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INT. A NEW JERSEY GAS STATION - MIDDAY

MAX GUNDELFINGER (62) a dilapidated man with both interior 
and exterior comb overs, stands at a gas pump, refueling his 
emerald green Toyota Corolla.

Straddling the hose, he sweats profusely as he convinces a 
German businessman over the phone. 

MAX
I’ll have the rest of the money for 
you, Christoph. That I promise you.

He clumsily disengages the pump and closes the gas 
compartment on the car.

MAX (CONT’D)
I’m having dinner with some big 
money tonight. And he’s crazy about 
the product. So, so, hold your 
horses just a few more hours, okay?

After fumbling through the electronic process, the card is 
DENIED.

MAX (CONT’D)
No one is more invested in this 
than me, okay, Chris? Hello?  
Hello? ... Shit.

Max pulls out another credit card to pay for the gasoline.  
After a second round of laborious fumbling with the 
electronic payment process, Max’s second card is DENIED.

Inside the car, Max’s mistress of sixteen years, MARCY SHATZ 
(59), sits in the passenger seat, busily applying make up. 
She is a Rubenesque bleached blonde with a worn out 
sensuality that hasn’t quite recognized its expiration date. 
Thirty years ago, she would have turned heads.

Max bangs on the window, gesturing to his defunct cards.

Marcy, resigned, interrupts her toilette session and 
retrieves her own credit card from her purse.  She throws it 
on the driver’s seat.



INT. THE FRONT SEAT OF A TOYOTA COROLLA- 20 MINUTES LATER

Max stares ahead onto the road, agitated with worry. Marcy 
stares into her own reflection in the car mirror, practicing 
smiles.  

MAX
What is this, the Miss America 
pageant or what?

Marcy closes the car mirror, unwilling to engage in a fight.

MARCY
I haven’t seen Hank in years.  I 
just want to look presentable for 
him, alright?

MAX
I wish you wanted to look that good 
for me all the time.

MARCY
Oh, stop.  Hank and I grew up 
together.  He’s like family.  

MAX
I hope he’s so much like family 
that he’ll give us this money?

MARCY
Oh, Max. Just focus on your pitch.  

Max returns to his contemplation.  Marcy reclines her seat 
and stares at the ceiling of the car.

EXT. A LARGE BUT SIMPLE HOME IN WEST HAMPTON- AFTERNOON

The Corolla hesitatingly pulls up to the curb of the large 
but not impressive home.  Max sits in the car, squinting at 
the place.

MAX
Is this East Hampton or West 
Hampton?

Marcy busies herself with last minute primping-- the fluffing 
of hair, the adjustment of blouse, etc.

MARCY
What do you want, huh, Maxie?  A 
Hampton is a Hampton. 
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MAX
I know, but I hear that East 
Hampton is where all the mon--

MARCY
Do you have a vacation house in the 
Hamptons?  

Max steps out of the car, slamming the door.

MARCY (CONT’D)
I didn’t think so.  Can you get my 
bag?

Max sees Marcy’s significant duffel bag in the back seat and 
picks it up.

MAX
You moving in here or what?

MARCY
Just changing for dinner.  How is 
my lipstick?

MAX
(without looking at her)

Great.

MARCY
Stop worrying. Hank has tons of 
money.  He’s just not showy.

Before Max and Marcy reach the doorbell, the door is opened 
by HANK SWIFT(65), a gregarious charmer with a full head of 
dyed hair.

HANK
Ma-Ma-Ma-Marcy!

MARCY
Hanky Pie!

They exchange a warm and friendly hug.

Max stands behind holding Marcy’s bag and a bottle of wine.  
Awkwardly.

HANK
And you must be the famous Max?

MAX
Yup, Marcy’s one and only, that’s 
me.
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They shake hands, Max shifting the contents of his hands to 
accommodate the shake.

HANK
Come on in, you two.  Make 
yourselves at home.

The door shuts.

INT. HANK SWIFT’S LIVING ROOM- AFTERNOON

Max and Marcy perch awkwardly on the edge of a love seat.  
Hank bartends.

HANK
There’s your double scotch, Max.  
And a banana split daiquiri for my 
Marcy.  Just like the old days.  
Cheers!

They all clink glasses. Hank sits across from the two of 
them.

HANK (CONT’D)
Gosh, Marcy, long time no see, huh? 
How long’s it been? Ten, fifteen 
years?

MARCY
Sixteen and two months actually 
because Max and I got together soon 
after. I remember that.

She gives a platonic pat to Max’s knee.

HANK
You two have been married for 
sixteen years?

Marcy removes her hand from Max’s knee and gives him a look.

MAX
All but, Hank, all but.  I, uh, 
actually still have a legal 
marriage to my, uh, wife, but 
that’s really because we’re 
business partners.

MARCY
(patting him on the back)

Come on, Maxie, you work for your 
father-in-law’s company, you can 
say it.
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MAX
(shooting her anxious 
daggers)

Marcy!

HANK
What line of work are you in, Max?

MAX
Socks.

HANK
Really?

MAX
Yeah, I’m a sock man.  I manage a 
couple of factories in China, we 
sell to a lot of the stores in the 
States.  

MARCY
JC Penney.

MAX
Yeah, and Wal-Mart.

MARCY
And Babies-R-Us.

HANK
Babies R--

MAX
They’re a huge client!  Babies wear 
a lot of socks. And we can retail 
at the same price with a lot less 
material!

They all laugh together nervously.

HANK
Well I never...

They sip on their drinks awkwardly with any conversation for 
awhile. 

MARCY
So, will Barbara be home from work 
soon, or--

HANK
Oh gosh, you hadn’t heard?

The air is sucked out of the room momentarily.

5.



MAX
I am so sorry for your loss, Hank. 
Marcy says the rudest things somet--

HANK
Gosh, no, we divorced! Seven years 
ago.  I just fell in love with 
another woman and it seemed like 
the right thing to do, so...

Marcy glances at Max and chokes back more daiquiri.

MAX
So now you’ve got a new lucky lady!

HANK
Oh no, that’s come and gone. Just 
little old me here.  

They all stare into their drinks.  Marcy perks up and smiles.

EXT. HANK SWIFT’S DECK- DUSK

Hank, Marcy and Max step out onto the deck with their 
refilled cocktail glasses in hand. 

HANK
I actually rebuilt this deck 
myself, if you can believe it.  

Marcy hangs on every word.

MARCY
Of course I can, Hank!  You were 
always good with your hands in LA!

MAX
(still sucking up)

It’s beautiful handiwork.

HANK
Yeah, I salvaged all the wood from 
a community clean-up project.  Very 
rewarding.

MARCY
(glowing with pride for 
him)

It’s amazing, Hank.  Just amazing.

HANK
Come on down and I’ll show you the 
water.
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Without hesitating, Marcy follows Hank.

HANK (CONT’D)
(taking her hand)

Watch your step, Ma-Ma-Marcy!  Max, 
you coming?

Max’s phone rings with the Star Wars Darth Vadar theme.

MAX
Oh geez, I’d better take this call, 
guys.  Business, you know? Plus, 
I’m wary of sand, childhood thing.  
Marcy can tell you.

Hank and Marcy laugh and walk down the stairs.

MAX (CONT’D)
Christoph, hi. (beat) I understand, 
but, please don’t jump the gun like 
this.  (beat) Jump the gun? Move so 
fast. I am, as I speak, in the 
middle of the deal, okay?

Max looks out over the balcony to see Marcy aglow, brimming 
with laughter and joy, linked arm in arm with Hank. playing 
in the shallow water with Hank.  

MAX (CONT’D)
Give me an hour, Christoph. You’re 
six hours ahead in Germany? Expect 
a call before you go to sleep, my 
friend.

On the beach, Hank and Marcy frolic in shallow waters.  Max 
watches on; he’s forgotten about this woman.

INT. HANK SWIFT’S KITCHEN- EVENING

In the fluorescently lit kitchen, Max looks on as Hank 
prepares dinner: spaghetti with a powder-pack carbonara 
sauce. 

MAX
Can I help with anything?  

HANK
I’ve got it covered now, my friend, 
but I’ll let you know.

Max stands uncomfortably in his suit. He needs to make the 
pitch.
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MAX
Well, it’s unbelievably generous of 
you to have us over like this.

HANK
Are you kidding? I’m always 
delighted to throw together a 
carbonara for an old friend.

MAX
(stirring his whiskey 
glass)

Yeah, just to take a few hours off 
of work, my big project at the 
moment, it’s really an incredible 
opportunity, but a lot of work.

HANK
Oh yeah?

MAX
You were in textiles, right?

HANK
Oh, I dabbled in the 70s.

MAX
Yeah, like you dabbled on building 
that deck, right? No, I know you’re 
a textile man at heart so you can 
appreciate the rapid progress in 
the industry.

HANK
Gosh, I appreciate all progress.

MAX
Well, there’s some exciting 
technology coming along in 
textiles, I don’t know if you’re 
aware or not but it’s really 
incredible.  

HANK
Yeah? Can you get some eggs out for 
me?

Startled, Max eagerly dives into the fridge while continuing 
with the pitch.

MAX
Well, the technology is such that 
this new thread can kill bacteria, 
99.9% of bacteria.  
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So this is really revolutionary 
because we put this antimicrobial 
thread in socks, and suddenly, feet 
don’t stink any more.  

HANK
Unbelievable.

MAX
Right? I mean, this stuff could 
change the world.  Put it in 
hospital sheets, hospital gowns, it 
would save lives, but in the 
meantime, socks.  Maybe even shoes.  
There’s big money in it.

HANK
Good for you, Max.  Good for you. 
I’m glad you’ve found a way through 
this rocky market. 

MAX
Yeah, it’s very exciting stuff.  
Very exciting stuff.  

HANK
It’s good to have something to be 
excited about, my friend.

MAX
And, the German scientists who 
invented it have given me exclusive 
rights to distribute in North 
America.  So this is huge.

HANK
Wow, great.

MAX
And now, I’m just trying to share 
the wealth, you know, let investors 
in on a piece of the pie.

HANK
Mmm, pie.

MAX
Because I’ve got quite a helping 
myself, let me tell you.  I’ve got 
skin in it, you know?  I’ve 
invested most of my savings in this 
product, that’s how much I believe 
in it.
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HANK
Wow, that’s quite a commitment, my 
friend, especially in these 
markets. But I guess you know what 
you’re doing.

MAX
Absolutely. And, Hank, I’ve got to 
tell you, we have been including 
our loved ones in this 
antibacterial thread investment.  
Because, you know, this is an 
incredible opportunity and it’s too 
good to share with anyone but our 
closest people-- friends and family 
and everything, so--I just keep 
telling people “If you don’t take 
this opportunity, you’ll regret it 
for the rest of your life!” 

HANK
No regrets, man.  It sounds 
fantastic. I wish you luck with it.

Hank tastes his carbonara sauce as he mixes it all together. 
Max stands in silence thinking his pitch is done.

MAX
So what do you think, Hank?  Are 
you in?

HANK
Oh gosh, Max, I’d love to but--

MAX
Hank, listen to me.  You will 
regret for the rest of your life 
not taking this chance on the sock 
fiber.

Max takes off his shoe desperately and impulsively. He lifts 
his foot to his own nose.

MAX (CONT’D)
Smell this.  Would you smell this? 
I haven’t changed my socks in the 
three days. Like fresh linen.  
Opportunities like this don’t come 
along every day.

HANK
Oh gosh, Max, I’m flattered and 
damn, I’d love to.
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MAX
Just smell this.

HANK
Max.

MAX
I’m serious. Nothing gross about 
it.  The smell of the future. Just 
smell it.

HANK
Max! I don’t have any money for 
you.

MAX
Oh come on, it’s peanuts the money 
it takes to own a piece of this.

HANK
Max, I don’t have it. 2008 really 
knocked the wind out of me, so to 
speak. 

The wind is knocked out of Max. Hank is almost apologetic.

HANK (CONT’D)
I foreclosed on my place in 
Manhattan and sold my mansion in 
East Hampton to move out to this 
sack of shit.

MAX
But Marcy said you were--

HANK
Marcy and I dated in my golden 
years.  I had a lot of money back 
then.

Max is speechless.

HANK (CONT’D)
Sorry about that. Now where is the 
old girl?

MAX
Changing.  For carbonara.

Hank goes into the oven to retrieve the garlic bread.

HANK
Would you mind going to get her? 
I’m ready to dish it up!
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Max returns the shoe to his foot and walks away.

INT. HANK SWIFT’S BATHROOM- EVENING

In an overly mirrored, faux-gold bathroom, Marcy puts on 
diamond earrings to match her dinnerware-- a blue and red 
sequined evening gown.

Max opens the door abruptly.

MAX
You think you would have mentioned 
that he’s your ex!

MARCY
Oh, stop it, Max. He’s like family 
to me. It was almost twenty years 
ago--

MAX
Almost twenty years? Marcy, I would 
never do this to you.

MARCY
Do what? I’m not touching him!

MAX
Two men you’ve slept with, playing 
them like this against each other? 

MARCY
Playing you aga--

MAX
It’s disgusting, you don’t do that.

MARCY
We’re here to get money for your 
thread, Max, okay?  I’m here for 
you. I’m always here for you. 

MAX
Yeah, well, guess what? He’s broke. 
And I’m done for. 

MARCY
He’s broke?

MAX
Yeah, he’s fucking broke, Marcy. 
Your millionaire boyfriend doesn’t 
have two pennies to rub together.  
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MARCY
He’s broke? That’s terrible. I had 
no idea.

MAX
Well, we’re getting out of here.

MARCY
We are not.

MAX
What do you mean, we’re not?

MARCY
That would be inconsiderate.

MAX
Inconsiderate?  I’ll tell you 
what’s inconsiderate. Prancing 
around pretending you have money 
when you don’t.

MARCY
Hank is a gentleman, Max. Money or 
no money, he’s a gentleman. 
Something you couldn’t know 
anything about.

MAX
Oh, what are you now?  The lady of 
the fucking manor?

Marcy looks at Max.

MARCY
Screw you, Max.

Marcy gathers herself and her belongings and clomps out of 
the bathroom in her heels, slamming the door behind her.

Max gets up from the toilet bowl, and stares at himself in 
the mirror. Overwhelmed with anger, he swipes the toilet roll 
out of its spindle in frustration.

INT. HANK SWIFT’S DINING ROOM- EVENING

Mid-carbonara, Hank and Marcy laugh about the good old days.

MARCY
Oh my God, Hank, and that Fourth of 
July party on Sunset Boulevard?  
1978, God, the memories--
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HANK
God, Marcy, and that bikini you 
were wearing that day?  The one 
where your nipples kept popping out 
in the pool?

They laugh uproariously. Marcy leans in and touches Hank’s 
arm, seeking an intimate moment.

MARCY
Oh, Hank, don’t even start with 
that!  You helped them out of that 
top!

HANK
Whew!  Good thing those days are 
over, right? 

MARCY
Don’t say that!  I always wear 
bikinis when Max and I go down to 
visit his uncle in Florida.

HANK
What a lucky man!  Is Max okay? 

MARCY
Oh yeah, he’s fine.

INT. HANK SWIFT’S BATHROOM- EVENING

Max sits on the toilet with his head in his hands as his cell 
phone rings with the Darth Vadar ring tone again.  It’s 
Christoph.  Max watches the phone and cannot answer it.  

Ince the phone stops ringing, Max releases a deep sigh of 
grief and relief, picks up his trousers, walks over to the 
sink and washes his face.

INT. HANK SWIFT’S DINING ROOM- EVENING

By now, Marcy is quite drunk.  

MARCY
Probably just talking to his wife.  
That’s his fucking boss at work, 
his wife. Can you believe that?

HANK
God, are you serious? 

Marcy and Hank look at each other in a moment of reckoning.
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HANK (CONT’D)
What are you doing Marcy?  

MARCY
I don’t know.  I don’t know what 
I’m doing.

HANK
You deserve so much better than 
that.  Some guy who will really 
respect you, treat you right.

Marcy has a moment of epiphany.

MARCY
Like you, Hank.  Like you.  I have 
never had a more meaningful 
relationship than the one we had--

HANK
Oh, Marcy.

MARCY
Max is just obsessed with material 
things, you know, all this money 
and the socks and inventions and 
here you are, just living a good, 
wholesome life.  The sort of values 
I have.

HANK
It is a good life, Marcy.  Life is 
good.  And life is not what we 
thought it would be.  Whatcha gonna 
do?

MARCY
It’s just uncanny, isn’t it, seeing 
each other again, and feeling that 
same connection...like we were 
never apart.  I mean, it’s so 
magical.

HANK
Oh, Marcy...what a special gal you 
are.

Marcy is visibly moved, and leans in with a look of 
adoration, growing teary eyed, wanting to be adored.

Max, unseen by the two of them, walks down the stairs and 
stops when he sees a hand gesture that appears intimate.  He 
stands on the stairs in shadows, hands in pockets, watching.

15.



MARCY
Oh, Hank.  What are we gonna do 
with ourselves?

HANK
God, I’d love for you to meet my 
girlfriend.  She’d really get a 
kick out of you.

MARCY
Your...your girlfriend?

HANK
Denise.  Whew, what a firecracker.  
36 and, I swear to God, the 
spitting image of you when you were 
that age.  Wanted her to be here 
tonight, but she’s still married 
and has a seven year old son, so 
she’s got to plan her time around 
all of that stuff.  

Marcy is glazed over with desolation.

MARCY
Yeah, that stuff.

HANK
(winking)

That stuff, huh?  
(giving Marcy a friendly 
pat on the shoulder)

Just be glad you don’t have to put 
up with that.

Marcy’s heart clearly drops with longing.

Max walks back into the room. 

MAX
Sorry about that.  

HANK
No problem, my friend.

MAX
Irritable bowel.  You know, the 
stress of being a shit.

Marcy turns around to see Max.  

MARCY
Yeah, you are a shit.
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Max laughs. With a sudden sense of his own heroic potency, 
Max walks up behind Marcy’s chair, and puts his arms around 
her, grabbing her bosom and biting into her neck

MAX
You ready to get out of here, Sugar 
Neck?

Marcy looks up to Max. Then back at Hank. 

MAX (CONT’D)
(patting her bum)

Come on, let’s hit it.

Marcy totters to her feet. 

MARCY
Gosh, it’s late, Hanky. Guess we’d 
better get going. ...But thank you 
for this.  

HANK
Really? -- you wanna take that 
carbonara to go? 

MAX
No thanks, Hank. I’m not much of a 
pasta guy. Watching the old 
waistline.

HANK
Uh... suit yourself.  

Hank rises to his feet, hitching up his pants. 

EXT. HANK SWIFT’S FRONT YARD

HANK
Well, get home safe, you two. Let’s 
do this again.

MARCY
You take care, Hank.

MAX
See ya. 

Max and Marcy step out over the threshold and onto the silent 
lawn. They turn and wave one more time. She grabs his hand.  
He grabs her butt.    

They each reach for their respective door handles and look at 
each other from across the top of the car.  
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Hank stands at his brightly lit front door waving.  Marcy and 
Max climb into the car, their doors slamming simultaneously.     

The emerald green Toyota Corolla drives off down the darkened 
street, at first with no headlights.  After a moment, the car 
comes to a halt, the headlights are turned on, and then the 
car disappears into the night.

THE END
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