I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

BANG. The door hits the wall when CASSAVETES (25) a | ean
Latino man, and LUCY (30) a hip, lovely woman, stunble in.

They don't turn the lights on. The apartnment is hal fway
t hrough being noved in to. Taped boxes sit by furniture.

They drunkenly make out |ike teenagers on their way to a
couch that hasn't landed in its final position yet.

Cassavetes slips his hand between Lucy's | egs.

CASSAVETES
Toni ght, this belongs to ne.

Lucy bites his lower lip. They crash onto the couch.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Cassavetes sl eeps on the couch. He wears a tank top and a
pair of tighty whities. H's breath is even.

Lucy sits cross-legged on the floor in a short sleeved man's
button down and a pair of boxer briefs.

She snpkes out the wi ndow. Her hand traces a bite shaped
brui se on her shoulder. She |ooks at it with pride.

CRACK. She opens a can of beer. Cassavetes stirs. He catches
sight of Lucy and bolts upright.

CASSAVETES
Huh? What are you doing, what tine is
it? | didn't sleep all day, did I?

LUCY
No way. It's nine in the norning.

He eyes her beer.

CASSAVETES
Two days in a row?

LUCY
What's the matter, you' ve never done
a twofer?

CASSAVETES
"Il maybe have a bl oody mary with
brunch. | thought you were gonna head

to the studi o today.



LUCY
I want to drink beer with you
i nstead. Get second day drunk with
me. We can stay in and watch West
Side Story or sonething

He | ooks behind her. There are two enpty bottles tucked
behind a chair.

CASSAVETES
Sorry, babe. CGotta hustle.

He stands in to a stretch.
SERI ES OF SHOTS - CASSAVETES HUSTLES

- Cassavetes sits on the toilet and injects hinself wth
t est ost er one.

- Cassavetes slicks back his hair.

- Cassavetes rolls a pack of cigarettes into the sleeve of a
white t-shirt.

- Cassavetes |ooks into the living room Lucy sw pes through
her phone screen and sips on anot her beer.

- Cassavetes packs his crotch with a nodest sized dil do.
- Cassavetes slips a conb into the back pocket of his jeans.

length mrror.

- Cassavetes checks hinself out in a full
It ruffles his hair.

Lucy cones up behind himfor a cuddle.

- Cassavetes re-slicks back his hair.

EXT. H GHLAND PARK - BRI CK WALL - DAY

Cassavetes stands at the end of a line that runs around the
corner. The line is filled with RECORD NERDS

A sign on the corner reads "Joey Stats Pop Up - One Day
Only." Cassavetes holds a bunch of packages under his arm

A fewrecords in pre-paid mailers. A few small yellow
envel opes, big enough to hold a VHS tape.

BI LLY BONES, a bona-fide record nerd - pale skin, dazed | ook
in the eyes fromstaring at screens, nods at him



BLOOP. He gets a text from Lucy.

bun costune.

He texts back "???" and slips the phone back in his pocket.

BLOOP. BLOOP
peers at the

Bl LLY BONES
Sup, man. Haven't seen you in a
whi | e.

CASSAVETES
Yeah. | noved in with ny girlfriend.

Bl LLY BONES
Ho shit. You gave up the VHS Vault?
That' s rough, nman.

CASSAVETES
Nah, it's cool. | was selling shit
of f anyway.

Bl LLY BONES

| don't know, bro. The last girl |
nmoved in with tried to get ne to keep
my records in a storage space and
wanted to hang all these fuckin'
cactus paintings and shit.

The text reads "Hot dog and bun?”

CASSAVETES
Where the fuck is this guy? | gotta
get to the post office.

Bl LLY BONES
| heard Joey S had a box held up by
custons. | really hope it wasn't the

box with all the shit I want. It took
me |ike two hours to get out here and
ny nmonml s gonna be pissed if | don't
get her car back before five.

He ignores it. Billy Bones steps closer and

mai | ers.

Bl LLY BONES
What you got? Anyt hi ng good?

CASSAVETES
Shit's already sold, man.

I NT. RAW SPACE - DAY

A huge, w de

open space wth a changi

ng
enpty. Cassavetes steps out from behind the screen.

It's a picture of a hot dog

screen stands nostly



He wears a slimtuxedo with chalk marks on it. A WOVAN W TH
A CLI PBOARD and a SEAMSTRESS poke and prod him

SEAMSTRESS
The fit's great on him

WOVAN W TH A CLI PBOARD
Yeah, but | think the groomis a
little bit thicker, maybe?

BLOOP BLOOP. Cassavetes |ooks at his phone. It's a picture
of a honmenmade sheep costune. "BoPeep and her sheep?"

He |l owers the phone. The Seanstress tugs at his sleeve. A
pin digs into the top of his wist.

A smal |l drop of blood forns.

SEAMSTRESS
Oh shit, sorry.

CASSAVETES
No worri es.

WOMAN W TH A CLI PBOARD
Let me text the grooma picture. |
think he said he was trying to drop a
f ew pounds before the weddi ng.

She snaps a picture and sends it.

CASSAVETES
It's weird these dudes can't try on
clothes for their own weddi ngs. Don't
you usual fit nodels for shoots?

SEAMSTRESS
Yeah. This guy travels a lot.

WOVAN W TH A CLI PBOARD
Nope, nope. k. No. He says he wants
to see the bl ue one.

SEAMSTRESS
You got tinme? | know we only booked
you for the hour.

He checks his phone screen. It's el even am

CASSAVETES
Yeah, | can do one npre.



He steps off the platform BLOOP. Another text from Lucy. He
hands the seanstress his phone.

CASSAVETES
Hold that for a sec.

EXT. FI GUEROA AVENUE - DAY

Cassavetes reads an email on his phone as he wal ks down the
scantly crowded street.

It's an Ebay order. BRING Lucy's face fills the screen. He
wal ks while he tal ks.

CASSAVETES
Hey Babe, how s the twofer? Nah, |
told you, I can't. | don't know,

what ever you want works for ne.

Hal | oween's not really ny thing.
didn't say | wouldn't get dolled up
with you. I just said it's not ny
thing. I don't know Babe, can | check
|ater? OK. Don't get too | oaded, you
said you' d filmmy thing later. Yeah.
You t oo.

He sw pes back to his emails as soon as he hangs up. Two
nore Ebay orders cane in.

He | ooks up and around. He passed where he was going. He
turns around and heads back to the post office.

BLOOP

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

Cassavetes struts - yeah, he actually struts - into the
l[iving room He's got mailers under his arm

Lucy sits on the couch with a | aptop on her |ap. She's
clearly | oaded.

He noves to his corner - a neat, tidy stack of mlk cartons
with records and tapes in them- and picks out a few things.

LUCY
OK, so | narrowed it down to four
options. | like all of themthe sane

so you have to weigh in.



CASSAVETES
| told you it's up to you

LUCY
But what if | choose w ong?

CASSAVETES
How coul d you choose wong? It's
supposed to be fun, right?

LUCY
Cass, this is a big deal to ne.
Renmenber when we tal ked about you
getting nore in to things I'min to?

He takes a record out of its sleeve to check on its
condition. He's lost in the process.

LUCY
Cass.

He | ooks over at her.

CASSAVETES
It's not that I"'mnot into wearing a
coupl e's costune, but you' re nmaking
it stressful for yourself, that's

all. When you get stressed | get
stressed for you.
LUCY

That's a pretty selfish thing to say,
don't you think?

CASSAVETES
How? Wait. What? | nmean | get
stressed on your behal f.

LUCY
So | stress you out?

He really wants to stop tal king and get back to his records.
But she's drunk-upset. He puts the record down.

She SNAPS her | aptop shut. He joins her on the couch.

CASSAVETES
Babe, | just neant that | care about
you. You feel sad, | feel sad. Like
t hat kind of thing.

LUCY

So now | meke you sad too?



CASSAVETES
You know what ? You're weepy drunk. No
matter what | say you're going to get
upset about it. So |I'm gonna head
back out and we can tal k about this
| ater. Sound good?

She cl enches her jaw and | ooks away. He stares at her for a
second and decides to | eave.

He neticul ously gathers his things - the records, a VHS
tape, the mailers, and heads for the door.

LUCY
It nmust be really nice for you to be
able to wal k away from conversations
you don't feel |ike having.

He opens the door.

CASSAVETES
You know, you're kind of doing al
the shit you told nme your ex accused
you of doing. Just F.Y.I

Just as he steps out the door she calls out to him

LUCY
W' re out of tanpons.

CLI CK. The door cl oses.

EXT. H GHLAND PARK TRAI N STATI ON - EVEN NG

Cassavetes sits behind an apple box with a typewiter on it.
A sign reads "POEMS FOR A BUCK. "

A small Farners Market fills the street around him JULI ETTE
(20) a cute, slightly chubby Latino girl, wal ks up.

JULI ETTE
Hey. Let ne get five poens as fast as
f ucki ng possi bl e. Chop chop.

She slips a five dollar bill inajar. A smle spreads
across his face and he hops up. They hug.

CASSAVETES
Jules. It's been a whil e.

They sit next to each other. Juliette eyes the jar. There
are a fewbills in it besides her five-spot.



But only a few

JULI ETTE
Sl ow, huh?

CASSAVETES
Ah, it's just a thing | do sonetines.
For the shit of it.

JULI ETTE
Where's Lucy? | thought you guys were
joined at the hip these days.

He reflexively slips out his phone. No new texts. No m ssed
calls. Soneone slips a dollar in the jar.

He types.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Lucy is sprawl ed on the couch. Mire than a few enpties sit
on the floor. One of themhas a few cigarette butts in it.

Cassavetes stands over her. Her shirt is pulled up high
enough that it exposes the underside of her breasts.

He covers her with a bl anket. CLUNK. CLUNK. CLUNK. Hi s doc
martens beat a path of retreat down the hall.

CLICK. The hall Iight goes out.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - HALLWAY - NI GHT

Lucy wal ks out of the bedroom and down the hall. She stops
at the bat hroom door. Hal | oween decorati ons abound.

The lights are dim Jack-o-lanterns flicker. Spider and
skel eton lights flicker. Cobwebs drape. The works.

She wears a super pro | ooking Hot Dog Bun costune.
LUCY
How s it going in there? W shoul d
make a nove soon

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Cassavetes | ooks at the Hot Dog costune fol ded over the tub.
He puts his hands on the sink.



A garnent bag hangs on the back of the door. He sw pes to an
i mage on his phone and reaches for a makeup bag.

I NT. TWO BEDROOM APARTMENT - LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Lucy sits in the mddle of the couch. Electric Jack-o-
| ant erns paint strange shadows around her.

CLICK. She turns on a lanp. CLICK She turns it off again.
CLI CK. She | ooks down the hall. CLICK

Her patience runs out. She struggles to her feet.

LUCY
What the hell, Cass? How | ong does it
take to put on a fucking hot dog
costunme? Unl ess...oh oh! Are you
doi ng condi nent face too? Pl ease tel
me you' re doing condi ment face too.

She noves to enter the hallway. The bat hroom door opens. She
stops dead in her tracks.

Lit by the eerie and festive glow of the decorations,
Cassavetes steps out of the bathroom

He wears a singularly exceptional KLAUS NOM COSTUME. W de,
angul ar shoul der pads. Full face makeup. It's legit.

He takes a step forward. Lucy takes a step back.

CUT TO BLACK:



