fucking born in Hawaii.

KEITH
All I'm saying is--

HANNAH
Guys. Seriously. It's still early.

KEITH
Fine.

GINA
Fine. Another round here.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Mick and Abigail are leaving together. They pass Hannah and
gang.

HANNAH
Yeah Mick.

BEN
Huh.

KEITH
What?

Mick and Abigail are nearing the Elevator doors. Keith
stands on his bar stool.

KEITH (cont'd)
yelling( )

Get it Mick. You get that. You get
that hard--

Gina tugs at Keith's Hawaiian shirt--

GINA
Get down, you jackass.

OVER TO MICK--
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MICK
Oh jeez. Sorry about him. He's--

ABIGAIL
It's fine. I don't mind.

The doors open and as they enter, Charlie, Quince's
girlfriend, STUMBLES OUT between them.

The elevator doors close. Charlie STOPS and RIGHTS HERSELF.

She's in a T-shirt, pajama shorts and UGGs, with an EMPTY
HENNESSY BOTTLE in hand. DRUNK.

HANNAH (O.S.)
Is that Quince's girlfriend?

BEN (O.S.)
Oh shit. Yeah.

Charlie takes a couple wobbly steps. Stops. Catches her
balance.

GINA
Oh, she is in rare form.

BACK TO HANNAH AND GANG--

HANNAH
Where is he?

They scan the bar but he's long gone.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - CONTINUOUS

FROM ABOVE: we see Charlie plant herself at a table.

Like wolves moving on a helpless doe, TWO company actor guys
beeline through the crowd toward Charlie. Let's call them
CREEPER and SIDEKICK. As they arrive--

BACK TO HANNAH AND GANG--

HANNAH
They know she has a boyfriend right?

BEN
Honestly, they're better apart. But,
yeah.

KEITH
Look a them.
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QUICK SHOT: the guys take seats around Charlie. BACK TO--

KEITH (cont'd)
Nature at it's finest.

GINA
You disgust me.

HANNAH
Do you say things like that just to
get her worked up?

GINA
It's awful. You wanna dance?

Keith grabs her hand and they shuffle off into the fray.

CHARLIE'S TABLE--

The guys are laser focused on her. Her Hennessy Bottle sits
on the table.

CHARLIE
No, we met during a show I did last
year--

CREEPER
What show was it?

CHARLIE
The Music Man. Last show my senior
year.

SIDEKICK
In college?

CHARLIE
No, I'm nineteen bitch. He was
directing it. I fucking love that
guy. He's such an asshole.

SIDEKICK
You started dating Quince in high
school? He's like way older than--

CREEPER
Doesn't matter. What matters is that
Quince has abandoned poor...

CHARLIE
Charlie.
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CREEPER
Charlie here, and we should keep her
company.

INT. GABBY'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

It's a single. No way Gabby would have a roommate. She sits
on her bed, angrily flipping through channels on the TV.

CLICK, CLICK, CLICK. She's thinking, but not about channels.

CLICK. CLICK--

GABBY
Fuck him.

She tosses the remote aside, hops off her bed and checks her
look in the mirror. A little primping and-- She's out the
door.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

Creeper leans in as Charlie lays out her dilemma.

CHARLIE
That casino bullshit sucked. With my
college sched and your tour dates, we
only get to see each other like once
a month.

Sidekick sets down a round of shots then takes his seat.

CREEPER
To Charlie.

CHEERS. CLINK.

CHARLIE
To me motherfuckers.

And they shoot them back.

CHARLIE (cont'd)
I wanted some quality time but he
wanted to fucking party. I don't even
know where he is right now--
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INT. HALLWAY NOOK - NIGHT

Quince holds his whiskey bottle under an ice machine,
shooting ice out everywhere except into the bottle.

QUINCE
Get in my bottle... I said. Get. In.
My. Bottle.

Ice covers the floor up to his ankles.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - CONTINUOUS

Gabby STORMS by Charlie's table, tears through the DANCE
FLOOR. And right up to--

The MIDDLE OF THE BAR. She BURNS A LOOK toward Hannah.

HANNAH
Ooh, she's back--

He looks at Gabby-- Who POUNDS A SHOT of whiskey and SLAPS
the glass onto the bar. She gives Ben a "WATCH THIS" look
and takes off.

BEN
Oh, she is pissed--

HANNAH
That you broke her evil spell.

Gabby stands over AJ at his lonely table.

GABBY
Dance with me.

He's stunned, maybe confused.

AJ
Uh, I don't really know how--

GABBY
Get up, now. And come dance with me.

AJ
I'm kinda trying to work through this
whole fiance thing--

GABBY
Shut up.
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Gabby grabs AJ's hand and pulls him up from the table. He's
STARTLED but ambles on as she DRAGS HIM TO THE DANCE FLOOR.

A BALLAD SEEPS OUT of the jukebox. Careless Whisper or maybe
something like Right Here Waiting. Sweet, nauseating.

Gina and Keith snuggle up on the dance floor. Others too.

Gabby pulls AJ in for a SLOW DANCE.

AJ
I'm not a good dancer--

GABBY
Just keep your arms around me and
follow.

AT THE BAR. Hannah and Ben watch.

HANNAH
She is really intent on making a
point.

They turn back to the bar. Ben throws his arms up, raises
the roof.

BEN
singing( )

FREEDOM.

ON THE FLOOR-- Gabby strains to see if Ben is watching.

AJ
Am I, is this going okay?

GABBY
distracted( )

Yeah, yeah, you're fine.

AJ
surprised( )

Maybe I just needed a really good
teacher.

GABBY
What? Uh, sure.

Ben is wrapped up in Hannah's company so Gabby's gonna
gamble--

She KISSES AJ. STUNNED, he can't respond.
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GABBY (cont'd)
Really? That's how you kiss a girl?

AJ
No, I, yes, no, I didn't expect--

GABBY
Try again. And make it count.

AJ
Like just a little or really get in
there?

GABBY
Shut up.

She KISSES HIM AGAIN. It's aggressive.

Hannah sees through the crowd.

HANNAH
Oh shit.

She PUSHES BEN'S FACE so he's looking at the dance floor.

BEN
Ha. Did not see that coming.

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE BAR--

Jackson, waits on a new glass of wine, sees Gabby and AJ--

JACKSON
Seriously? That guy?

The Furies, as if out of nowhere, SURROUND Jackson--

JACKSON (cont'd)
Ben, and now that guy. I'm a fucking
prize.

Martin puts a hand on his shoulder--

MARTIN
That's not what you need--

MICHAEL
She's not your type--

ANDRE
She, is your type.

He points to Charlie.
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JACKSON
What about Quince?

MARTIN
Do you see Quince anywhere--

MICHAEL
Get over there, lock that down--

ANDRE
with the jukebox( )

SHE'S RIGHT THERE WAITING FOR YOU.

JACKSON
Fuck yeah she is.

His wine arrives--

JACKSON (cont'd)
Hey, a shot of tequila too.

JUMP BACK TO-- Hannah and Ben.

BEN
Maybe he's got some sweet dance
moves.

HANNAH
Maybe he gave her that giant stack of
birthday cash.

They laugh and both turn back to the bar.

On the DANCE FLOOR. Gina and Keith--

GINA
Oh shit. Look look.

She quickly dances Keith around so he can see Gabby and AJ.

KEITH
Yeah AJ. Yeah Gabby. 'Swhat I'm
talking about.

Gabby, flips Keith a bird, but keeps at it with AJ. She's
trying to look past AJ. Is Ben is looking yet?

HE'S NOT. And more PEOPLE CHIME IN: Yeah AJ. Go Gabby. Get a
room. Birthday lovin' AJ.

Gabby STOPS. AJ dances on for a few seconds.
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GABBY
Stop. Stop it. Hold on. These fucking
people.

She PULLS AWAY from him as AJ halts his awkward moves.

GABBY (cont'd)
yelling to the crowd( )

That's right. I'm making out with AJ.

People STOP DANCING, and QUIET. Richard Marx still soars
through the room.

Even Hannah and Ben, at the bar, are watching.

GABBY (cont'd)
I am making out with AJ. Me and AJ.
Because we can. Two adults. Does
anyone else want to get their nose
into my business?

Beat. The crowd is silent.

GABBY (cont'd)
All right then.

The crowd goes back to it's own business.

To The Furies, AT THE BAR--

MICHAEL
That song should never be
interrupted--

ANDRE
Disrespecting Richard Marx--

MARTIN
So underrated.

And over to Hannah and Ben--

HANNAH
Good for her, calling them out. You
okay with all of this?

Hannah takes a sip of her beer as--

BEN
I've been miserable for weeks. And
now, it feels like a weight has been
lifted. Sucks she's using AJ like
that but--
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She BELCHES. It's LOUD.

HANNAH
Oh god. I'm so sorry.

BEN
No, you're fine.

And he lets out a giant BURP.

ON THE DANCE FLOOR--

AJ
Was it bad?

GABBY
surprised( )

No. Well, at first, but... I
shouldn't have pulled you out here.

He pulls Gabby back in and a new song kicks in.

INT. MICK'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Mick and Abigail sit on his bed, munching on pizza. The box
nearby on the comforter.

MICK
Are you ready?

ABIGAIL
Let's do this.

Mick grabs his laptop and a GIANT CD wallet. He whips out a
DVD.

MICK
Lost. Pilot episode. Here we go.

He inserts it into his laptop and eases back against the
headboard.

ABIGAIL
Do you mind--

She scoots up next to him, leans in and makes herself comfy.

MICK
Um, no, sure.
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CLOSE ON: Laptop. The word LOST soars through the black
screen then cuts to Jack's closed eye. It opens and his
pupil slams closed.

ABIGAIL
I love how fast they get into stuff.

CLOSE ON: Mick's face. His brow furrows and his eyes move
toward Abigail. Has she seen this before?

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

CHARLIE'S TABLE. Jackson sits, wine and tequila shot in
hand.

JACKSON
For the lady--

She POUNDS HER SHOT without acknowledging him.

JACKSON (cont'd)
Ah, I see. I'm Jackson.

He extends his hand.

CHARLIE
Charlie.

Charlie gives it a cursory shake and jumps right back into
her story--

CHARLIE (cont'd)
And since he just wanted to hangout
at this lame fucking party, I stayed
in the room and started in on this--

She shakes around the empty Hennessy bottle.

JACKSON
Well Charlie, maybe you and I
should--

Creeper and Sidekick shakes their heads at each other. They
know he's full of shit. Charlie, unfazed, keeps going.

CHARLIE
I mean, this was going to be the
time. I even brought--

She whips out a tube of LUBE and SLIDES it onto the table.
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CHARLIE (cont'd)
This--

Close On: The tube. It's BUBBLEGUM FLAVORED ANAL LUBE.

Back on the guys--

CREEPER
Is that? SIDEKICK

No way.

CREEPER
Really? JACKSON

Indeed.

CHARLIE
Damn straight. I was gonna give him
the key to the backdoor.

She fidgets with the bottle again.

CHARLIE (cont'd)
I waited and waited. Then I was like,
fuck it.

seductively( )
So I jumped into a nice hot bath.
Kept sippin' on my Henny--

She's got them totally roped in. The guys are close to
losing their shit. Even Jackson.

CHARLIE (cont'd)
I mean, what choice do I have? So I
reach down into that warm water and--

She shoves the Hennessy bottle at Jackson--

CHARLIE (cont'd)
Here. Lick it.

JACKSON
What?

CHARLIE
Show me what you'd do.

JACKSON
I don't think--

CHARLIE
Just lick it.
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CREEPER
Come on, Jackson.

SIDEKICK
Fuckin' do it man!

She waves it in front of him with a seductive look.

CHARLIE
Show me what you've got.

JACKSON
Fine.

He GRABS the bottle and gives it a LITTLE LICK.

CHARLIE
That's it?

JACKSON
Well--

CREEPER & SIDEKICK
chanting( )

Jackson. Jackson.

It's soft but building. Over and over. Charlie joins in and
it reaches a frenzy-- Jackson. Jackson. JACKSON.

Jackson CAVES and GOES ALL IN. He is TONGUING THE SHIT out
the Hennessy bottle. Trying his best to be seductive.

Charlie and the guys GO CRAZY-- Laughter and Mockery.

And Jackson doesn't stop. He's FULL ON SUCKING the bottle
now. Creeper and Sidekick are GROSSED OUT. And Charlie--

LAUGHS her fucking head off. Jackson freezes mid-suck--

CHARLIE
I opened the barn doors for him.

JACKSON
bottle in mouth( )

What?

CHARLIE
Waaaay up in there.

He slowly pulls it out of his mouth.

JACKSON
In wh--
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CHARLIE
My ass. I had that bottle in my ass.

Jackson's macho facade CRUMBLES. He's MORTIFIED-- Charlie
and the guys tear into a fit of laughter.

JACKSON
Fuck you guys--

He stands up fast, KNOCKS OVER HIS CHAIR, and BOLTS away--

Toward the bathrooms. He passes Decker coming out of the
ladies' room, her pint glass still half-full of Jager.

DECKER
Be glad your hitting up the men's
room.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

Hannah and Ben finish up their beers. Gina and Keith roll up
from the dance floor, both a little sweaty.

GINA
Barkeep! Hey, barkeep--

KEITH
Don't demean him like that.

GINA
How is barkeep demeaning?

Prop Guy hurries up to the quartet--

PROP GUY
I need your help.

HANNAH
What's up?

BEN
Hey man--

PROP GUY
Sammie has been in the bathroom a
long time, a crazy long time and--

Decker pops back now, Jager in hand--

DECKER
It's a sobbing shit show in there.

PROP GUY
Would you mind checking on her?
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HANNAH
Oh, I don't think--

PROP GUY
Please, I don't what's going on or
what to do. You know she's really
sensitive and--

GINA
We got this Prop Guy. Come on--

HANNAH
But--

GINA
Come on. (to Ben and Keith) You too--

Ben and Keith don't think this is a good idea.

GINA (cont'd)
Male perspective and what not.
Whatever. We'll have your big night
back on track in no time.

Prop Guy blushes--

GINA (cont'd)
To the bathroom!

INT. LOBBY BATHROOM - A MINUTE LATER

Hannah, Gina, Ben and Keith come in the door. Decker trails
behind. Sobs come from the last stall--

BEN
Decker, weren't you just in here?

DECKER
sips her Jager( )

Oof, yeah.

BEN
And you didn't say anything to--

DECKER
No, this shit happens all the time
with her. I thought it'd work itself
out.

SAMMIE (O.C.)
Fuck you guys.
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Hannah gently knocks on the stall door.

HANNAH
Sam, it's Hannah. Come on out--

SAMMIE (O.C.)
Like you give a fuck.

Hannah looks to the group-- I told you so-- They shrug.

GINA
Hey Sammie, why don't you open up.
Prop Guy is worried about you.

SAMMIE (O.C.)
You guys ruined this whole night--

She unlocks the stall door and swings it open--

SAMMIE
Ruined.

Sammie dabs her nose and eyes with a huge wad of toilet
paper-- She sees the group crowded in front of her.

SAMMIE (cont'd)
Hannah, all of you. You laughed at
Prop Guy when he got to the bar. It
was so embarrassing.

HANNAH
We just said hello.

SAMMIE
Big night Prop Guy and all that shit.

GINA
Sammie, you've been telling everyone
about your plans for tonight.

KEITH
We were just being playful.

GINA
We all like Prop Guy.

SAMMIE
And Jackson made fun of him.

BEN
Jackson is an ass.
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SAMMIE
But Prop Guy asked about it. What was
I supposed to say?

HANNAH
That you fucked him the first night
of rehearsals and--

That's news to Ben.

GINA
Maybe don't phrase it like that.

SAMMIE
Ugh, so much regret. It's just too
much dick.

Everyone's grossed out by that.

SAMMIE (cont'd)
But I didn't know how to respond so I
ran in here. And stayed.

HANNAH
softening( )

Look Sam, be honest. Let Prop Guy
know you're with him now. And tonight
is about the two of you.

BEN
Yeah, nothing is ruined.

HANNAH
You like him, right?

SAMMIE
I really do.

HANNAH
Then fuck all that other stuff and
let him know what he means to you.

Sammie dabs her eyes one last time.

SAMMIE
perking up( )

Okay. Thanks. Sorry about the fuck
you stuff.

HANNAH
begrudgingly( )

It's okay.
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GINA
Now get back out there--

KEITH
And take Prop Guy upstairs and show
him what's what.

DECKER
See? Worked itself out.

INT. MICK'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Abigail is snuggled up to Mick on the bed. The light from
LOST spills onto their faces-- Kate is stitching up Jack.
He's monologue-ing about his first surgery and fear--

Abigail moves her hand to Mick's chest--

ABIGAIL
Have you read Dune? This whole fear
thing is right out of Dune. You know
Damon had in it his head when he was
writing it--

And starts caressing him.

MICK
You've totally seen this already--

ABIGAIL
Shhhh.

She pushes the laptop away and slides onto Mick, kissing
him. Jack and Kate's conversation continues on underneath.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

The Gang-- exiting the bathroom, see Sammie throw her arms
around Prop Guy across the way.

GINA
Wow, she bounces back fast.

HANNAH
The crazy always do.

Ben POV: Charlie is a wreck at this point. Clearly in need a
some adult supervision/baby sitting.
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BEN
Hannah, you mind helping me out for a
minute?

Hannah spies the situation--

HANNAH
Sure. Putting out fires all over the
goddamned place. Maybe you were
better off skipping group activities.

The two peel off from the group, toward--

CHARLIE'S TABLE.

Hannah and Ben stand over the table.  Charlie is trying to
stand up from her chair.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Hey guys, think we are going to help
Charlie back up to her room. Looks
like she's had enough for the night.

CREEPER
We've got it.

BEN
No, we'll help. You guys enjoy the
party.

SIDEKICK
It's no problem. We were heading
upstairs anyway.

HANNAH
Look fuckers. If she's sober in the
morning and wants to fuck either of
you then, cool--

Charlie climbs up and stands on her chair, Henny bottle and
lube in her outstretched hands.

She's YELLING, SQUEEZING LUBE and "ANOINTING" Creeper and
Sidekick.

CHARLIE
Lame. Lame. Lame. Lame. You ain't
touching this shit--

She SLIPS OFF her chair. Ben is right there to catch her.

CREEPER
Oh it's in my mouth--

SIDEKICK
Gross.
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CHARLIE
Fucking Quince.

HANNAH
We know sweetie. Let's get you back
to your room. Ben, can you--

BEN
Yeah, I got her.

Hannah reaches out and wipes a bit of lube off Creeper's
face. She tastes it.

HANNAH
Mm, bubble gum. (beat) Don't. Be.
Assholes

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Outside of Quince's room. Ben holds up Charlie while--

CHARLIE
No, no, it's in my UGG.

Hannah bends down, lifts Charlie's LEFT LEG and pulls off
her boot. No Key Card.

CHARLIE (cont'd)
Not there. Who's puts stuff in the
left one? Come on girl--

She takes off Charlie's other boot and the CARD FALLS OUT.

INT. QUINCE'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - CONTINUOUS

Ben slides Charlie onto the bed. Hannah drops the UGGS onto
the floor nearby.

HANNAH
Quince isn't here sweetie.

INT. LOBBY, FRONT DESK - NIGHT

A hand grabs a FAKE APPLE out of the bowl on the desk--

QUINCE (O.S.)
I can't eat this?

Manned by JORSTEN, the super patient, Swedish clerk--
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JORSTEN
heavy Swedish accent( )

Decorative only sir--

QUINCE
But I'll buy it from you.

JORSTEN
This apple is not for sale.

QUINCE
I need to eat this fuckin' apple.

JORSTEN
Sir, this apple cannot be eaten.

QUINCE
What do I have to pay to fuckin' eat
this apple?

INT. QUINCE'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - CONTINUOUS

On her back, Charlie lifts the bottle triumphantly.

CHARLIE
I'm keeping this bottle forever.

HANNAH
Let's roll her over. Don't need
Quince walkin' in on a Hendrix
situation.

CHARLIE
R.I.P!

Ben rolls Charlie onto her stomach.

CHARLIE (cont'd)
laughing( )

It was in his mouth.

BEN
Jimi Hendrix?

CHARLIE
That douche wine drinker.

HANNAH
Jackson.

Hannah grabs the bottle.
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CHARLIE
And my ass.

Hannah GAGS a little and moves to a two finger grasp. Then
hurries the bottle to the nightstand.

BEN
Which of those is more gross?

CHARLIE
Him.

And she BLACKS OUT.

INT. MICK'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Abigail is on top of Mick. While they're making out--

ABIGAIL
I'm sorry. I know I made it seem like
I hadn't seen it but you were just so
sexy talking about it at the bar.

Make out, make out--

MICK
It's okay. I'm good.

ABIGAIL
And then you fuckin' ordered a
vegetarian pizza. So hot-

Make out, make out. Mick stops.

MICK
Fuck. I don't have any, any--

ABIGAIL
What?

MICK
Condoms.

He pushes her off, grabs his phone and heads for the door.

MICK (cont'd)
Wait right there. Don't move. Don't
move. Promise?

ABIGAIL
Promise.
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MICK
Back in a sec.

INT. QUINCE'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Charlie sleeps. Hannah gives Ben's shoulder a little rub.

HANNAH
Thanks for the help.

BEN
Of course. I think she needed it.

Ben looks at Hannah and uh, oh, oh no-- is he gonna-- he
kisses her. Hannah pulls back almost instantly--

HANNAH
Whoa, whoa, whoa--

BEN
Oh fuck. I'm sorry. I thought--
downstairs you--

HANNAH
Because we were having a good time?

BEN
Yeah. I misread that, huh?

BZZT BZZT BZZT-- The audible vibrations of a cell phone--

HANNAH
Ben, I didn't mean to lead you on. I
was--

BZZT BZZT BZZT--

BEN
No. Oh no. That was all me. I totally
thought--

BZZT BZZT BZZT--

BEN (cont'd)
Shit, sorry--

He pulls out his phone, glances down at it then FLIPS it
open--

BEN (cont'd)
Hey Mick.
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INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Mick in the hallway.

MICK
Ben, Ben you gotta help me. Things
got weird with that girl but then
awesome but then I realized I didn't
have any protection.

INTERCUT WITH BEN.

BEN
Why'd you call me?

MICK
You're first in my phone. Do you have
any condoms? I've gotta, oh man, this
is awesome. Can you come upstairs?
Where are you?

BEN
I'm, uh, yeah, I'll meet you at your
room, five minutes.

MICK
Cool. Room Seven Fourteen. Thanks.

Mick hangs up.

MICK (cont'd)
Oh my god oh my god.

INT. QUINCE'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - CONTINUOUS

BEN
I've need to--

HANNAH
I heard. Look, let's take a breather.
I'll make sure she's okay (points to
Charlie) and meet you back
downstairs.

BEN
Are you sure? Did I fuck things up?

HANNAH
No, we're good.

BEN
Yeah?
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HANNAH
Yeah. I'm having a nice time. You
know, just not...

BEN
Okay.

She gives his hand a little squeeze--

HANNAH
See you in a bit.

and Ben heads for the door.

EXT. CABIN ON TRIANGLE LAKE, OREGON -  LATE AFTERNOON

Establishing: The afternoon sun creeps through the trees and
over the cabin onto the lake.

It's an adorable two story lodge, a little weathered.

With Ben driving, the rental car pulls up to the cabin. He
and Hannah get out of the car. She loves it--

HANNAH
How did you find this place?

Ben moves to the trunk to get their bags--

BEN
It's mine.

HANNAH
What? You own a house?

BEN
Told you this part of the trip was a
surprise.

She meets him and grabs her bag.

HANNAH
You own a whole fucking house?

BEN
Come on. (beat) Don't be too
impressed. My grandparents left it to
me.

He leads her toward the door.
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HANNAH
 Still, it's so adult.

EXT. CABIN ON TRIANGLE LAKE, OREGON - NIGHT

CLOSE ON: Hannah. Night fills the space behind her. She
glows in a firelight as she takes a sip of wine.

The couple sit close to each other, wrapped in blankets,
next to a blazing fire pit on the shore. 

HANNAH
Can we just stay here for the rest of
the week?

Ben takes a drink of wine too--

BEN
Ah, but then we'd miss the rest of
our--

She leans over and kisses his neck.

HANNAH
West coast sex fest.

BEN
Well, the location will change,
that's all.

He kisses her.

BEN (cont'd)
We still have Portland and Seattle.
Get this East Coast girl caught up on
the North West.

She kisses him again.

BEN (cont'd)
What if we come back on our next
layoff, in a few months?

She pulls back. Ugh, so much planning ahead-- Ben catches
the meaning of her withdrawal. He's frustrated.

INT. CABIN ON TRIANGLE LAKE, OREGON - MORNING

The KITCHEN. Morning seeps through the windows in the
coziest way possible.
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Bacon fries in a skillet. Pancakes cook on a griddle. A
beautiful stream of coffee pours into thick mug.

Hannah, in PJs and a hoodie, comes in bleary-eyed.

HANNAH
This smells amazing. Oh coffee, thank
god.

She cradles a steaming mug in her hands.

BEN
Dig in.

They sit and begin to eat... in silence. Until--

HANNAH
This is so good.

No response-- More eating and silence.

HANNAH (cont'd)
It's beautiful up here, Ben.

BEN
Mm hmm.

HANNAH
Is there some kind of lake house rule
that you don't talk during breakfast?

BEN
Nope.

HANNAH
Okay then. Is it--

BEN
It's nothing.

HANNAH
So we won't talk at all then?

Beat.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Fine. When I was growing up, my
parents were this amazing couple,
like they were almost one person. Pam
and Dave this, Pam and Dave that. It
made me so happy. And proud. I didn't
think of it that way as kid but that
feeling was there.
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Ben sets down his fork and listens.

HANNAH (cont'd)
My going away present for college was
them splitting up. I was crushed. I
still can't understand it. How could
that work for so long and just end?

BEN
Sometimes things do.

HANNAH
Was it a lie then, for my sake? And
if what I thought was a perfect
couple can't stay together, then how
can anyone else? Especially me.

BEN
Hannah, you're a totally different
person, not one of them--

HANNAH
You don't know. I came from them. And
it's only been a few months for us--

BEN
A few great months--

HANNAH
My last boyfriend and I were together
for two years. I thought that was
great until I go do a show in
Pennsylvania.

BEN
Did he?

HANNAH
Fuck yeah he did. I get back to my
hotel after a show and he's tagged in
all these photos on Facebook. Fucking
idiot. He and some nasty bitch at a
bar in the East Village.

BEN
Hannah--

HANNAH
Wait, listen. All the captions read
shit like So lucky and Love this man.
And the whole time I thought had
those same sentiments--
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BEN
Fuck him then. Hannah, I'm not that
guy.

HANNAH
How I feel isn't a switch. It's deep
in there and it may not change. And
you can't ask me to ignore that.

BACK TO TO BUFFALO.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

A KARAOKE party has broken out. Hannah has the mic and is
crushing What's Going On by 4 Non Blondes.

Ben pulls up a chair next to Gina and Keith. The couple are
shitty-drunk now.

GINA
Here. She got you a beer.

BEN
Thanks. Fuck, she is good.

KEITH
Yeah man. Bitches can sing--

GINA
Bitches???

Hannah is ramping up to the chorus, fucking killing it.

KEITH
I meant it as compliment--

GINA
Shut up, here we go--

On their feet-- Everybody joins in with Hannah-- Her voice
SOARS OVER THE ROOM-- It might as well be a concert.

Ben is floored.

A FEW MINUTES LATER-- A huge round of applause as Hannah
returns to the table. Ben stands and gives her a hug.

BEN
Holy shit. Where did that come from?

Gina and Keith high five her as she takes a seat.
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KEITH
Yeah Hannah.

GINA
Fuck yeah lady.

HANNAH
Feels good to let that out.

BEN
That was ridiculous.

GINA
My turn--

Gina slides back her chair, gets up and stumbles toward the
makeshift Karaoke stage.

Gina starts in on Son of a Preacher Man.

HANNAH
Did you hook up Mick?

BEN
Yup.

INT. BEN'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT [FLASHBACK]

Ben OPENS a box of CONDOMS, thinks for a moment, pulls off a
string of SIX and pockets them.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE MICK'S ROOM - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Mick anxiously awaits as Ben arrives for the delivery.

MICK
Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.

BEN
Here--

Ben pulls out the condoms and dangles them for Mick to see.

MICK
Six?

BEN
I don't know what you have going on
in there.

MICK
Six is way too ambitious.

Mick tears off one. Wait--
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MICK (cont'd)
Ah, maybe two.

He tears off another.

BACK TO SCENE.

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

BEN
He's packing and ready to roll.

KEITH
yelling upward( )

You get that Mick. You get that.

OVER TO THE BAR--

Gabby and AJ sit with drinks. Gina sings Son of Preacher Man
in the background-- It's fantastic-- but kinda slurred.

GABBY
It sounds like you're better off
without her. How's your birthday now?

And we see Gina, in the distance, FALL INTO THE KARAOKE
EQUIPMENT. She and the gear are piled on the floor.

AJ
re Gina( )

Wow. She is hammered.

GABBY
Okay, this party is getting old.

OVER TO GINA--

Keith pulls her out of the karaoke wreckage. It's a struggle
for both of them--

GINA
This floor sucks. I want to talk to
the manager.

KEITH
The floor is fine.

GINA
You're fine. Manager. Now.

KEITH
It's not the manager.
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GINA
What are you even talking about?

KEITH
There's no managing this floor. What
are you talking about?

They are helping each other to the elevators.

GINA
Don't you piss me off. You can't
handle this tonight.

KEITH
Oh, I can handle it.

GINA
You better put your mouth where your
junk where your money go--

HANNAH AND BEN AT THE TABLE--

BEN
They are an astounding couple.

HANNAH
I know. They bicker, fight, drink too
much but always look out for each
other. Kind of endearing.

BEN
No way I can go back to my room for a
while.

HANNAH
Yeah, sorry. They never go to my
room.

The shadow of a trio falls over the table. The Furies.

MARTIN
Time for a rematch girl.

HANNAH
You can't win.

The cast, crew, and musicians begin to circle the table.

And in the background we see Sammie and Prop Guy walk into
an elevator.

MARTIN
You got lucky last time.
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He pulls out a DECK OF CARDS and SHUFFLES it on the table.

HANNAH
My bank account got lucky.

MARTIN
You packing now?

HANNAH
In this dress? No, but I'm good for
it.

Martin PEELS FIVE $20s off a role and slaps them onto the
table.

BEN
Whoa, what is happening?

Dominique, the dancer, arrives and sets a tray full of shots
on the table.

HANNAH
Martin here--

MARTIN
That's Alecto, if you please.

HANNAH
No one remembers those Greek names--

MICHAEL
Blaspheme.

ANDRE
In the name of her holiness.

HANNAH
And you can't take Greek names and
then use Beyoncé as your Goddess.

MARTIN
Alecto, Magaera and Tisiphone, The
Furies, will rise up like Sasha
Fierce--

HANNAH
Okay, whatever. Bring it, bitch--

BEN
Bring what?

Martin sets the Deck on the table and sits across from
Hannah.

Michael pulls a card and holds it so Hannah can't see it.
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MICHAEL
Ladies first.

CLOSE ON: the Card. It's got a Shakespeare character, quote
and the title of the play on top.

MICHAEL (cont'd)
super dramatic( )

Tarry, rash wanton! Am not I thy
lord?

And suddenly Decker is a BOOKIE. She takes CASH BETS from
people, WHIPS out a NOTEPAD and SCRIBBLES down bets.

HANNAH
Oberon. Midsummer Night's Dream.

The CROWD CHEERS for Hannah. SOME GROAN. Cash changes hands.
Michael starts a DISCARD PILE next to the face down deck.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Drink up, Martin.

He takes offense at Martin, then slams a shot. Andre pulls
the next card and reads it aloud--

ANDRE
A plague on both your houses.

HANNAH
What is this, rigged?

Another round of betting via Decker.

MARTIN
If I may... Mercutio. Romeo and
Juliet.

HANNAH
Fine.

She slams back a shot.

LATER IN THE GAME NOW--

CLOSE ON: The table. The discard pile is high and Martin has
way more shot glasses next to him than Hannah.

ANDRE
How cheerfully on the false trail
they cry.

The crowd ooooooohs. Decker calls in bets and Martin--
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PAUSES. He's thinking hard. The crowd CHATTER gets LOUD.

MARTIN
Gimme a second--

 A HUSH falls over the company.

MARTIN (cont'd)
Tamora. Titus Andronicus.

HANNAH
Wrong motherfucker!

The crowd goes nuts. The gambling continues.

ANDRE
It's Gertrude, Hamlet.

Martin begrudgingly shoots his next shot.

HANNAH
Of course you don't know the lady
parts Martin.

Michael draws the next card--

MICHAEL
You play the spaniel, and think with
wagging of your tongue to win me.

BETS FLY.

No hesitation--

HANNAH
Henry the Eighth. From, you know,
King Henry the Eighth.

Beat.

MICHAEL
Yes.

Martin pounds yet another shot. He's in rough shape--

HANNAH
We can end this Martin.

MARTIN
Double or nothing.

HANNAH
On what?
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MARTIN
Double or nothing. You in?

HANNAH
Fine. I'm in.

He peels off another stack of $20s for the pot.

MARTIN
Act and scene. Last quote.

Hannah puts her head down. Oh shit, does she know it?

Slowly her head comes up. Stone cold--

HANNAH
Act five, scene two.

MICHAEL
Wrong. Scene three.

Martin slaps his hand on the cash. Hannah SLAMS hers down on
top of his.

HANNAH
Bullshit. That card is wrong.

MARTIN
You gotta lose with a little dignity
sister.

HANNAH
The hell I do. Somebody check a
fucking book.

Out of nowhere, Maggie pulls out a HUGE Complete Works of
Shakespeare BOOK. Whips it open and scans the page.

Maggie-- MUMBLE, MUMBLE. MUMBLE.

MAGGIE
Here we go--

HANNAH
What?

MAGGIE
She's right.

HELL YEAH! The crowd goes nuts. Hannah scoops up the cash
and counts out the $200.

69.



BEN
Who are you?

INT. MICK'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

He and Abigail are under the covers. The pizza box and
Abigail's bag are still on the bed.

Mick unwraps and puts on the condom. Abigail crawls on top
of him. Then stops--

ABIGAIL
One more thing.

She reaches over and digs around in her bag for a sec.

ABIGAIL (cont'd)
There we go--

She pulls out BLACK HORN RIMMED GLASSES and slides them onto
Mick's face. He's surprisingly Damon Lindelof-esque.

MICK
What the--

ABIGAIL
Shhhh---

She mounts him.

ABIGAIL (cont'd)
Tell me more about Lost.

MICK
Really?

She's begins riding him.

ABIGAIL
Yes. Tell me more about Lost, Damon.

MICK
Damon?

She halts and slams his shoulders into the bed.

ABIGAIL
You fuck me Damon Lindelof. Fuck me
hard. Tell me about Lost. Tell me
about the numbers on the hatch.

Mick catches on. He's game. He begins moving her hips--
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MICK
Four, eight, fifteen, sixteen,
twenty-three, forty-two--

INT. HOTEL BUFFALO LOBBY BAR - NIGHT

AT THE BAR. Hannah pounds a glass of water as Ben looks on. 

Decker sits nearby with a new pint of Jager, making notes on
her bookie notepad. A stack of cash next to her.

Male Bartender approaches--

HANNAH
Can I get another water?

MALE BARTENDER
Sure.

HANNAH
Dangers of shot based gambling.

BEN
Where did you learn all of that?

HANNAH
I have a dark secret... I read all
the time and am a fanatical
Shakespeare nerd.

BEN
Me too. I love books. Some of my best
friends are books.

HANNAH
Do you ever find yourself in the
middle of three books at once and one
of them is always Shakespeare?

BEN
Not so much with the Shakespeare--

Maggie slides in between them.

HANNAH
Hey Mags, how you doing?

She's still sipping whiskey, HOLDS A GREETING CARD ENVELOPE
IN THE OTHER HAND and like Hannah, Ben and most others now,
is, at minimum, tipsy.
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MAGGIE
Not too bad. It's time, come on.

HANNAH
What?

MAGGIE
Follow me.

Maggie crosses to a large group gathering in front of the
elevators. The Furies, Dominique, Jackson, etc. Really
anyone at the party except--

Notably missing: Gabby & AJ, Gina & Keith, Shep, Mick &
Abigail, and Charlie & Quince.

BEN
Should we?

HANNAH
After you. Decker, you wanna join?

DECKER
My time in this debacle has ended.
Cheers.

She gulps a mouthful of Jager.

INT. ELEVATOR - MINUTES LATER.

The group pours into the elevators-- The Furies, Jackson,
others, along with-- Hannah, pressed against the wall. Ben
close to her.

He turns to face the door, gets bumped backward into
Hannah-- Her arms embrace him from behind to balance him--

She clings to him for a moment-- Did she just smell his
cologne/scent?

BEN
Oh sorry-- You okay?

He steps out of her arms.

HANNAH
I'm good. There's got to be too many
people in here.

Close on Hannah. She's surprised herself. Did she like it?
She leans in again, close to Ben. The doors close and--
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INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

MARTIN
soft and sweetly( )

Hey Ben...

BEN
Yeah Martin.

MARTIN
Hannah, tell this man my name is
Alecto--

MICHAEL
Magaera--

ANDRE
Tisiphone.

It pulls Hannah out of her revelation--

HANNAH
Uh, you can call him Martin. And
Michael. And Andre.

MARTIN
sigh( )

Fine, but just this once. Anyway,
word on the street is you're packing
protection.

BEN
Who told you that?

MARTIN
I asked around and eventually little
ol' Mick pointed me in your
direction.

BEN
How am I the only guy on this tour
with a stash of condoms?

JACKSON
You're the only guy on this tour not
burning through his stash. Ha, get
it. Burn. So many levels.

MARTIN
Ben, I need this man.

BEN
Okay, sure.
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He's digs condoms out of his pocket in the packed elevator.

MARTIN
I'll take two, please.

HANNAH
Who? Wait, I don't need to know.

JACKSON
Burn. Hahahahaha. I'm so good.

No one laughs with him. Martin pats him on the cheek.

MARTIN
That's okay punkin'.

INT. HALLWAY - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Multiple elevators open and the party spills out into the
hallway.

MAGGIE
whispering( )

We have to be very, very quiet

The group follows MAGGIE to the end of the hall. CLOSE ON:
room number: Suite 818.

They huddle in front of the door. MAGGIE fumbles in her
pocket looking for something.

MAGGIE (cont'd)
whispering( )

Hang on a sec.

On Hannah: Something has happened in the last few minutes.
She bites her lip a little, thinks for a moment and--

She puts an ARM AROUND BEN'S WAIST-- He reaches back and
RUBS HER THIGH. 

The Furies notice-- And judge between themselves.

QUINCE (O.S.)
What are we doing out here?

Ben and Hannah, self-conscious, abruptly un-grope.

The group turn and SHUSH Quince, still hangin' onto his
whiskey bottle. Where did he come from?
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QUINCE
whispering( )

Sorry. What are we doing?

JACKSON
Sammie and Prop Guy are in there.

Maggie pulls out her key card and holds it in the air.

MAGGIE
softly( )

Remember, we get in and everyone
yells congratulations or happy lay or
something fun.

Hannah pulls the back of Ben's shirt, slowly tugging him
away from the group.

He walks backwards-- Easy does it-- Nice and quiet-- Clear
of the group now. Everyone else is focused on MAGGIE. 

CLOSE ON: A Door with a STAIRS PLACARD on it.

Hannah pulls him into the stairwell. Fury 3 catches the last
glimpse of them as the door closes.

INT. STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS

Hannah throws Ben against the wall, kissing him. She is
drunk, aggressive, and has made up her mind.

BEN
Are you sure?

HANNAH
This is between you and me. Just us.
Got it?

BEN
Got it.

HANNAH
Now pretend you're a local and we'll
never see each other again in the
morning.

Ben doesn't reply but matches her intensity.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Maggie slides her card into the door and quietly opens it.
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INT. MAGGIE'S SUITE - CONTINUOUS

The group bursts in on--

Sammie standing on the bed wearing a negligee, SCREAMING AND
CRYING--

SAMMIE
Why won't you fuck me? Just tell me.
Why won't you fuck me?

 at PROP GUY. He is HUDDLED in a chair.

PROP GUY
You. Have. Problems.

Sammie looks at the gawking group. She is MORTIFIED.

The group backs out into the hallway. Maggie pulls the door
shut behind her. And the group--

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

ERUPTS INTO LAUGHTER. Except Maggie--

MAGGIE
Guys no, no. Guys--

Sammie SLAMS OPEN THE DOOR and TEARS OUT OF THE ROOM. She
races through the gauntlet--

MAGGIE (cont'd)
Sammie, I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. We
wanted to congratulate you.

But Sammie is off to the end of the hall. She can't get her
own room door opened fast enough before she runs inside.

Maggie holds up her envelope.

MAGGIE (cont'd)
Shit. I even bought them a card.

INT. STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS

The hallway laughter distracts Ben--

BEN
What is going on out there?
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HANNAH
I don't care.

Good enough for Ben. And they dive back into each other.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

The crowd DISPERSES toward the elevators, FULL OF CHATTER
AND LAUGHTER. Maggie to anyone who will listen--

MAGGIE
That did not go the way I thought. I
was really pulling for Prop Guy too.

The Group spills back into the elevators, laughing,
gossiping. We may not catch it in the bustle but did Martin
just pat Jackson's ass as he walked into the elevator?

The Furies don't enter but move on down the hall, whispering
to each other. They stop at Sammie's door.

INT. SAMMIE'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Sammie mopes on her bed. Fury 2 and 3 flank her, the worst
consoling ever--

FURY 2
Maybe you're just not right for him.

FURY 3
Maybe you could've done more. Who
knows honey.

She curls into a ball. This isn't helping her.

And in the corner, Fury 1 is on the room phone--

INT. GABBY'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - CONTINUOUS

Gabby sits at the desk on the phone--

GABBY
Where? (beat) Thanks. (beat) Don't
move.

Over to her bed-- AJ sits quietly in his boxers.
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INT. STAIRWELL - NIGHT

Hannah and Ben are still going at it, hard--

The stairwell door FLIES OPEN. Gabby STORMS IN. Hannah and
Ben, busted, slowly un-entwine--

BEN
Uh, hey Gabby.

Gabby is mad for a sec, then clamps it down. She must be the
winner here--

GABBY
Good for you two. You know Ben, I've
been sick of you for a while now.
Thanks for taking him off my hands.

HANNAH
Er, sure thing.

GABBY
Ben, condom, now please.

BEN
What?

GABBY
Martin told me.

HANNAH
For AJ?

GABBY
It's the whiskey or maybe I feel
sorry for him. Whatever. It's none of
your business.

Ben turns to Hannah, he's trying not to laugh. She's trying
hard not to let it out too.

He digs the last two condoms out of his pocket.

BEN
You, uh, want two?

GABBY
Ew, you know I never do it twice.

Gabby grabs a condom, turns, NO GOODBYE, and walks away.

The stairwell door closes and the couple let out a ROAR OF
LAUGHTER.
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HANNAH
laughing( )

Is that a pity fuck?

BEN
Hardcore pity fuck.

They laugh for another moment and then--

HANNAH
Welp, so much for secrecy. You still
wanna?

BEN
Hell yeah. One left for us.

He holds up his last condom.

INT. GABBY'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Gabby storms back into her room and straight to her desk.
Whips open her laptop. iTunes is open.

She pulls up Depeche Mode: Speak & Spell. Hits play and
turns to AJ, still in his boxers on the bed.

GABBY
Depeche Mode, first album.

And she holds up the condom.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE HANNAH'S ROOM - LATER

Ben has his arms around Hannah from behind. She is about to
open the door. Except--

HANNAH
Shit. I don't have my key.

BEN
My room's not an option. Get a new
key at the front desk?

HANNAH
Oh, that's such a hassle. I just want
to tear your clothes off and...

We look to the end of the hall. FITNESS CENTER.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Come on.
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She grabs his hand and pulls toward the Fitness Center.

INT. HALLWAY OUT FITNESS CENTER - A FEW SECONDS LATER

Ben slides his key card into the door. IT LIGHTS UP GREEN.
He pulls open the door and they stumble inside.

INT. FITNESS CENTER - CONTINUOUS

A typical gym in a nice hotel. Out the large windows we see
a bit of the snow covered OUTDOOR POOL AREA.

Hannah drags him to a workout bench. Ben lays on it and she
straddles him.

She leans down and kisses Ben. BZZT, BZZT, BZZT--

HANNAH
Ignore it.

Relentless buzzing as they make out through the distraction
until--

HANNAH (cont'd)
Jesus, answer it.

BEN
Fuck. Sorry.

Ben pulls out his phone. CLOSE ON: phone. INCOMING CALL -
GINA.

Hannah slides off him and paces in the background as Ben
takes the call.

BEN
Hello?

HANNAH
I wait and wait and wait.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE BEN'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Gina, still drunk. Her hair is super sexed up and her
clothes are mostly back on. She's frantic--

GINA
Ben, I gotta get back into your room.
Right now.

INTERCUT WITH BEN AND HANNAH--
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BEN
Slow down. Are you okay?

HANNAH
Then I finally decide: This
guy is hot.

GINA
I'm fine. Totally fine. But I left
something in your room. I've gotta
find it.

BEN
Where's Keith? Have him let
you back in.

HANNAH
Months on this fucking tour.
Haven't had sex once--

GINA
He blacked out during round three.
Won't answer. You've gotta let me in.
Where are you?

BEN
With Hannah.

HANNAH
And now I throw myself out
there--

GINA
Ha. Yeah you are. But first you gotta
let me in. It can't wait.

BEN
Why?

HANNAH
I look good tonight. He
seems into it--

GINA
Get up here. I'll explain but you've
got to let me in now.

BEN
Fine, fine. On my way.

HANNAH
Sometimes you just need a
dick.

He slaps his phone shut. He races over, kisses Hannah then--

BEN
I'll be back super fast. Wait here.
(kiss) Please wait here. (kiss) Maybe
I'll stay--

HANNAH
Go. (kiss) Hurry back.

INT. MICK'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Mick lies next to Abigail. The GLASSES sit on the night
stand. Next to the second unused condom.
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She's not yet sated and starts kissing his neck and ears.

MICK
Good thing I got two.

JUMP AHEAD: to them going at it. Mick on top this time. He
stops.

He grabs the GLASSES, puts them on Abigail and starts slowly 
thrusting.

MICK (cont'd)
Tell me more about Lost... Damon.

INT. BEN'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - A FEW MINUTES LATER

BEN'S POV as he and Gina come in: This room is FUCKING
ANNIHILATED. A broken lamp, chair overturned. A BIG PICTURE
FRAME near the window hangs ASKEW.

Ben's BED looks like a GODDAMN MURDER SCENE. RED HAND PRINTS
streak down the mirror above the headboard.

On top of the other bed, closer to the window, is Keith--
out cold, naked, face down.

BEN
Ah, come on, my bed?

GINA
proud( )

Maybe our best night ever.

Gina starts searching the room for something.

BEN
Ew, on your period.

GINA
You can't stop passion.

Ben leans against the desk. His hand rests on--

BEN
Gaaaaaaaagh.

Keith's underwear. Seems less gross by the window-- he moves
over there. Gina is still frantically searching.

GINA
Fuck. Where is it?
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BEN
What? What are you looking for?

GINA
It's, I don't wanna, fuck. Okay. You
can't be grossed out.

BEN
I can't be more grossed out.

GINA
When we started making love--

BEN
This room doesn't scream love Gina--

GINA
Fine, we fucked. Super hard. But when
we started I had to take out--

BEN
Oh no no no.

He covers his ears.

GINA
My tampon.

BEN
No. God no. No, no, no.

GINA
And I don't know where it went. He
can't wake up and find it.

BEN
I can't be awake and find it.

GINA
Help me look and you can get out of
here.

INT. FITNESS CENTER - NIGHT

Hannah looks out the window onto the pool area, the snow
still falls. It's heavy but serene.

HANNAH
It's so pretty.

She hurries over to the POOL AREA DOOR. Wait--
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Back over to the free weights-- grabs one-- ugh, wow that
one's heavy-- grabs another and then back to the door.

She opens the door-- props it open with the weight and steps
into the snowfall.

EXT. POOL AREA - CONTINUOUS

She wraps her arms around herself for warmth and tries to
catch snowflakes in her mouth.

INT. BEN'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - CONTINUOUS

The search continues. Ben leans down to look under Keith's
bed, trying to avoid Keith's nakedness.

BEN
Please don't be down here. Please
don't be down here--

Gina is crawling around near the window.

GINA
Suck it up Ben. You think this is how
I want to end a booze fueled sex
bender? Do you?

Gina stands up-- her back hits the ASKEW PICTURE FRAME. IT
SWINGS BACK AND FORTH AGAINST THE WALL.

As she moves toward Ben's NIGHTMARISH BED SITUATION--

BEN
You're sure you didn't flush it?

Back on: the picture frame. STILL SWINGING.

GINA (O.S.)
No chance. Look under the other side
here.

BEN (O.S.)
Ugh. Fine. Please don't be here.
Please don't be here.

STILL SWINGING... AND IT FALLS OFF THE WALL and SLAMS INTO A
LAMP PLUG IN A SOCKET. BZZZZZT!!!

SPARKS FLY OUT-- the curtains IGNITE-- FIRE.

Back on Ben and Gina trolling for the tampon under the bed--
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BEN
I don't think it's here.

GINA
Keep looking. It's around here
somewhere--

BACK TO THE FIRE-- BOOSH-- It leaps up the curtains-- Jumps
to a nearby SOFA CHAIR, which ERUPTS INTO FLAMES.

GINA (O.S.)
We started by the door. He tore my
shirt off. I tried to straddle--

BEN (O.S.)
Don't you dare relive it out loud.

Back on Ben--

BEN
Is it in the--

Who stands and sees-- the far side of the room ABLAZE.

BEN (cont'd)
Fuck, Gina. Fire.

She stands and sees it too--

GINA
Oh shit.

The fire creeps along the SOFA CHAIR TOWARDS KEITH'S BED.

EXT. SWIMMING POOL AREA - CONTINUOUS

Hannah catches one, then another of the snowflakes.

HANNAH
Mmmm. Brrrr.

She twirls in place. POV: Mid-twirl.  A HUDDLED MASS in the
corner. What the???

Hannah stops short and looks at the HUDDLED--

HANNAH (cont'd)
Oh god--

PERSON. BARE LEGS POKE OUT from UNDER A PARKA. Hannah creeps
over and before she gets too close--

85.



The person LOOKS UP-- it's SAMMIE. She JABS with big steak
knife--

SAMMIE
Don't. Just don't. Stay back.

Skidding to a halt--

HANNAH
Whoa, whoa, whoa. What the fuck?

Sammie stands, and waves the knife at Hannah--

SAMMIE
I will take you first and me right
after.

Hannah calms. She takes a cautious step forward--

HANNAH
Sammie, can we put that down and
talk? Maybe inside?

SAMMIE
Stop it. (beat) He didn't want me,
Hannah.

HANNAH
Sometimes they don't. But you've got
to move on and live with that--

SAMMIE
No, I don't. Besides you fucking hate
me too. Leave me alone and let this
happen.

HANNAH
I don't hate--

Sammie swings the knife at Hannah--

SAMMIE
You absolutely hate me.

Hannah hops back and avoids the blow.

HANNAH
You fucked my friend to get ahead and
maybe wrecked his career for good--

SAMMIE
He lied to me.
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HANNAH
No, he didn't. We both know that. But
let's focus on you out here in the
cold with that big ol' knife.

Sammie backs away from her towards the door--

SAMMIE
Prop Guy should want this.

She pulls flings open her parka, revealing her negligee-clad
self-- her knife still at the ready.

SAMMIE (cont'd)
And he doesn't. Jackson didn't
either. He couldn't even stay the
night.

HANNAH
He sucks Sammie. You can see that.

SAMMIE
Even The Furies think it's my fault
Prop Guy doesn't want me--

HANNAH
Did they tell you that? Fuck them.
Fuck all three of them. They live to
cause drama. (beat) There's so much
in front of you--

INT. FITNESS CENTER - CONTINUOUS

Quince stumbles out of the women's bathroom, with his best
friend, Mr. Whiskey Bottle in hand.

He sees the propped open door. What's going on out there?

EXT. POOL AREA - CONTINUOUS

Hannah takes another small step closer. And Sammie retreats
further toward the door--

HANNAH
If you go through with whatever
bullshit this is--

Hannah takes another step closer. She's gonna make a move.
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HANNAH (cont'd)
Then you don't get to do all the
things you want, experience anything
else. Find that special person who's
right for you and maybe it's not Prop
Guy--

She takes another step closer to Sammie--

SAMMIE
Stop Hannah. I will fucking cut you--

Hannah calmly inches closer--

SAMMIE (cont'd)
I will CUT YOU--

HANNAH
Sammie, sometimes we pick the wrong
person and it doesn't work out. But
you have to give yourself the chance
to find the right one.

Quince rolls into view behind Sammie--

QUINCE
drunk exuberance( )

Well hello ladies--

Sammie turns her head to look at him and Hannah DIVES AT
her-- Tries to grab her wrist and TACKLES HER-- into Quince.

The trio fall into tangled heap. One of them SCREAMS OUT IN
PAIN--

TO THE ROAD TRIP.

INT. CAR - EARLY MORNING

Interstate 5, a rural patch a couple hours south of Seattle.

Ben fidgets next to Hannah as she drives. He's tense.

HANNAH
How much farther to Seattle?

BEN
A couple hours.
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HANNAH
Ben, you have got to lighten up.
We've got three more days together on
this trip. (beat) Or would you rather
I take an early flight?

BEN
No.

HANNAH
What do want then?

BEN
I want... I wanted a week away from
all the bullshit that comes with our
jobs. Just the two of doing stuff on
our own--

HANNAH
And we are--

BEN
But I don't think you are doing it
for the same reasons as me.

HANNAH
I'm sorry. Was there an expectation
conversation I missed before we left?

BEN
Stop the car.

HANNAH
What?

BEN
Pull over. Let me out.

HANNAH
Ben, hold on. It takes me a while--

BEN
No. Now. Let me out of this car. Pull
over.

HANNAH
But listen to me for a sec--

BEN
Now Hannah.

HANNAH
Fine--

89.



Gravel and dust pop up as she pulls onto the dirt shoulder--
Ben HEAVES open the door and GETS OUT.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Really? Where are you going?

He starts walking up the side of the highway.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Do you have some other secret cabin
up here?

She yells out the door at him as the car begins to creep
along behind him, door still open.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Ah, come on Ben. Wait--

Ben, HANDS IN POCKETS, mopes along, quickening his pace.

BEN
Leave it alone for minute Hannah, I'm
serious.

Hannah leans farther over to the passenger side. The car
picks up a little speed--

HANNAH
Ben wait. Hold on. I--

The car is almost at him. Hannah leans over even more.

HANNAH (cont'd)
I think I figured it out why--

CLOSE ON: Her right foot. It slips off the brake and jams on
the accelerator--

The car JERKS FORWARD. THE DOOR SLAMS into Ben from BEHIND--
It DRIVES HIM FACE FIRST INTO THE DIRT.

HANNAH (O.S.)
Ben. Oh fuck. Ben. Ben.

And we JUMP BACK TO BUFFALO.

INT. BEN'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

The room BURNS. Gina is panicked.

GINA
Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck--
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BEN
We gotta get Keith.

They race to Keith's bed and grab a leg and an arm. They
drag him off the bed and he THUDS on the floor.

BEN (cont'd)
Shit. Sorry man. Help me get him up.

WHOOSH. The FIRE LEAPS onto KEITH'S BED.

They lift Keith off the floor-- Gina loses control and
Keith's weight and junk flop onto Ben.

BEN (cont'd)
Ohhhhh. God. Okay.

GINA
Sorry.

She drapes Keith's arm around her shoulder and she and Ben
make for the door.

The trio reach the door and stuck to the middle of it is--

GINA'S USED TAMPON.

BEN
Oh come on--

GINA
Right. That makes sense.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE BEN'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Ben and Gina drag Keith and his nakedness down the hall.

BEN
I've got him. You go find a fire
alarm.

Gina lets go of Keith. His body slumps onto Ben again.

BEN (cont'd)
Ew. God dammit.

He drags Keith toward an elevator-- Gina hurries ahead,
looking for a fire alarm.

Gina pulls a FIRE ALARM. BWEEEOOO BWEEEOO BWEEEOO-- Ben
slumps Keith by the elevator.
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BEN (cont'd)
Start banging on doors. Meet you back
here.

The two RACE OFF in opposite directions.

INT. ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

It's empty. We hear it grind to a halt.

INT. ANOTHER ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

Decker, alone, counting her bookie earnings. Her elevator
grinds to a halt too. She pauses her counting--

DECKER
The fuck?

She leans against a wall, resumes her counting.

DECKER (cont'd)
Whatever.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Gina, BANGS on a door--

GINA
Fire. Fire.

Ben doing the same at the other end of the hall--

BEN
Fire. Hey, get out.

More Gina doing the same. FIRE. Then back on Ben. FIRE.
Company members open their doors and creep into the hall.

Gina bangs on one more door-- It swings wide open--

INT. JACKSON'S ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - CONTINUOUS

Martin and Jackson are NAKED. And Martin has Jackson bent
over a bed-- PLOWING THE SHIT OUT OF HIM.

GINA
No way--

Jackson panics.
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JACKSON
I thought you locked it--

MARTIN
Oh you know you wanted someone to
find out--

GINA
Fire, you guys. Get out. There's a
fire.

She races back down the hallway--

GINA (cont'd)
Oh, so many flaming jokes.

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Smoke fills the hallway. Ben makes it back to the elevator
and Keith. Mick & Abigail and some others show up.

Ben furiously hits the button. Gina arrives--

GINA
You are not gonna believe what I
just--

Jackson and Martin arrive in towels. Before anyone can say
anything--

JACKSON
defiant( )

What?

Martin gently rubs his shoulder.

MARTIN
It's okay pooh bear.

The gathered group smirks at that.

BEN
to Gina( )

I've got get down to Hannah's floor.
She's in the gym.

GINA
Okay, we'll grab Keith and meet you
in the lobby.

The elevator door opens. Ben takes a step in-- It's a giant,
gaping shaft. NO ELEVATOR--
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Ben falls in-- TIME SLOWS-- He's grasping at anything,
everything--

THE GATHERED CROWD: No! Ben! Oh no!

CLOSE ON: His hands as the latch on to Jackson's towel--

Yes. Safe. Ben slams into the side of the shaft-- and
hangs--

BEN
Pull me up.

THE CROWD lets out a collective sigh of relief.

BACK ON HIS HANDS: As the TOWEL RIPS off Jackson--

Ben FLAILS and GRASPS for the only option left-- JACKSON'S
GIANT COCK--

Ben TWO-HANDS it, Jackson CLAMPS A HAND over Ben's,(so his
dick doesn't tear off?) and STRAINS in the doorway--

BEN (cont'd)
repulsed, panicked( )

Oh god oh god. 

This might be Jackson's shining moment of glory though.

JACKSON
gritted teeth( )

Everyone knows you take the stairs in
an emergency. Come on Conan. You got
this--

BEN
You named your dick Conan?

JACKSON
The Barbarian. Who else could save
your life right now?

Ben looks sick as he hangs on for dear life.

JACKSON (cont'd)
Guys, Conan can't do this on his
own--

Mick and Martin pull Jackson backward which lifts Ben up--
Gina and Abigail snag Ben by his shirt and drag him up and
out of the shaft.
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Jackson stands naked, proud as can be. Ben literally shakes
off his grossed-outedness.

BEN
recovering( )

Thanks Jackson.

JACKSON
Thank Conan.

Ben wipes his hands repeatedly on his trousers--

BEN
Nuh uh. 

Then SPEEDS OFF TOWARD A STAIRWELL.

EXT. POOL AREA - CONTINUOUS

Still on the ground, Hannah wrestles Sammie and the two fall
into the SNOW-FILLED POOL.

SAMMIE
Oooooof.

Snow POOFS into the air as they hit the bottom. Hannah lands
on top and PUNCHES Sammie in the face. And we--

Jump up to the pool deck and Quince-- on his back, moaning
in pain but still clutching his bottle.

CLOSE ON: his abdomen and the knife sticking out of it.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE FITNESS CENTER - MOMENTS LATER

Ben rockets out of the stairwell into the hall. Still wiping
his hands on his pants.

He digs out his key card and swipes on the fitness center
door.

INT. FITNESS CENTER - CONTINUOUS

Ben runs in.

BEN
Hannah?

BEN POV: He sees Quince laying in the snow on the pool deck.
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And runs out to him--

EXT. POOL AREA - CONTINUOUS

Ben gets to Quince and sees the knife--

BEN
Quince, oh man--

QUINCE
She stabbed me? What the fuck?

Ben kneels to his side--

BEN
Jesus man, who stabbed you?

IN THE POOL. Amidst the snow wrestling-- Sammie gets in a
punch of her own--

SAMMIE
Fuck you Hannah Marks--

It's knocks Hannah off her and gets Ben's attention--

Ben scrambles to the side of the pool. Sees the girls--

BEN
Hannah--

Hannah is down. She doesn't look at him as Sammie charges--

HANNAH
Check on Quince.

And throws an elbow into Sammie's mid-section. It drops her.

Ben hustles back to Quince's side.

BEN
Hold on, Quince. Lemme take at look
here--

QUINCE
What is there to look at? There's a
knife in me. IN ME, BEN.

BEN
Okay, take it easy. Let's see what we
can do--

Ben is already taking off his shirt.
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BACK IN THE POOL. Hannah is back on top of Sammie, fist
raised--

HANNAH
Look what being selfish gets you--

And she swings down on Sammie, who blocks it with her arms.

SAMMIE
I'm not your problem--

She's struggles to shove Hannah off her-- Hannah finally
lands a blow on Sammie's cheek.

BACK WITH BEN AND QUINCE-- (fight noises come from the pool)

Ben has his shirt off, at the ready, and one hand on the
knife. The other braced on Quince's stomach--

BEN
You ready? Take a big breath--

QUINCE
Wait wait wait. Shouldn't we leave it
in?

BEN
No, we should get it out.

QUINCE
I don't know man. I saw this thing
once and they said leave it in.

BEN
Shit, I don't know. Your call.

QUINCE
Oh fuck, it hurts. Uh-- Uh-- okay,
okay. Get it out.

Ben YANKS OUT the knife.

QUINCE (cont'd)
Gaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaagh--

There's a LOT of blood--

BEN
Shit, I think we should've left it
in.

He clamps his shirt onto the wound.
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IN THE POOL-- Hannah rains down another blow on Sammie--

SAMMIE
Stop it. Just leave me alone. Let me
do it--

HANNAH
Things. Aren't. That bad.

yelling up to Ben( )
Ben, is he? Is Quince--

BEN (O.S.)
I got the knife out.

HANNAH
Aren't you supposed to leave those
things in? God dammit Sammie.

She pulls back to smack Sammie again-- Sammie WHIMPERS--
Pity takes over and Hannah stops her barrage.

ON BEN AND QUINCE--

BEN
Hold tight. We'll get you help.

to Hannah( )
We've gotta get downstairs. There's a
fire.

IN THE POOL--

HANNAH
Where?

BEN (O.S.)
My room. It was spreading fast.

HANNAH
Are Gina and Keith okay?

She stands and half drags a WHIMPERING Sammie to the shallow
end by her parka hood.

BEN
Yeah.

HANNAH
Did they start it?

She can see Ben and Quince now.

BEN
Sort of.
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HANNAH
I can see that.

INT. STAIRWELL - A FEW MINUTES LATER

The fire alarms BLARES. Hannah hurries behind a DESPONDENT
Sammie and they descend. Sammie's face is beat up.

SAMMIE
I'm sorry I stabbed you.

Behind them, Ben helps Quince down the stairs. Ben's shirt
is a makeshift wrap/bandage.

QUINCE
You stabbed me.

SAMMIE
I'm so sorry I stabbed you.

QUINCE
You fucking stabbed me.

INT. LOBBY, HOTEL BUFFALO - A FEW MINUTES LATER

COMMOTION-- FIREMEN RACE IN AND OUT-- PARAMEDICS have a
TRIAGE AREA in the ATRIUM NEAR THE BAR-- Folks are being
treated for smoke inhalation. POLICEMAN here and there.

The ENTIRE COMPANY TROUPE is here now in various states of
sobriety and clothing. As well as other hotel patrons.

JORSTEN, the night desk clerk, is trying to direct traffic--

JORSTEN
To the left, to the left--

THE FURIES
singing a la Beyoncé( )

Everything you own in the
box to the left--

JORSTEN
I need all guests over on
this side--

JORSTEN
No. No. Not in a box. Just to the
left.

Hannah, Sammie, Ben and Quince burst out of a stairwell into
the Lobby.

A Fireman passes them, speaks into his walkie--
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FIREMAN
Yes. Contained on the seventh floor--

Ben, shouldering Quince--

BEN
I need help here.

A paramedic bolts over and helps Ben lay Quince down.

Hannah has an iron grip on Sammie's parka--

HANNAH
yelling( )

Maggie. Where's Maggie?

Maggie hears her across the lobby and pushes through the
clamor-- She sees Quince--

MAGGIE
Oh my God. What happened?

HANNAH
Sammie did.

Sammie hangs her head as Hannah launches into her story,
still clutching Sammie's arm.

INT. GAS STATION BATHROOM, SOUTH OF SEATTLE - MORNING

CLOSE ON: Ben's forehead as his finger digs a small piece of
gravel out of scrape-- We hear him wince a little--

Pull back and we see the the left side of his forehead is
scratched up. Bleeding lightly. His clothes are dirty and
his elbow is scratched up too.

Ben wets some paper towels and cleans off his cuts. He puts
some extra paper towels into his pocket.

INT. RENTAL CAR, AT A GAS STATION PUMP - A FEW MINUTES LATER

Hannah waits in the driver's seat as Ben climbs back in--

HANNAH
I am so, so sorry. Again. Really. My
foot slipped and--

BEN
It's fine. I'm okay.
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HANNAH
You're sure you're--

BEN
Hannah, give me a moment. Seattle.
Let's just get to Seattle.

Hannah purses her lips and throws the little car into
drive--

HANNAH
Seattle it is.

EXT. PIKE PLACE MARKET, SEATTLE - LATE MORNING

We follow Hannah and Ben as they walk into the into the
Farmer's Market section, under the famous sign--

INT. PIKE PLACE MARKET, SEATTLE - CONTINUOUS

They both have coffee as they stroll through the already
crowded halls. Ben still mopes--

HANNAH
depricating( )

Look, if hitting up the first
Starbucks ever with this prize
(gestures to herself) doesn't work,
then I don't know what's gonna cheer
you up.

BEN
I'm fine--

They are passing the Fish Market and a giant salmon zips in
front of Hannah's face-- A Monger catches it to cheers from
the passers-by--

HANNAH
Holy shit. That's awesome. Did you
see that?

BEN
I saw--

HANNAH
That giant fish shot right in front
of me! I love this place.

They stop and watch as more fish are chucked over--
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HANNAH (cont'd)
Come on Ben. What else can I--

Hannah lets out a GIANT SNEEZE-- ACHOOOOO-- and immediately
covers her nose and mouth. It's a mess up in there.

BEN
Bless you.

HANNAH
covered nose( )

Hold please--

She hands him her coffee--

HANNAH (cont'd)
Do you have any tissue?

BEN
Yeah.

CLOSE ON: his hands, each holding a coffee--

BEN (cont'd)
Hold please.

And he passes hers back-- Ben digs the extra paper towels
from the gas station out of his pocket.

Hannah makes an awkward one-handed exchange-- her coffee,
once again, for the paper towels.

She tries to discreetly get the towels up to her nose
without Ben seeing the mess.

It breaks his mood and he smiles as she cleans herself up.
She finishes and chucks the yucky remains in a nearby trash.

HANNAH
seeing Ben lighten( )

There you are.

BEN
softened( )

Here I am.

He hands her coffee back. Hard to tell at this moment but
she's got a little something stuck in her nose still--

A bat in the cave. A nose goblin. A hard boog--

HANNAH
Ben, can we--

102.



BEN
I'm good.

HANNAH
No listen, please.

The crowd pours around them. Fish zip through the air.

BEN
resigned( )

Okay.

We push in just a little. Oh yeah, definitely something in
that nostril.

HANNAH
I wanted to tell you that I figured
it out, right before I hit you with
the car...

And we fade back to the hotel as Hannah opens up to Ben--

INT. LOBBY, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

The fire is out. The fire and emergency people are leaving.

HANNAH (V.O.)
I get it now. We are not like them.
Not like any of the people we work
and tour with.

Abigail is saying goodbye to Mick. She's writes her number
down on paper and hands it to him. And then the Damon
Lindelof glasses.

HANNAH (V.O.) (cont'd)
They all have their agreements as
couples, whatever those are. 

Jorsten give AJ a blanket. He takes it to Gabby, on a bench
and wraps it around her.

HANNAH (V.O.) (cont'd)
For better or worse.

Gina cinches up a hotel bathrobe around a groggy Keith. 

GINA
You're an idiot.

And she kisses him.
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Paramedics wheel Quince on a stretcher toward the front
door. Charlie rails at him as he moves along--

CHARLIE
I came all the way up here to see you
and you're at the pool with those two
bitches?

QUINCE
I got stabbed!

CHARLIE
God I love you baby.

And the Paramedics wheel Quince out the front door.

INT. PIKE PLACE MARKET, SEATTLE - CONTINUOUS

And we keep pushing in on Hannah's nose, closer and closer.

HANNAH
And I realized that we aren't my
parents or my last relationship.
Well, I am part of that but with you
it's all new. And that's it Ben. It's
new. We, as a couple, have never
existed in the world before so why
doubt that? Or discourage it? And
then it hit me.

SUPER CLOSE ON THE BOOG NOW.

HANNAH (cont'd)
I love you.

And over to Ben.

BEN
You've got a--

He points to his own nostril.

HANNAH
What? A...

She covers her nose.

HANNAH (cont'd)
Oh no. Oh god.

Ben hands her more paper towels. She's so embarrassed.
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HANNAH (cont'd)
Oh jesus--

She blows her nose--

HANNAH (cont'd)
Dammit.

She blows again but won't bring the napkins down.

BEN
Let's see.

HANNAH
No.

BEN
Come on. Let's see.

She slowly wads up her napkins. And her nose is clean.

BEN (cont'd)
All clear.

She turns and, again, tosses in her yucky paper towels. Ben
can't help but laugh at this point.

HANNAH
I'm so sorry. I'm so gross.

BEN
Han--

HANNAH
No, I'm disgusting. I burp and fart
and have shit hanging out of my nose.
And I jerked you around on this trip
all week and I didn't mean to, but I
didn't know until--

BEN
Hannah, stop. (beat) I love you too.

They embrace, coffees in hand, and he kisses her. And the
crowd keeps passing and the fish keep flying.

A BIT LATER. FARTHER DOWN THE MARKET-- We follow them from
behind, they walk hand in hand--

HANNAH
Spinach in my teeth?
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BEN
Yeah, I'd tell you.

HANNAH
Wax in my ears?

BEN
Of course.

HANNAH
Pimple on my butt you saw while we
were doing it?

And we fade back to the hotel one last time...

INT. DECKER'S ELEVATOR - CONTINUOUS

A FEMALE FIREPERSON pries open the door. Decker sits on the
floor inside. She is making origami figures out of cash--

DECKER
trailing off( )

For fuck's sake, it's about god
damned time-- (beat) Oh, hi.

INT. LOBBY, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Maggie stands over Sammie, seated on a bench. She listens
and seems to know what's coming.

MAGGIE
I talked to the producer's and they
want you to take some time off, get
some help and regroup. And then if
the doctor thinks it's okay, and you
want to, you can meet up with us.
Come back to the tour.

Sammie nods and wipes a tear one more time as Maggie turns
and heads to a table near the bar.

There, The Furies sit. Martin, now in a robe. Michael and
Andre still in their party outfits.

MAGGIE (cont'd)
We need to talk about how you
interact with coworkers. And your
futures with this production.
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As Maggie lays into them we move on to Jackson-- robed,
talking to Creeper and Sidekick. They cringe at his
unrelenting arrogance--

JACKSON
I mean, who doesn't want this? And
maybe deep down I always knew I was
gay. It's fucking awesome, right? You
can't blame Martin for wanting some
of this. I think I love him--

NEAR THE FRONT DOOR-- Decker escorts her Firewoman savior.

DECKER
So maybe give me call when your shift
is over and you're all cleaned off.
Or don't clean off. You know,
whatever.

And at the FRONT DESK-- Jorsten hands Ben some travel size
toiletries--

JORSTEN
This should get you by. And here is a
key for your new room.

BEN
Thanks.

Hannah walks up behind Ben and gently rubs his back. 

JORSTEN
And once again, I am truly sorry
about the elevator incident. The new
software did not work in an emergency
the way we expected.

BEN
It's fine. Thanks.

JORSTEN
It is just so lucky your friend with
the giant penis was there--

Hannah laughs.

BEN
Ugh.

HANNAH
Turns out it's not too much dick.

107.



JORSTEN
I think I will talk to the hotel and
maybe they will install emergency
penises on every floor, ja?

Ben takes the abuse.

HANNAH
Could you send me a copy of that
security footage?

JORSTEN
Ja, ja. I will send it.

BEN
Okay, I'm going.

He turns and walks away with a still laughing Hannah. She
steers him toward the ELEVATORS.

He pulls back.

HANNAH
No, they're fine now.

BEN
No way. Taking the stairs.

HANNAH
Stairs it is. 

As the cross toward a stairwell--

HANNAH (cont'd)
Mind if I stay with you? Gina and
Keith are passed out in my room.

BEN
Please. You mind if we just get some
sleep tonight?

HANNAH
I might cry a bit.

They stop in front of a stairwell door.

BEN
You okay?

HANNAH
I crammed a bunch of feelings aside
when I was up there and they're gonna
come pouring out any second now.
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INT. BEN'S NEW ROOM, HOTEL BUFFALO - LATER

Ben sits on the side of the bed. Hannah is SNOT SOBBING.
Loads of tears, her nose pouring out. And it's loud.

Ben hands her another tissue and takes the soiled one she's
just wiped with.

HANNAH
See. I told you.

Ben laughs. And throws the nasty tissue onto a growing pile.

BEN
Come here.

And he pulls her gross self onto his shoulder.

INT. A NEW CAR - DAY

Super: Present Day.

OVER HANNAH'S SHOULDER as she drives down tree-lined dirt
road. A WEDDING BAND on her left hand.

Ben sits in the passenger seat.

HANNAH
baby talkin'( )

And that's why, buddy, on that first
night, oh so many years ago--

Move to the back seat where we see a ONE YEAR OLD BOY
strapped into a car seat. He's smiley. And back to Hannah--

HANNAH (cont'd)
we only sorta hooked up but didn't
fuck.

Ben leans back to play with the baby.

BEN
also baby talkin'( )

That's right, but the next morning we
more than made up for it.

HANNAH
Like wild rabbits. Over and over,
'cause mommy was on the pill.
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BEN
normal( )

And mommy took all those stories and
put them in her first book.

HANNAH
normal( )

Who knew everyone up in everyone
else's business would come in so
handy?

The car pulls up to BEN'S CABIN on Triangle Lake in Oregon.
She looks at Ben--

HANNAH (cont'd)
You know we can never tell him he was
named after some guy's giant dick.

BEN
baby talkin'( )

A dick that saved daddy's life,
Conan.

Ben leans back up to talk to Hannah--

BEN (cont'd)
We could still change it.

HANNAH
How about Jorsten, that front desk
clerk? He seemed nice.

CREDITS ROLL.

And at the end of the credits...
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INT. LOBBY, HOTEL BUFFALO - NIGHT

Drunk Charlie leans over the desk and holds the Hennessy
bottle up to Jorsten.

CHARLIE
Go ahead. Lick it.

JORSTEN
No, no. It is not for me to lick.

CHARLIE
sweetly( )

For me? Just a little.

JORSTEN
No. I should not be licking the
bottle.

CHARLIE
Come on (reads his name tag) Jorsten.
Lick. It.

JORSTEN
But I--

CHARLIE
angry( )

Lick it now, bitch.

Jorsten's startled and grabs the bottle--

JORSTEN
Ja, ja, I am licking now.

He gives it a super timid little lick and Charlie slaps the
desk, breaking into laughter.

FADE OUT
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