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INT. CROWDED BAR - NIGHT

The hippest bar in town, packed with TWENTY and THIRTY-
SOMETHINGS in need of escape from the 9 to 5 grind. 

The door swings open and in walks GWEN (30s) dressed to the 
hilt for a serious night out. She’s uncomfortable enough in 
her get up to know that this isn’t her norm. Next to her 
is... 

CASEY (30’s) Gwen’s BFF and usual partner in crime.

Gwen surveys the crowd as she straightens her skirt and 
adjusts her breasts. She turns to Casey for approval.

GWEN
Hot, but not too sleazy?

CASEY
You don’t have go through with 
this.

Gwen rolls her eyes, then turns to walk away. Casey grabs her 
arm and pulls her back.

CASEY (CONT’D)
I mean it, Gwen. There are other--

GWEN
You promised.

CASEY
I know. It’s just... What if 
Richard finds out? Maybe not now, 
but in five years or ten years 
even. What will--

GWEN
He won’t. We’re the only ones who 
will ever know the truth. Ever. 
Swear it.

CASEY
I’ve sworn.

GWEN 
Do it again. 

CASEY
Alright, I swear.

GWEN
Good. I’m gonna need a drink. 



Gwen wraps her arm around Casey’s and leads her to the bar.

GWEN (CONT’D)
Help me find someone. He has to 
look like Richard. 

They step up to the bar. The BARTENDER glances at them.

GWEN (CONT’D)
I’ll have a martini - two olives. 

CASEY
Club soda.

Gwen shoots her a disappointed look. 

CASEY (CONT’D)
There’s always adoption. 

GWEN
Stop. Just stop it! I know Richard. 
He’ll always think of it as someone 
else’s kid. No. I’m doing this my 
way. So, if you’re not going to 
help, then maybe you should leave. 
This is hard enough for me without 
your lectures.

CASEY
I’m trying to help.

GWEN
Well, you’re not!

Casey stares at her, devastated.

CASEY
You’re right. I should go.

Casey tucks her purse under her arm and storms off toward the 
door. Gwen watches her go. 

GWEN
Shit. 

She scans the bar again, unsure, then looks after Casey as 
she exits.

A STRANGER (30’s) passes Casey as he enters, tall, dark and 
handsome. He walks in like he just stepped off the cover of a 
magazine. 

Gwen stares at him then takes a big gulp of her martini. 
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GWEN (CONT’D)
(to herself)

Breathe. It’s just one night. A 
blip. 

She takes another big gulp, then puts on her best “sexy girl” 
face and walks toward the Stranger, martini in hand. 

Gwen purposefully positions herself so that Stranger bumps 
into her. Her drink spills over the front of her.

STRANGER
Oh, my God! I am so sorry. 

Gwen laughs, a little too loud, as she smiles at Stranger. 

GWEN
I should really learn to look where 
I’m going.  

She brushes the spilled martini slowly off her cleavage. 
Stranger can’t help but stare. 

Gwen raises her brow. The Stranger catches himself and looks 
away, busted. 

STRANGER
Uh, I’m... sorry. Please, let me 
buy you another.

Gwen grins.

GWEN
I’d like that.

INT. BAR - LATER

Gwen sits on a barstool as she sips her martini. She tosses 
her head back and laughs. Stranger isn’t impressed.

STRANGER
It wasn’t really funny.

Gwen laughs harder.

GWEN
Sorry. I’m just super visual and 
can totally see you standing there 
all alone. 

STRANGER
Yeah, that’s hysterical. 

3.



Stranger, less than enthusiastic, glances around for a 
possible escape route. He makes eye contact with BLONDE 
BOMBSHELL (20’s) across the bar and smiles at her. 

Gwen notices his attention drift and glances over her 
shoulder. 

Blond Bombshell smiles back at Stranger, then turns to her 
friends and giggles. 

Gwen, panicked, places her hand on Stranger’s leg. She slowly 
slides it all the way up his thigh. 

Stranger, taken off guard, turns his attention back to Gwen. 

She stares at him, seductively, and squeezes his leg.

GWEN
Do you know how to sink a ball into 
the corner pocket? 

Stranger raises his brow as he clears his throat.

STRANGER
I do.

She leans in close to him, cleavage in full view.

GWEN
(whispers)

Would you show me? I just noticed 
that pool table back there... it’s 
always been a little fantasy of 
mine.  

He glances down at her hand on his thigh then back up at her 
with a grin.

STRANGER
Let’s play.

INT. BAR - POOL TABLES - LATER

Gwen bends over the pool table as she takes aim. Stranger 
stands very close behind her. Gwen giggles and wiggles her 
butt playfully to push him back. 

GWEN
Give me a little room, would ya. 

Stranger rubs his hands across her hips.
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STRANGER
I like the view from here.

Gwen takes the shot -- misses. She turns toward him, pouty 
faced.

GWEN
You made me miss.

STRANGER
Did I?

He strokes her face. Gwen stares up at him. She takes a deep 
breath and laughs.

GWEN
Think I may need another drink. 

Stranger grabs a passing COCKTAIL WAITRESS by the hips to 
stop her. 

STRANGER
Bring us another martini, two 
olives. And a Samuel Adams. 

He slips a twenty into Cocktail Waitress’ v-neck. She 
snatches the twenty. 

COCKTAIL WAITRESS
My hands work just fine, thanks. 

(to Gwen)
You okay, hon?

Gwen nods and laughs off her concern.

GWEN
Just thirsty. 

Cocktail Waitress studies her for a moment, then nods and 
walks away. 

Stranger kisses Gwen.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER

The door flies open. Gwen and Stranger stumble into the room, 
deep in an embrace. 

She kicks her heels off. 

He struggles to unzip her shirt -- it’s stuck. He yanks it.
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GWEN
Hold on there, tiger. Let me--

Stranger yanks again, her shirt rips.

GWEN (CONT’D)
Hey, now! 

STRANGER
What?

GWEN
Just, wait.

Gwen pushes him back.

STRANGER
Wait? You’ve been begging for this 
all night.

GWEN
I know. I’m sorry. I just need a 
second. I think I drank way too 
much.

He steps in close and kisses her hard. 

GWEN (CONT’D)
I said wait!

Stranger slaps her hard across the face. The force of his hit 
knocks Gwen backward. She falls into the desk. 

STRANGER
Don’t fuck with me bitch!

Gwen wipes blood from her mouth and eyes the door. She looks 
up at Stranger for a beat, then makes her move. She bolts for 
the door. 

Stranger grabs her by the hair and slams her into the wall. 
She struggles to breathe, the wind knocked out of her. He 
leans in close to her ear, as he pushes the side of her face 
into the wall.

STRANGER (CONT’D)
Our little party ain’t over yet. 

He yanks up her skirt as he struggles to undo his pants. 

GWEN
No. Please... 
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STRANGER
Shut up!

Stranger jams himself into her. Gwen slams her head back as 
hard as she can, hitting him in the face. She struggles to 
get away.

STRANGER (CONT’D)
Jesus! Ow! Fuckin...

He throws her into the table. Gwen crashes into the lamp, 
both fall to the ground. 

Stranger pulls his belt from his pants and walks toward Gwen. 

FADE TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

INT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER

The sound of WATER running from the bathroom. 

Gwen lays curled up in a ball on the floor, bloody and 
broken, her ragged clothing half-on.

Stranger’s humming mixes with the sound of water. 

Gwen groans as she struggles to move. Everything hurts. She 
pulls herself up. 

She glances around the room then spots her purse on the floor 
by the door. She attempts to adjust her clothes as she moves 
for the door. 

Stranger’s jacket, spread across the bed, catches her eye. 
She stops and stares at it: the top of a black object sticks 
out of the pocket. 

Gwen glances toward the bathroom. The water stops. 

She reaches for the object as Stranger steps out of the 
bathroom, towel still in hand. 

Gwen aims the gun at him.

STRANGER
What the fu--

She SHOOTS three times.

The Stranger falls back against the wall and slides down onto 
the floor, bleeding. 
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Gwen stands over him. He looks up at her.

STRANGER (CONT’D)
Bitch.

She SHOOTS again. The Stranger is silent.

Gwen drops the gun as she falls to the floor and sobs.

EXT. HOTEL - MORNING

Gwen sits in the back of an ambulance, a blanket over her 
shoulders and handcuffs around her wrists. 

POLICE surround the area as PARAMEDICS push a gurney past her 
with a bodybag. She looks up to see...

RICHARD (30’s) devastated and pale. They make eye contact. 

Richard’s heartbreak is reflected by the way he has to look 
away. Tears stream down Gwen’s face. 

She closes her eyes as he makes his way toward her. 

FADE OUT.
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