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INT. HOTEL BAR - NIGHT

NANCY, early 40’s, uncomfortable in her skin, sits with a 
flower in her hair as she spins a glass of whiskey. 

SQUIRE, early 20’s and baby faced. He flips his long locks 
from his eyes as he takes the seat next to her.  

SQUIRE
It’s often the last key in the 
bunch that opens the lock.

NANCY
Jesus Christ! What are you, like 
12?

Squire motions to the BARTENDER for a drink.

BARTENDER
I'm going to need to see some ID.

Squire pulls out his license. Nancy downs her drink.

The bartender pours whiskey into a glass. Squire shoots it, 
but it goes down hard. Nancy rolls her eyes.

NANCY
Oh, God. Here’s the deal. This is 
strictly business. No unnecessary 
looking, or talking or touching. 

SQUIRE
Is this your first time?

NANCY
No! It’s not my first time. I 
just... you’re so fucking young 
and... I must be out of my mind. 
Did you bring the contract?

Squire pulls the folded papers from his pocket.

SQUIRE
Of course. Initialed, signed and 
notarized.

NANCY
And the test results?

Squire beams with pride.

SQUIRE
Last page, perfect scores across 
the board.



She carefully reviews the documents, stuffs them into her 
purse, and hands him an envelope. 

Squire counts the bills inside the envelope, grins, then 
slides it into his pocket.

SQUIRE (CONT’D)
I’s dotted, T’s crossed, we’re open 
for business. 

Nancy takes that in, mouth agape. She closes her eyes as she 
slides him the room key. She stands, shoots another whisky 
then heads for the elevator.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Nancy waits across the room, nervous. Squire enters and 
closes the door behind him. 

He swaggers over to her, doing his best to look cool. He 
grabs her and kisses her. Nancy pushes him back.

NANCY
What are you doing?!

SQUIRE
You do realize I’m not a machine, 
right?

NANCY
Oh. Right. Okay, um, do you need me 
to, you know...?

He nods. They sit on the bed side by side. Nancy stares at 
the wall as she rubs his crotch.

SQUIRE
Talk to me.

NANCY
We said no talking.

SQUIRE
Well, why do you want to have a 
baby so badly?

NANCY
I love kids. All my friends and 
family act like we’re putting it 
off... like we’re not even trying. 
Always going on about how wonderful 
parenthood is and --
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SQUIRE
-- Ow, whoa, too much.

NANCY
Sorry. 

SQUIRE
Are you ready?

NANCY
As I’ll ever be.

Squire moves toward her.

NANCY (CONT’D)
Wait!

She jumps up from the bed.

NANCY (CONT’D)
We have to do it standing! I read 
that it increases the chances of a 
girl. My husband would love a 
little girl.

SQUIRE
You’re married?

NANCY
There’s no need to exchange 
personal details.

SQUIRE
But, if you’re married?

NANCY
We tried. He won’t get tested, so I 
did. It’s not me. I thought --

SQUIRE
-- you’re going to tell him it’s 
his.  

NANCY
Don’t judge me. Just do your job.

Nancy leans against the wall. She pulls her panties off. 
Squire unbuckles his pants and steps in close to her. 

She looks at the ceiling - waiting. 

NANCY (CONT’D)
Over... just --
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SQUIRE
Can you bend your knees?

She squats down.

NANCY
How’s that? Are you in?

He looks at her, devastated.

SQUIRE
You can’t tell?

NANCY
Right, sorry. Here, how’s this?

Nancy tries to bounce up and down a bit.

SQUIRE
Don’t do that.

He picks her up. 

SQUIRE (CONT’D)
Wrap your legs around my waist.

She does. He presses her back against the wall and gets busy. 

Nancy slips down the wall. Squire grabs her thighs and tries 
to lift her up - it’s a struggle. 

SQUIRE (CONT’D)
Wait. Here...

NANCY
Ow. You’re pinching my leg.

SQUIRE
Sorry.

He spins around with her in his arms and falls onto the bed, 
landing on top of her.

NANCY
We have to be standing.

SQUIRE
So, you’ll have a boy.

The transaction intensifies between them. 

Squire’s wallet falls out onto the bed and opens. 
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INSERT: Photo of Squire with his arm around a smiling 
RICHARD, 40’s. 

NANCY
Wait... Richard...

Squire doesn’t stop. He’s lost in the moment.

SQUIRE
What?

NANCY
That’s Richard. My husband!

He reaches climax. 

She pushes him off of her and grabs the wallet.

Nancy holds the photo up in front of him. 

NANCY (CONT’D)
This is a photo of my husband, with 
his arm around you.

SQUIRE
Lady, you’re crazy. That’s me and 
my dad.

NANCY
Your dad?

SQUIRE
Yeah. My parents split when I was 
little. Don’t see much of him -- 
Wait...

They stare at each other.

SQUIRE (CONT’D)
Kind of worth extra, isn’t it? 

She raises her brow, questioning. 

SQUIRE (CONT’D)
You know, because of the DNA match 
and all.

Nancy closes her eyes. 

FADE OUT:

5.


